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" Well, Sir, she drooped and drooped from day to day; I am sure she prayed for death, and her

truest friends could not wish her to live. It was not many months afterwards, that we knelt by her

bedside and closed her sweet eyes—and we that loved her best, thanked God when we did so."

Vide p. 5.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

CHAPTER I.

' WHICH INTRODUCES SUSAN TO THE GENTLE READER.

Worthy, excellent Susan ! methinks I
see her now, in her neat, plaited cap, snuff-
coloured stuff gown, clean white apron,
and spectacles on nose, plying her knit
ting needles, whose labours were to result
in a comfortable pair oflamb's- wool stock

ings for my next winter's wear, or a warm
waistcoat for poor old Jeremy ; or in some

thing, be it what it might, that was to

contribute to the welfare and benefit of
some human being ; and I believe, if it
had so happened that the whole human
race had been miraculously provided to

repletion with warm stockings and waist

coats, that Susan, rather than let her

fingers be idle and not be doing something
for somebody, would have knit jackets
for the shorn lambs and blankets for the

early calves.

Excellent Susan ! she is dead now ; and
sadly, sadly I miss her ; for when, by the
death of my wife and the marriage of my
children, I grew a lone old man, she be

came my companion as well as my house

keeper. During the day, whilst I looked
after my farm, or wandered over the fields
with my gun in my hand, or wrote or
read in my library, she was engaged with
her household affairs, and superintending
the servants ; but with the tea-urn, in
the evening, came Susan, so neat, so clean,
with her honest, benevolent face, which
although it was not handsome, was the
pleasantest face I ever looked upon ; and
whilst she made my tea—by the by, the
flavour of teas is sadly falling off, I ob

serve ; it's nothing like what it was in
No. 1.

Susan's time—but whilst she poured me

out the pleasant beverage, and sweetened

it exactly to my taste —it's very odd ; one

would think a man ought to know his own
taste, but I always put in too much sugar
or too little ; and in trying to repair the
error, I regularly make things worse—but,
as I was saying, whilst she presided at
my tea table, or plied her knitting needles,

sometimes I read aloud, but more generally
we used to talk over old times and past
adventures —and pleasant chat it was !

Some people, if they had listened to us,

might have thought there was a sameness

in our conversation —a repetition of old
stories — but they never wearied us ; I
think I liked them better every night ;

and so did she.

At length, one evening, it occurred to

us that what amused us so much, might
perhaps amuse other people.

" Suppose,
we write our histories," said I, " Susan ;

I think we could make out three volumes
of adventures before we settled down into
this quiet life, which furnishes nothing to

tell. In the evening, we can collect our
materials and arrange our plan ; and on
wet days, when I can't get out, I'll put it
all on paper : and we shall then be able
to judge how it reads. I've a notion it
wouldn't be a bad story. The world don't
want extraordinary events, and impro
bable incidents, to amuse it now. They
have found out that, ' the proper study of
mankind is man ;' and he who can paint
real life and human nature, has the best

B
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

said that few biographies would be unin
teresting, if people would or could disclose

the exact truth with all its details. Let
us make the experiment, and relate simply,
without addition or subtraction, the events

of our early years. Nearly all are dead

now who would be pained by the disclo
sures ; and we have but to conceal the
names of places and of people, and wait a

few years, and perhaps when you and I
are both gone, some kind friend may re

vise our manuscript, and give it to the
world ; and we may thus, by furnishing
our quota to the amusement of mankind,
pay back some part of the pleasure we
have derived from the excellent tales that
have cheered our evening fireside."

Susan liked the idea ; and accordingly
we lost no time in putting our plan into
execution. Whether the result of our
labours will ever see the light—whether
it will be considered worth publishing
" by the trade," or worth reading by the
public, is more than I can foresee ; but
this I know, that the occupation it fur
nished, afforded Susan and myself many
a pleasant hour ; and that come what may
of it

,
it will not be all lost labour.

HARRY LEESON.

CHAPTER II.

WHICH GIVES AN ACCOUNT OF SUSAN'S

EDUCATION, AND FIRST SERVICE.

Susan Hopley was* a native of the vil
lage of Mapleton —at least so we choose

to call it—in the south-eastern part of

England ; where her father was a day-
labourer on the farm of a Mr Whitehead.
He was an industrious sober man, his
wife a worthy woman, and their family
consisted only of Susan, and a boy named

Andrew, who was a few years younger.
But the mother was weakly, and unable
to undertake anything more than the care

of her house and children ; and the fa
ther's wages were only just sufficient to

supply his family with the necessaries of

life ; leaving nothing to spare for educa

tion, which was then much more expen
sive and of much more difficult attain

ment than' it is now. So Mrs Hopley
brought up her children in the fear of God,
taught them to spell out words in the
Bible, and to be honest and true, and love
their neighbours ; and trusted in Provi
dence for the rest.

Thus they lived happily enough till
Susan was thirteen, and Andrew ten; but
then the always infirm health of the mo
ther began to give way ; and with the ex

pense of doctors, and one thing or another,
the family were beginning to fall into
difficulties ; when the cleanly appearance
and orderly conduct of the children at
church, happened, fortunately, to attract
the notice of Mrs Leeson. This lady was
the daughter of a former curate of Maple-
ton, where she had been born and bred ;

and when very young, had fallen in love
with an officer of the king's troops that
were quartered in the village. As the

regiment was ordered abroad, and the

young lady could not part with him, they
were married ; and she followed him about
the world for several years, and was near
him in many battles. It was even said,
that she had once saved his life, by seek

ing him out amongst aheap of bodies where
he had been left for dead. He had been

desperately wounded, and was lying there
so far gone, that he could never have sur
vived the night, had she not stretched
herself beside him on the ground, and, by
folding him in her arms, contrived to

keep some warmth in his blood, till she

could get assistance in the morning.
At length, Major Leeson, who was a

good deal older than his wife, beginning
to feel some effects from the hardships he

had undergone, they resolved to leave the

army, and set themselves down for life in
the village where they had first met. They
had not much money ; he had his half-
pay, and she had two hundred a-year al

lowed her by her mother's brother, Mr
Wentworth of Oakfield ; but as they had

no children, and a great deal of love for

one another, they had enough. However,
after they had lived in this way for some

time, Mrs Leeson, to her own surprise and

that of everybody else, found herself in
the family way, and was brought to bed

of as lovely a little boy as eyes ever looked
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

a happy family they were till the child
came to be about six or seven years old ;

but then the expenses of his education,
and the means of setting him afloat in the
world began to be thought of ; and after
much deliberation, and many hard strug
gles, it was resolved that the major should

apply to be placed on full-pay again, in
order that at the end of a few years he

might obtain leave to sell his commission ;

and thus secure something for little Harry
against his parents died.

Sad, sad was the parting, for the hus
band and wife had never been separated
before ; and they still loved each other as

they had done in their young days. But
they trusted in God and their constant
love ; and the major sailed for the West
Indies, where the regiment he was ap

pointed to was stationed.
He had been gone some time, when the

illness of the labourer's wife, and the con
sequent distress of the family, reached the
ears of Mrs Leeson ; who thereupon went
to the cottage to see how she could be of
use to them. Little as she had to spare,
there was nobody in the village so service
able to the poor as she was, particularly
after the major left her ; and, indeed, alle-
viatingtheir distresses, and superintending
the education of her dear Harry, seemed

to be all that constituted her pleasure in
life. " I do believe, poor lady," said Su
san, whose own words we shall frequently
take the liberty of using, " I do believe
that she sought to win the prayers of the

poor, and to make Heaven her friend, for
the sake of her dear husband that was far
away."

Many were the comforts and allevia
tions she afforded Mrs Hopley, whose
health continued daily to decline ; but the
greatest of all was, that she undertook to
have Andrew and Susan taught to read
and write ; and to procure them such other
instruction as was likely to be useful in
their situations, and enable them to earn
their bread respectably. " Heaven bless

her for it !
" Susan would say, when she

came to this part of our story ;
" many's

the day I have had reason to say so !

Mrs Leeson had a worthy excellent ser

vant called Dobbs, who had been brought
up in her father's family ; and who, when

-I

the young lady married, had followed her
fortunes, and accompanied her through all
her dangers and difficulties ; and who was
still fast by her side, watching over little
Harry, and as fond of him as if he'd been

her own. " I often think, Sir, when I re
member Dobbs," Susan would say, " that
there are few friends more valuable than
an attached and worthy servant. People
that don't think it worth their while to

make a friend of a good servant, lose more

in life than they think of."
Now, Dobbs had had a very good edu

cation from Mrs Leeson's 'father ; and as

she did not forget that part of her cate

chism which taught her to do to others as

she would they should do to her, she very

willingly undertook, at the request of her

mistress, to impart to Susan and Andrew
such instruction as was needful.

Whilst Mrs Hopley lived, the children

only spent certain hours of the day at Mrs
Leeson's; devoting the rest to the care and

attendance of their sick parent ; but when

the poor mother died, whose passage to

the grave was smoothed by knowing that

they had found a friend, and were rescued

from the peril she had most apprehended
—namely, that when she was gone, they
would be thrown amongst the idle and dis

orderly children of the village, and forget
all the good and virtuous principles she

had taught them—then, when she was

laid at rest in the humble churchyard,
Mrs Leeson took Susan altogether to be

under Dobbs, and do what little she was

able in the house, till she had learned the

duties of a servant. Andrew lived with
his father for a time, earning a trifle when
he could, by weeding or picking stones ;

but he still punctually attended Mrs
Dobbs's instructions ; and often, when

they were over, was allowed to play a

game at marbles or trap-ball with Master

Harry, or take a walk with him in the

fields ; for Andrew was a steady, well-
behaved boy, and to be depended on. As
for Harry, his education was superintend
ed by the clergyman of the village ; at

whose house he spent a considerable part

of every day, and under whose instruc

tions he made great progress.
As soon as Andrew was old enough,
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4 SUSAN HOPLEY.

procuring him a situation in the establish
ment of her uncle, Mr Wentworth of
Oakfield ; and there, by his good conduct,
he rose from being stable-boy to be foot
man ; and a great favourite with his mas
ter he was, as well as with honest Mr
Jeremy, the butler.

Susan had been living about five years
in Mrs Leeson's service, when she learned
from Dobbs that the major's regiment
was ordered home. For several weeks
before, both she and Dobbs had observed

an alteration in Mrs Leeson ; her step was
lighter and quicker, her face brighter, and
sometimes as she went about the house

they heard her sweet voice carolling a few
snatches of some old song; and Dobbs
would say, "There she is

,

bless her! sing-

i

ing the major's favourite tune as blithe
as she used to be in old times." She had
her husband's picture over the mantel

piece in the drawing-room, and her first
glance in the morning as she entered the
room, and the last at night when she left

it
,

was towards that face she loved so

dearly. It was most times a melancholy
look — a look of fond affection, and of deep

regret for the precious hours of life so

wasted; for, by her, all that were not

spent with him, were scarcely counted.
But now the expression changed ; she met
his eye with a joyous greeting ; and there
was a brightness in hers, and an involun
tary smile upon her lip, that told of plea
sant thoughts and glad anticipations.

"It's my opinion," said Dobbs to Susan,
" that there's been some good news from
the major in that last letter! for I saw
her sitting before the glass to-day trying
a new way of dressing her beautiful hair;
and yesterday she went into the village
and bought some pink and blue ribbons
to trim her morning caps. I shouldn't be

surprised if we see him soon."
" I declare the same thought struck

me," said Susan, " for since she's given
orders to have the carpets taken up, and
the house cleaned, I remark, that when
ever she's directing what's to be done, she

keeps glancing up at the picture every mo

ment, as if she was asking his opinion."
"And then do you see," said Dobbs,

" how she flings her arms about little
Harry every now and then ; and laughs

a gay laugh, as if there was a hidden
fountain o

f

joy in her heart that was run
ning over. Mark my words, we shall hear
news of the major before it 's long."

Dobbs was right. " One day soon after
this," (and here we shall let Susan tell
her own story,) "we saw Mrs Leeson come

hurrying up the little garden that was in
front of the house with flushed cheeks and
an eager step ; and presently afterwards
her bed-room bell rang twice for Dobbs.
We guessed directly that she had been
out 'to meet the postman, and that there
was news ; and so it proved. The major
was coming home directly ; but as the
colonel was absent, and he had the com
mand of the regiment, he was not sure
whether he should be able to leave it im
mediately on landing or not. If he could
not get away, he promised to send her a line
the moment the vessel got into port, that
she and Harry might hasten to meet him.
He added, too, that he had made a very ad

vantageous arrangement for parting with
his commission to a young nobleman, who
didn't care for money, but who wanted to

get into a regiment that was not likely to
be sent to a foreign station for some years.

" Oh, Mr Harry, there was joy ! I

shall never forget her sweet face when first

I saw it after she had got the news. Beauti
ful she always was ; but now, as Mr Pop-
pleton, the curate said, she was radiant,
and looked ten times younger and hand
somer than ever. She told Dobbs that the
major had before hinted that there was an
early prospect of his coming home ; but
that she had not courage to mention it till
she was certain, fancying she could bear
a disappointment better if she had never
communicated her hope to anybody.

" As this letter had been written imme
diately before the fleet was to sail, of course
the major himself, or the summons to meet

him at Portsmouth, might be hourly ex
pected ; and there was such preparations —
such a joyous bustle !—and dear Harry, he

was sobusytoo! There wasthehousetobe
got ready, the clean curtains to be put up,
the carpets to be laid ; whatever was much
worn or looked shabby to be replaced ; and
there was her own dress, and Harry's dress

to be thought of ; and the garden to be
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 5

heavens ! the joy of much loving ! But,
oh! the pain !

" Well, Sir, all was ready, and we re
joiced that time had been given us to com
plete everything ; but now it was all lis
tening and watching ; every sound of a

wheel that was heard approaching, every
coach that passed through the village,
even the latch of the garden gate being
lifted, brought us all to the window.
Master Harry's lessons were laid aside,

for he had too much to ask, and too much
to hear about his dear papa, to give his
mind to them ; whilst the mother, antici

pating the pride and delight of the father
when he looked at his noble boy, had not
the heart to chide him —and every morn

ing when the sun rose, it was to be to

day ; and every night when he set, it was

| to be to-morrow. With the earliest dawn,
we could hear Mrs Leeson opening her

j window to observe the weather; and Harry
spent half the day waving his handker
chief in the wind, to be sure it was still
blowing from the right quarter. And it
did blow from the right quarter; and
calm beautiful summer weather it was, as

ever shone out of the heavens !
" Well, at last we saw the postman com

ing with a letter, and we all felt certain
it was the right letter, for there were not
many came to the house ; and sure enough
it bore the Portsmouth post mark ; and
Harry, who got hold of it first, and who
did not know his papa's hand, cried out,
' He's come ! he's come ! !

' But the letter
was from Mr Wentworth. Happening to
be in London, he had heard that the tele

graph had announced the fleet was in
sight, and he had gone down to Ports
mouth to meet the major. But the letter
said, that although the fleet was come in,
the transport in which Major Leeson had
embarked had parted company with the

others, and was not yet arrived, but it was
expected hourly.

" I was in the room when my mistress
read the letter, for we were all too anxious
to keep out of it ; and I shall never forget
her face. Oh ! the change that came over
it ! The falling from the great hope to
the heavy fear ! She said nothing, but
she turned very pale ; and her lips trembled,
and her hand shook ; and Harry looked

at her with an amazed and serious look,
for the child felt damped too— ' What, ma ?

'

he said, ' Soon, love ; soon !' she murmur
ed as she kissed his forehead, and the words
came with a deep gasp and a great swell

ing of the heart. Then she rose and went
to her bed-room ; and Dobbs and I knew
that she passed almost all that day upon
her knees. Sometimes we could distin

guish her foot pacing the room ; but when
ever there was silence, we knew that she

was praying ; and at night it was the
same. I don't think she ever passed an
other night in her bed till she laid herself
down in it to rise no more.

" Well, Sir, the sun rose and set—but
still no tidings came. For her, the blow
had been struck the first day by Mr
Wentworth's letter ; there was something
prophetic in that deep love of hers— she

saw it all from the beginning. Poor
Harry couldn't believe it ; and he hoped

on, and we hoped on ; but she hoped no
more.

" She seldom spoke ; sometimes she

would throw her arms round Harry, and
utter such a cry ! Surely it was the cry
of a broken heart. I never heard any
thing like it but from her lips. Few, I
hope, ever suffered what she did. Then
she would bid Andrew or me take Harry
out into the fields and amuse him as well
as we could. She didn't like to cloud his

young days with sorrow, or inure him to

the sight of wretchedness so early. Then
the picture ! oh that picture ! One day
I happened to be passing the drawing-
room door when it was a little ajar, and

hearing a deep sob, I turned my head

that way. She was on her knees, and
her arms were stretched out towards it

,

as if she was inviting him to come to her.
Her hair was pushed back from the fore
head, her lips were apart, and her eyes

staring with such eagerness on the coun
tenance, that she looked as if she expected
the energy of her grief and love could ani
mate the canvass, and impart life and
being to the form she loved so dearly.

"Well, Sir, she drooped and drooped

from day to day ; I am sure she prayed
for death, and her truest friends could

not wish her to live.
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e SUSAN HOPLEY.

that we knelt by her bedside and closed

her sweet eyes —and we that loved her

best, thanked God when we did so."

CHAPTER III.

SUSAN IS PROVIDED WITH ANOTHER SITUATION,
AND HARRY HAKES TWO NARROW ESCAPES

FROM IMMINENT DANGER.

As soon as Mrs Leeson was dead, Mr
Wentworth, and Miss Fanny his daugh
ter, who had neglected nothing they could
think of to comfort her during her life
time, took poor little Harry with them to
Oakfield, which they had promised his
mother should henceforth be his home ;

and when she was laid in her grave, and
the house at Mapleton was given up,
Dobbs and Susan followed. Dobbs was
only to stay till Harry was somewhat
reconciled to his loss, which he felt bit
terly, poor child ; and till she had met
with a situation to suit her ; but Miss
Wentworth took Susan into the family
altogether, and appointed her to the situ
ation of under-housemaid.

Mr Wentworth was a gentleman who
had made a very large fortune in the wine
trade ; and he had his house of business
still in the city, where affairs were con

ducted under the superintendence of an
old and much valued clerk, of the name
of Simpson ; whilst he himself resided

chiefly with his daughter at Oakfield. She
was his only child, and the pride and de

light of his heart ; and well did she merit
all the affection he bore her.

Most fortunate Susan thought herself,
on all accounts, to obtain so excellent a

situation ; and one which placed her near
those she most loved, her brother and lit
tle Harry. Andrew now wore a livery ;

he was grown a nice young man, and had
won the goodwill of all the family by his
diligence and good temper. As soon as

Harry was considered sufficiently recover
ed, he was placed at a boarding-school
about ten miles from Mapleton ; and then
Dobbs quitted Oakfield, and accepted a

situation as cook and housekeeper in a

gentleman's family in London.

Harry had been at school between three
and four months, and Susan was looking
forward to the approaching midsummer
vacation, when she was desired to prepare
a room for Mr Gaveston, who was ex

pected on a visit : and she soon learned
from the servants, that the visit was to

terminate in a marriage. This gentleman
was a distant relative of Mr Wentworth's,
who had brought him up, and provided
handsomely for him by giving him a share

in the wine business. He had hitherto
resided a good deal at Bordeaux, where
Mr Wentworth was connected with seve

ral houses of eminence ; always, however,

spending some months of every year in
England ; and during these visits, he had

contrived to make himself so completely
master of the affections of poor Fanny,
that though (heiress as she was to all her

father's wealth, and endowed with many
charms of mind and person into the bar

gain) she had hosts of suitors, she would
listen to none of them, but persisted in
giving her young heart, and engaging her
fair hand, to Walter Gaveston.

It was pretty evident to everybody but

herself, that Mr Gaveston was not the
husband her father would have selected

for her; but he was too indulgent and
too just to oppose her wishes on a subject
so material to her happiness, unless he

could have given her convincing reasons

for his objection ; and this he could not.
He had originally been very fond of Wal
ter, who was a clever, handsome, forward

boy ; but of late years he had felt a sort of

growing dislike to him that he could hardly
account for; and that he was himself half
inclined to look upon as idle antipathy or

weak prejudice. He had nothing exactly
to allege against him ; and sometimes after

examining his own mind, and searching
for the motive of his own alienation, he

would end by saying, "D—n the fellow!
I believe it's only that I don't like the

expression of his face." Nobody did like
the expression of his face, that looked at

it with unprepossessed eyes ; but poor
Fanny's were witched —and if she ever re

marked that the prospect of her marriage
was disagreeable to her father, she attri
buted the dissatisfaction wholly to his
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

to the nature of the alliance she was about

to form.
In spite of the displeasing expression

we have alluded to, there could be no doubt

that Mr Gaveston was a very fine looking
man; and one likely to attract the eye

and admiration of the fair sex in general.
His features were regular and manly ; he

had a beautiful set of teeth, dark hair and

eyes, a complexion bronzed into a very
becoming hue by the sun of the South,
and a figure that formed a perfect model
of strength and agility. And, accordingly,
there were few men who excelled so much
in all manly exercises ; whether he walked,
rode, or danced, the performance was per
fect ; he was the best cricket-player about
the country, the most fearless huntsman,
and the best shot. He was equally re

markable for his proficiency in all games
of skill—cards, billiards, nothing came

amiss to him. Then he was an excellent

judge of a horse, very fond of attending
races, and understood all the intricacies
of betting, edging, and jockeyship in
general. Of classical learning or deep

reading he had very little ; but he had a

great deal of general information ; knew

something of most people that were mak
ing any sensation in the world ; and was
seldom at a loss upon any subject of
fashionable or popular discussion.

Such was the man that had won Fanny
Wentworth's affections, and to whom she

was to be united in the ensuing month of
August. Many preliminaries of course,
were to be arranged. Dresses to be pre
pared, settlements drawn up, and enter
tainments given ; and when Harry re
turned to Oakfield for the vacation, he

found the house full of gaiety and com

motion.
" I think it right to inform you," said

Mr Wentworth one day to Mr Gaveston,
when the subject of settlement was under
discussion, " that since the death of Harry
Leeson's parents, I have adopted him, and
look upon him as my son. I was always
fond of the boy; who is as fine a little
fellow as ever lived ; and I loved his father
and mother, and would do it for their sakes
if I did not do it for his own. The arrange
ment I propose to make, is this —and I
have given Olliphant directions to prepare

the settlements and my will at the same

time. You are at present possessor of a

sixth share of the business—I will make
that a fourth. Whatever fortune I give
my daughter now, or whatever I leave her,
I shall vest in trustees for her use, to de

scend from her to her children ; or if she

have none, to be disposed of as she pleases ;

with the exception of ten thousand pounds,
of which you will have the life-rent,
should you survive her. This, with a
fourth share of the business, will I hope
be considered sufficient. Are you satis
fied with that arrangement?"

" Quite, Sir, quite,'' replied Mr Gave
ston ; and he endeavoured to look very
satisfied indeed.

" With respect to Harry Leeson," con

tinued Mr Wentworth, " he will be entitled

by my will to two shares of the wine busi

ness, and to ten thousand pounds, to be

paid free of all deductions. The fourth
share, I intend giving to old Simpson, on
whom the management of the whole must
rest. I shall also appoint him guardian
and trustee for Harry. All this I do with
Fanny's entire approbation."

How far these arrangements were agree
able to Mr Gaveston may be doubted ; but,
at all events, he reiterated the assurances
of his entire satisfaction, and Mr Went
worth did not trouble himself to investi

gate further.
Mr Gaveston's pursuits —riding, cricket

ing, sporting, and so forth —were natu

rally very attractive to Harry ; and as he

was a spirited boy, he was glad enough
to be allowed to share in them whenever
he was permitted. Mr Gaveston seemed

willing enough to encourage this disposi
tion, and, amongst other things, he took

upon himself to teach Harry to ride ; but,
on the plea that a boy should be afraid of
nothing, he one day set him on a young
horse of his own, before the child had
any seat, and allowed him to follow the
hounds ; the consequence of which was,
that the horse ran away ; and if Andrew

(who happening to see Harry start, had
felt uneasy and gone after them to observe

how he got on) had not been at hand,
and stopped the horse with one hand
whilst he caught Harry with the other to
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8 SUSAN HOPLEY.

have proved the poor little fellow's first
and last hunt. Mr Gaveston charged
Harry not to tell his uncle, " for," said

he, " if you do, you'll have a log tied to

you for the future, and there'll be an end

of your sport." Harry did not tell ; but
Andrew, who thought the boy's life would
be in jeopardy if this sort of thing went
on, did ; and Mr Wentworth set his veto

against any future lessons in equitation
from Mr Gaveston. " He hasn't caution
enough," he said, " to be trusted with a

boy of that age. Harry shall have pro
per instruction, and a safe pony to begin
with."

It was not long after this that a second

accident occurred to Harry, no less likely
to have proved fatal than the first.

There was in the grounds at some dis
tance from the house, a large pond or lake
on which lay an old boat, which was rarely
used, except Harry sometimes got leave

to take a row in it with one of the men-
servants, but he was strictly enjoined
never to enter it alone.*

" One day as I was standing at Miss
Wentworth's bed-room window," (for here

we shall let Susan once more tell her own

story,) " I saw somebody coming through
the trees towards the house. He was a

good way off when I first caught sight of

him, but I observed that he was walking
slowly, and that every now and then he

stopped and seemed to be looking all round
as if to see whether anybody was at hand.
When he emerged from amongst the trees,

and got upon the open lawn, he began to
run ; and I then perceived that it was Mr
Gaveston, with his coat off, and looking
very pale. He approached the house ra

pidly, and I was just wondering what
could have happened to him, when I heard
a loud scream from Miss Fanny, and a

great bustle below ; and on running down
to see what was the matter, I overtook her
rushing out of the house, followed by Mr
Gaveston, and all the maid-servants, cry
ing out that Harry Leeson was in the

pond.
" Now, it happened that it was hay-

* This incident has some resemblance to one in
the Third Number of "Master Humphrey;" but
it -was written many months before Mr D.'s work
appeared.

making time, and as the weather was
considered unsettled, every man about the
estate was in the fields, at least a quarter
of a mile from the pond and quite in an
opposite direction from the house ; but
there was a shorter cut across than going
by the water; and Mr Gaveston said he
would run there as fast as he could, and
send assistance; and as he set off Miss
Wentworth called after him, ' For God's
sake despatch somebody to the village for
a surgeon !

' So away we all ran—we to
the pond who could be of no use in the
world when we were there ; and Mr Gave
ston, who perhaps might, to the hayfield,
in search of aid which never could have
arrived in time. What chance little Harry
had of being saved by either party may
be imagined —but Providence sent him
help.

"My brother Andrew, who, like me,
doted on Harry, for his dear mother's sake
as well as his own, was always glad when
he could invent anything to amuse him ;

and having something of a mechanical
turn, he often employed his leisure hours
in contriving toys and playthings for him :

and it chanced that the day before this ac

cident happened, he had been down with
the child to the pond, to try the sailing of
a little vessel that he had been at work on
some time. On first launching it

, it turned
over ; but after hewing it away a little, he

brought it todo ; and much delighted Harry
was with it.

" In order that no time might be lost

with the hay, Mr Wentworth, who had

gone to town in the morning, had desired

that the men should have a luncheon of

bread and cheese and beer in the fields, and

not return till the day's work was over.
This the maids had carried out to them ;

but finding the beer run short, Mr Jeremy,
the butler, told Andrew to step to the

house and fetch another can.

"Now, when Andrew had sat down with
the others to eat his bread and cheese he

had missed his knife ; and as it was a very
nice one that Harry had saved up his own

pocket-money to buy, and which he had

given him as a birth-day present, he would

have been very sorry to lose it. ' I dare

say,' thought he, ' I left it at the pond
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

many minutes' difference, he resolved to

run round that way and look for it.
" Just as he came in sight of the pond,

he fancied he heard a cry that proceeded

from that direction, and he hastened for
ward ; but when he reached it he saw no

one, nor indeed anything unusual, ex

cept that the boat was reeling from side

to side as if it were on the waves of the
sea. Now, there was no motion in the
water, for as I said before, though it was

deep it was but a pond ; and the day was
calm, cloudy, and still threatening rain,
but not a breath of wind was stirring.

" Andrew looked at the boat—thought
of the cry—and jumped into the water.
He could not swim ; but he didn't stop to

remember that. Fortunately the boat was
at hand, and he was active and strong.
He caught the child by the jacket, and
when the water threw him up, he strug
gled to get hold of it. Once he failed, and
they went down together ; but the second

time he succeeded ; and when we reached

the pond, we found him sitting in the boat
with Harry in his lap, rubbing the child's
chest and stomach, and doing the best he

could to restore him.
" ' Don't be frightened,' he cried to us,

' Master Harry's coming to, but look for
the oars amongst the grass, and push them
towards me.'

" We did so ; and then he brought the
boat ashore, and carried the child up to the
house in his arms, where he was soon in
a warm bed, and so far recovered that there
was nothing to fear for his health.

" It was nearly an hour after this, I dare

say, that Miss Wentworth and I, who were

sitting by Master Harry's bedside, heard
Mr Gaveston's foot entering the hall below,

andcoming hastilyup stairs. He was now
as red as he had before been pale, and

bursting open the door, he exclaimed,
' My dear Fanny, I am sure you'll never
forgive me; and if you do, I never can
forgive myself. If it hadn't been for
Andrew's providential arrival, the dear

boy must inevitably have been drown-

I ed.' With the noise he made, Harry,
who had fallen asleep, opened his eyes ;

and holding out his hand and smiling
on him, he said, ' It was an accident,
nobody could help it ; but wasn't it brave

- No. 2.

of Andrew to jump into the water to save

me when he couldn't swim V
" ' I thought you could swim, Walter,'

said Miss Wentworth.
" ' No,' replied he, ' I never could

learn.'
" ' But how in the world did it happen V

said Fanny. ' How came you in the water,
Harry V

" ' I can't think,' said Harry. ' We
had got into the boat to sail my little ves

sel, and I was leaning over the side, when
all at once the boat dipped down, and I
went over. What made it dip down so

suddenly I can't tell. Perhaps you came

too quickly to my side?' said he toGave-
ston.

" ' I'm afraid I did,' answered Gaveston.
' I thought you were leaning over too far,
and without reflection I stepped across to
take hold of you. However, you know,
those that are born to be hanged will never
be drowned. It's all very well as it has
turned out ; and the less that's said about
it the better.'

" ' I think we'd better not tell my uncle,'
said Harry. ' He'll forbid my going to the

pond any more, and then I can't sail my
vessel.'

" ' That he certainly will,' said Mr
Gaveston. ' You'll be tied up, depend upon

it
, if you tell him.'

" ' He must be told,' said Fanny. ' He
detests concealments ; and if he finds it
out afterwards, he'll be much the more dis

pleased.'
" ' How should he find it out ?' said Mr

Gaveston.
" ' Everything is found out sooner or

later,' replied Fanny."

CHAPTER IV.

SUSAN HAS AN EXTRAORDINARY DREAM, WHICH
IS THE FORERUNNER OF ILL NEWS.

The period of the wedding was fast ap

proaching, and a day was already ap
pointed for signing the settlements, when
Mr Gaveston received a letter from a con
fidential friend at Bordeaux, intimating

C

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



10 SUSAN HOPLEY.

with which Mr Wentworth was connect

ed, was supposed to be impending ; and
that it was of the last importance that he,

Mr Gaveston, should lose no time in re

pairing to the spot.
The serious consequences that might

arise from a neglect of this caution, in
duced Mr Wentworth to consent to the
immediate departure of his intended son-
in-law, and the postponement of the wed

ding ; though, at the same time, he de

clared, that he did not believe there was
any foundation for the report.

" Raoul and Bonstetten are much too

steady men to fail," said he, " however,
you may as well go ; the marriage can as

well take place in October, as now." Per
haps Mr Wentworth was not sorry for the

respite. " I have an idea," continued he,
" of going down to the sea for a couple of
months : and you can join us there on your
return. The doctor says, that that poor
fellow Andrew will never recover perfectly
till he has undergone a course of warm

sea-bathing ; and as he got his illness in
doing me a great service, the least I can
do is to contribute all I can to his re
covery."

Andrew had never been well since the

day he jumped into the water to save

Harry. He was very warm at the mo

ment from working in the hayfield and

running on his errand; and having re

mained some time in his wet clothes, be

ing too anxious about Harry to think of

himself, the chill had brought on a rheu
matic fever, from which he had not per
fectly recovered. Nothing could exceed

the attention shown him by the family
during his illness ; and as for Harry, he

could scarcely be induced to quit his bed

side to take needful rest and sleep. And
signal as was their kindness appeared

Andrew's gratitude ; he " only hoped,"
he often told Susan, " that he might find

means during his life of testifying his
sense of their great goodness to him."

Mr Gaveston departed ; when the young
man got better, Harry returned to school ;

and not long afterwards, Mr and Miss
Wentworth, accompanied by Andrew, set

out on their excursion. There had been,

at one time, an idea of taking Susan; Miss

Wentworth happening just then to be

without a maid : the one that was to at
tend her after her marriage not having
arrived. However, this was finally given
up, and they went alone.

" It was a lovely morning when they
set out," said Susan ; "just the last week
in August ; and we all assembled in the
portico to see them off. I shall never for
get it. Miss Fanny looking so fresh and
so pretty, in her gray silk pelisse, and
little straw bonnet lined with pink ; and
the dear old gentleman, with his broad-
skirted brown coat, and his wide-brimmed
hat, looking so smiling and so benevo

lent, as he bade us good-by ; and then
handing his daughter into the carriage as

proud as an emperor—he'd reason to be

proud of her ; for she was a sweet crea

ture, and as good as she was pretty !
" ' We shall bring back Andrew to you

quite well, Susan,' said master, putting
his head out of the window.

" ' God bless you, Sir,' said I, ' and my
mistress too ;' and I wiped the tears from
my eyes with the corner of my apron.

" ' Good-by, sister !
' said Andrew, giv

ing me a last kiss, and jumping up behind.
'All's right!' cried he; the postilions
cracked their whips, and away they went.
Lord ! Sir ; how little we poor mortals
know what is before us !

" Well, Sir, nothing particular occurred
after this till we received a letter to say
the family would be home on the evening
of the 16th ; we were then in the month
of October. The letter was written by
Andrew at his master's desire ; and he
concluded by saying that he had quite re

covered his health, and was as well as ever
he had been. Then there followed a pas

sage which I did not well understand, and
which I promised myself to ask him the
meaning of when he came back. He said,
' Mr Gaveston is arrived, and the marriage
is to take place in November ; but if I
had courage to do something, I think I
could prevent it ; but I don't know how
to act without assistance.'

" On the morning of the 16th, when we
were all prepared, there came another let
ter from Andrew, to say that they should
not be back till the 18th. Mr Gaveston
had a bet on a boat-race that he wanted
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

arranged to start on the 17th, sleep at

Maningtree that night, and reach home
the next day to dinner.

" On the same evening, that is on the
16th, as we were sitting in the servants'
hall after supper, there came a ring at the
back-door. I remember we were all talk
ing about Mabel the dairymaid, who had
just got up and left the room, as she usu
ally did, the moment meals were over. It
was very well known that Andrew was in
love with her ; and as she was a beauti
ful creature, there was not a man in
the house but was his rival ; and they
were not a little jealous because they
fancied she showed him more favour than
the rest. But, for my part, I always saw
that Mabel had no thoughts of Andrew
more than of the others ; and that she was
much too proud to listen to a poor boy
who had nothing but his livery. How
ever, more out of envy, I believe, than be

cause they thought it
,

they insisted that
she liked him, recalling several little kind
nesses that she had shown him during his
illness, and prophesying that now he had
recovered, it would soon be a match. But
Mr Jeremy, the butler, was of a different
opinion. ' No, no,' said he, ' them little
knows Mabel that looks to see her mar
ried to a footman. Mabel comes of a proud
family— they were gentry once, as I've
heard—howbeit, they never knew them
selves nor their stations. Mabel was rocked
in the cradle of pride, and she fed upon
the bread of pride—and she'll have a fall,
as all such pride has.'

" ' Well, she'll fall to Andrew,' said the
coachman ;

' that'll be a fall.'
" ' No, no,' said Mr Jeremy, ' it'll be a

worse fall than falling to an honest young
fellow like Andrew. Mark my words. I

was never deceived in no man, nor woman
neither ; and I ar'n't now.'

" Just as the butler had said those

words, came the ring I spoke of ; and as

I happened to be going up stairs to look
at my fires, I said I would see who it was.

" When I opened the door, I saw by the

light of the candle I held in my hand, a

stout man in a drab coat, with his hat
slouched over his eyes, and a red handker
chief round his throat, that covered a good
deal of the lower part of his face ; so that

11

between the hat and the handkerchief, I

saw very little of his features except his

nose; but that was very remarkable. It

was a good deal raised in the bridge, and

very much on one side ; and it was easy to

see that whatever it had been by nature,
its present deformity had been occasioned

by a blow or an accident. He did not look
like a common man, nor yet exactly like a

gentleman ; but something between both ;

or rather like a gentleman that had got a

blackguard look by keeping bad company.
However, sight is quick, or I should never
have had time to make out the little that

I tell you ; for whether he thought I

looked at him more than he liked, or what,

I don't know, but he dropped a stick he

had in his hand, and in stooping to pick

it up, he contrived to knock the candle
out of mine, and there we were both in
the dark.

" As I did not quite like his appearance,

and could not help thinking he had done

this on purpose, I got frightened, suspect

ing he wanted to make a rush and get
into the house, so I pushed the door and
tried to slam it in his face ; but he was

stronger than I was ; and putting his
hand against it

,

firmly, but without vio

lence, he said, in a quiet sort of a voice,

that had certainly nothing in it to alarm

me, 4When do you expect Mr Wentworth
home?'

" Well, Sir, the way he spoke and his

asking such a natural harmless question,
made me think myself a fool, and that
his putting out the candle had been an
accident ; so answering him as civilly as

I could, to make up for my rudeness, I

said, that they would be home on the 18th
to dinner, adding, that we had expected

them sooner, but that they were to sleep

upon the road.
" ' Thank ye,' replied he, turning away.

' I don't know exactly which way I should

go, amongst all these buildings,' he added,

looking round —'I suppose that's the

stables with a light in the window?'
'"No, Sir, that's the dairy,' said I,

'the stables are on the other side. But if

you go straight across you'll find your

way.'

' Good night,' said he, and away
he went, whilst I proceeded up stairs to
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12 SUSAN HOPLEY.

the servants' hall, so little did I think of
the matter, that I only told them when
they asked who had rung, it was a person
called to inquire when master would be

home.
" On the following day, which was the

17th, nothing particular occurred ; and
on the 18th we were all prepared for the

family, with the cloth laid, and the fires
blazing, and everybody on the watch for
the carriage. But the dinner hour came

and passed, and tea time came, and supper
time came, and still no signs of those we
were looking for. The servants sat up till
half-past eleven, wondering and guessing
all manner of reasons for the delay : and
then thinking all chance was over for that
night, they went to bed. But for my
part, I somehow or other felt so uneasy,
that I was sure I shouldn't sleep, so I
fetched a book, and sat myself down in
an arm-chair by master's bed-room fire,
which, as well as Miss Fanny's, I resolved
to keep in, in case they might have been

impeded by accident, and yet arrive, cold
and uncomfortable, in the course of the

night.
" I scarcely know how it was, but my

thoughts, in spite of myself, took a melan

choly turn. All the misery that had fol
lowed the disappointment about Major
Leeson's arrival recurred to my mind, and
I could not help anticipating that some ill
news was to follow upon this. I thought
of the odd passage in Andrew's letter,
wondering what he could mean, and what
it was he wanted to do. I knew he dis
liked Mr Gaveston very much, and that
the dislike was mutual. Andrew could
not forgive him for having exposed Harry
Leeson to so much danger; and, one day,
when he was not aware that he was within
hearing, he had called him a cowardly
rascal for running away and leaving the
child in the water. This, together with
Andrew's having told Mr Wentworth of
the hunting accident, had made Mr Gave
ston his enemy ; and I was often afraid
of my brother's getting into some trouble

through it ; for much as he was a favourite
with his master and mistress, of course,

he could not have stood against Mr Gave-
ston's influence if it had been exerted

against him.

" All these things now took possession
of my mind, and I kept pondering upon
them, till insensibly my waking thoughts
became dreams, and I gradually sunk into
a slumber in which the same train of ideas

seemed to be continued. At first, the

images were all confused and mingled to

gether—there was something about my
master, and mistress, and Mr Gaveston,
and Andrew—there was trouble and strife
—but nothing which I could reduce after
wards to any form ; but what followed,
was as distinct on my mind when I awoke
—ay, and is so still, as any circumstance
that ever occurred to me in my waking
hours.

" I thought I was sitting in master's
arm-chair by his bed-room fire, just as

indeed I was, and that I had just dropped
asleep, when I heard a voice whisper in
my ear, 'Look there! who's that?'
Upon that I thought I lifted up my head

and saw my brother Andrew sitting on
the opposite side of the fire in his grave
clothes, and with his two dead eyes star
ing at me with a shocking look of fear
and horror —then I thought he raised his
hand slowly, and pointing with his thumb
over his shoulder, I saw two men standing
close behind him ; one had a crape over his

face, and I could not see who he was ; but
the other was the man with the crooked

nose, who had rung at the bell two nights
before. Presently they moved forwards,
and passing me, went into my master's

dressing-closet, which was behind where
I was sitting. Then I fancied that I tried
to rouse myself, and shake off my sleep,

that I might look after them, but I could
not ; and when I turned my eyes again
on the chair where Andrew had been sit

ting, instead of him I saw my master
there with a large gash in his throat, and
his eyes steadfastly fixed on me, whilst
he pointed to something at my back ; he

seemed to try to speak, but his jaw fell
and he could make no sound. Whilst I
was staring at this dreadful sight, shiver

ing with horror, I thought that, though
I could not see them, I was yet conscious

that the two men had come out of the

closet, and were standing close behind him,

one with an open clasp-knife in his hand,
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 13

thought my brother Andrew suddenly
came between us, and whispered, ' No, no ;

let her sleep ! let her sleep !
' and with

that the light was suddenly extinguished,
and I could see no more.

" Well, Sir, the moment the light seem

ed to go out, I awoke in reality ; and as

I did so, I fancied I heard a door gently
closed, and the sound of feet moving softly
away ; but I was almost in darkness and
could distinguish nothing. The bit of
candle I had taken up with me had burned
to the socket and gone out ; and the fire,
though there were some red ashes yet in
the grate, shed but a faint glimmer on the
hearth.

" What between cold, and fear, and
horror, I felt as if my blood was frozen
in my veins ; and although I'd have given
the world to move, and call the other ser

vants who slept over head, I found it im
possible at first to stir my limbs ; and
there I sat with my eyes staring on the
imperfect outline of the chair where I had
seen Andrew and my master sitting just
before, expecting to see them there again ;

and my ears straining for a sound with
that dreadful intensity that fear gives one,
till I fancied I distinguished the approach
of a horse's feet —presently, I became sure
of it—I thought there were two horses —
they drew near as if they came from the
stables —passed under the window —turn
ed the corner of the house —and then re
ceding, I heard no more of them.

" Till the morning light began to peep
in through the chinks of the shutters, I
couldn't summon courage to move. Gra
dually, when it illuminated the objects
around me sufficiently, I forced myself
to survey the room, and with a great ef
fort to turn my head and look behind me
—but everything, as far as I could see,

was just as it was when I went to sleep.

By and by, as the light grew stronger, I
arose and opened the door that led out

upon the stairs—but nothing unusual was
to be seen or heard. Then I went to the
dressing-closet —there too I could perceive
no change. I tried my master's drawers
and boxes, which had been all locked when
he went away —and locked they were still.
Finally, I examined the other rooms, both
on that floor and below ; but all was right.

Nothing could I find to induce the suspi
cion that my dream was anything but a

dream.
" Well, Sir, you know how differently

one feels about things in the broad day
light that have frightened and puzzled us

in the dark ; and you may imagine that
the lighter it grew, the more absurd my
terror appeared to me ; till, at last, by the
time the sun was up, I was ready to laugh
at myself for my folly ; and when the ser

vants came down stairs and found me

warming myself by the kitchen fire, and
looking very pale, I merely said that I
had fallen asleep in master's arm-chair,
and had awakened shivered and uncom
fortable. I did not mention my dream,
for I knew it must appear ridiculous to
others—and I had no pleasure in recalling
the disagreeable images that the light had

dispersed. However, I did remark to Mr
Jeremy, that I had heard horses passing
under the window in the night ; but he

said it was probably nearer morning than
I had imagined, and that it was the farm
horses going to their work ; and this I
thought likely enough."

CHAPTER V.

ILL NEWS.

On the morning succeeding the night
Susan had passed so unpleasantly in her
master's bed-room, when the servants as

sembled at breakfast, it was remarked that
Mabel had not made her appearance ; and
Mrs Jeremy the housekeeper, who was a

precise personage, sent Susan to tell her,
that if she did not attend at the appointed
hours, she must go without her meals.
Mabel, however, was not to be found in
her dairy, nor anywhere about the house;
and it was concluded that after doing her

morning's work, she had gone to visit her
sister Grace who lived in the village, a

couple of miles off. Nothing more there
fore was thought of her till the gardener
came in some time afterward, and said

that being attracted by the lowing of the

cows, who had all assembled close to the

park paling, he had been to see wltet was

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



14 SUSAN HOPLEY.

the matter, and discovered that they had
not been milked. Further inspection of

them, and of the dairy, proved this to be

the case. Mrs Jeremy vowed vengeance

against the delinquent, and desired Susan,
who understood the business, to supply
her place for the immediate occasion. But
when several hours elapsed and Mabel
did not appear, her absence began to ex
cite surprise as well as displeasure ; more

especially, when one of the men who had
been to Mapleton with a horse to be shod,
returned saying, he had called at Grace
Lightfoot's to inquire if she was there,
but that Grace assured him she had not
seen her sister since the morning before.

Upon this, Mabel's room, which adjoined
the dairy, was examined, and from various
indications, it was concluded that she had
not slept there on the previous night.
Her clothes were all found, except her
bonnet and shawl, and such as she might
be supposed to have worn ; and there was
nothing discovered that could throw the
smallest light on the cause of her absence,

except it was, that a man's glove was
found on the floor; but whose glove it
might be, remained an enigma that time

only could solve. Mabel Lightfoot, beau
tiful and haughty as we have described
her, had never been known to countenance
the attentions of any man, either in her
own station or a higher ; nor was it sus

pected that any of the latter class were in
pursuit of her. Andrew Hopley was the
most favoured, or rather, the least dis
dained of her admirers ; and even to him
she had never shown anything that
amounted to encouragement.

Conjecture was therefore at a fault ; and
no one could suggest any probable solu
tion of the mystery, as hour after hour
passed, and the messengers that had been

sent in search of her, returned, and brought
no tidings.

One circumstance recurred to Susan's
mind, but it seemed almost too vague and
unimportant to draw any conclusions from,
and therefore she made no mention of it.
It was, that on the night the man with
the crooked nose had rung at the back
door, she had heard Mabel in conversa
tion with some one as she passed her room ;

it was as she was returning to the kitchen

after she had been up to look at her fires,
and consequently not many minutes after
she had seen him. The voice was that of
a man ; she thought nothing of it at the
time, concluding it was some member of
the family ; but it now recurred to her
that the stranger's saying he could not
find his way, (in which there was cer

tainly no difficulty,) and inquiring what
place that was with the light in the win
dow, might be a ruse to discover the dairy
maid's quarters.

Susan, however, kept these reflections
to herself ; and indeed her thoughts were
very much diverted from the mystery of
Mabel's departure, by her anxiety for the
arrival of the family and her brother, from
whom the morning's post had brought no
tidings ; and when she had finished her
household duties, she sat down with her
needlework at one of the windows that
looked towards the park gate, to watch
for the first approach of a carriage.

It was nearly three o'clock in the after
noon when the sound of wheels announced
an arrival. Not doubting it was the fa
mily, Susan started from her seat, but
before she ran down stairs to meet them,
she waited a moment to catch a glimpse
of her brother in the rumble ; but great
was her disappointment when the vehicle
drew near, to perceive it was not the ex
pected carriage, but a hack post-chaise,
in which sat a single traveller —a man,
and a stranger.

Concluding it was some one seeking Mr
Wentworth about business, as was not
uncommon, she had reseated herself and
resumed her work, when the door opened,
and Mr Jeremy the butler entered with
a face announcing " as a book where men
might read strange matters," that he had
something extraordinary to communicate.

" Is there anything wrong, Sir ?
" said

Susan, whose apprehensions of some un
known disaster were so much excited as

to require little prompting.
"I am afraid there is," replied Mr

Jeremy ;
" but what I don't know. The

man that's come in the post-chaise is a

constable from Maningtree ; and he says
you, and I, and my wife, are to accom

pany him back immediately ; and that
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 15

you have received from Andrew since he

went away."
" But what can be the meaning of that?"

said Susan.
" I can't make it out," replied Jeremy.

" However, we must go, that's certain ;

and as it's getting late, the sooner we set

off the better. So tie up what you'll want
in a handkerchief, and make haste down.
Mrs Jeremy's gone to get ready."

In a state of amazement and confusion
indescribable, Susan proceeded to obey
Mr Jeremy's commands; and in a very
short time they were prepared to set off.

" I hope nothing has happened to my
brother?" said she to the man when she

met him in the hall below.
" Are you the footman's sister?" said

he, eyeing her curiously.
" Yes, Sir," replied Susan. " There's

nothing wrong with him, I hope, is there ?
"

" Wait till you get to Maningtree," re

plied the man, shaking his head signifi
cantly; " you'll hear it all soon enough."

The unexpected summons, the mystery
attending it

,

and these hints and inuen-
does, whilst they perplexed Mr and Mrs
Jeremy, threw poor Susan into an agony
of alarm. That something had occurred
in which Andrew was concerned was evi
dent; and again the strange passage in
his letter about the marriage, the visit of
the man with the crooked nose, Mabel's

disappearance, and her own dream, all
presented themselves vividly to her mind;
and although she could not tell how, nor
see the links that united them, she could
not help fancying that all these circum

stances belonged to the same chain of

events.

It was towards nine o'clock in the even

ing when the chaise drove up to the door

of the King's Head inn at Maningtree.
Several persons were lounging about the
street; and when the carriage stopped,

and the constable who was seated on the

dicky, jumped off to open the door, there

appeared a manifest desire on the part of
the bystanders to obtain a glimpse of the

travellers; and Susan heard a voice in the
crowd say—" I believe one of them's the

young man's sister;" whilst some cried,
" Which is she?'' and others ejaculated,
* Poor tiling!" Mr Jeremy, with whom

both Susan and Andrew were great fa
vourites, heard all this too : and leaving
his wife to the care of the constable, he

kindly gave the poor girl his arm ; who,
trembling, and ready to sink into the earth
with fear and agitation, could scarcely
support herself, as, preceded by a waiter,
they were conducted to a small parlour
at the extremity of the passage.

After procuring her a glass of water
and a vial of hartshorn, the butler desired

to be conducted to his master— to which
the waiter replied, that Mr Vigors the
constable had gone up to let the gentleman
know they were arrived; and presently
afterwards Mr Vigors appeared at the

door, beckoning Mr Jeremy to follow him.
When Jeremy entered the room above,

he saw seated round a table, on which
were decanters, glasses, and the remains
of a dessert, four gentlemen, one of whom
was Mr Gaveston, the other three were

strangers. On missing Mr Wentworth,
his first words were, " I hope nothing has

happened to my master, Sir?"
" You have not heard?" said Mr Gave

ston, with an appearance of surprise.
" Nothing," answered Jeremy. " The

constable wouldn't tell us why we were
sent for."

" You desired me not, you know, Sir,"
said Vigors, who still stood by the door,
with his hat in his hand.

" Very true," answered Gaveston, " I
had forgotten. I think you may go now,
Mr Vigors, we shall not want you for the
present ;" and Vigors withdrew. " Take

a glass of wine, Jeremy," continued Gave
ston —you've bad news to hear."

" I should be glad to know what it is

at once, Sir," said Jeremy, who was a

straight-forward sort of man, and enter
tained the most entire distrust of Mr Gave-
ston's sympathy or civilities.

" Nothing less than the death of your
master, Jeremy," replied Gaveston, taking
out his pocket-handkerchief and covering
his face with it ; that rascal Andrew has
robbed and murdered him."

" Andrew!" cried Mr Jeremy—"Lord,
Sir, the thing's unpossible!" for, grieved
as the honest man was to learn the death
of his master, his astonishment and incre
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16 SUSAN HOPLEY.

him so monstrous, for a moment over

powered his other feelings.
" I fear it's too true," observed one of

the gentlemen, whose name was Sir Tho
mas Taylor, and who was a magistrate for

the county.
" Where is Andrew, Sir," said Jeremy;

" does he confess it?"
" Gone off! escaped with his booty!"

answered Gaveston, removing the hand

kerchief from his face.
" When did it happen?" inquired the

butler.
" The night before last," answered he

—" and though pursuit has been made in
every direction —I myself have scoured the

country, and hav'n't been off my horse till
this evening—yet wecan gather no tidings
of the rascal. Once I thought I was upon
his track—the description answered him

exactly, and there was an evident desire

of concealment ; but the young man had a

woman with him —therefore that couldn't
be Andrew, you know, Mr Jeremy."

Mr Jeremy was silent.
" Andrew was never supposed to be

connected with any woman that ever I
heard of, was he?" repeated Mr Gaveston.

" Not that I know of," answered Jere
my. " Andrew Hopley I take to be as

good a young man as ever lived ; and I
should as soon suspect myself of such an
act as I'd suspect him."

" But the thing's certain," replied Mr
Gaveston, " why else should the fellow
make off?"

" It can't be denied that appearances
are strongly against him," said Sir Tho
mas Taylor; " at the same time, we know
that these are sometimes fallacious —and

previous good character is not without its

weight."
" I remember a remarkable case of cir

cumstantial evidence," said the coroner,
" where appearances were quite as con

demnatory as in this instance, and yet the

suspected person was innocent ; and what
was extraordinary the real criminal ulti
mately proved to be "

" But, I repeat, is there any other way
of accounting for the fellow's evasion than

by supposing him guilty?" said Gaveston.
"There's no telling," answered Sir Tho

mas. I remember a case in which the

supposed criminal proved himself to have
been one of the vie "

" Oh, no doubt such mistakes do occur
occasionally," interrupted Gaveston: but
they are rare, and cannot by any means be

admitted asprecedents; or the consequence
would be to throw so much discredit and
uncertainty on circumstantial evidence, —
which, remember, gentlemen, is veryoften
all the evidence we can get at,—that the
march of justice would be altogether em

barrassed and impeded. But to pursue
what I was saying —Andrew was never

suspected of an attachment to any woman:
was he, Jeremy?"

" There's few young men as have
reached Andrew's years without," an
swered Jeremy. "Andrew may have fan
cied a girl as well as another, but there's
no harm in that."

"Oh, none —none in the world!" ex
claimed Gaveston, with an air of extreme
candour. " No, no ; all I wanted to know
for, was because, as I mentioned, a sus

picious person was observed on the road
in company with a woman."

Jeremy was silent. There was some

thing in all this inexplicable to him. He
was an uneducated, but a very clear
headed man, and one who, to use his own
phrase, was rarely deceived in man or
woman. Of Andrew he entertained the

highest opinion, founded on observation
and experience, having known the lad
from his childhood ; whilst to Mr Gave
ston he had an antipathy so decided, that
he used to liken it to the horror some

people have of cats ; and declare that he

always felt an uncomfortable sensation

when he was near him. Then, as for
Mabel's having gone off with Andrew,
which appeared to be the conclusion that
would be drawn when her absence was
known, and which, in short, he could not
help suspecting was the insinuation Mr
Gaveston was driving at, he was as scep
tical about that as the young man's guilt.
He not only believed her incapable of
countenancing or taking a part in the
crime, but he was satisfied that she cared

very little for Andrew ; and was alto

gether actuated by views of a very diffe

rent nature. He was even aware that
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 17

her more attention than was quite con
sistent with his engagement to Miss
Wentworth ; and he had observed them
more than once in private conversation.

" To what amount is the robbery, Sir V
said he.

" Forty or fifty pounds," replied Gave-
ston. "At all events, whatever money
Mr Wentworth had in his portfolio is

gone ; as well as my pocket-book and
watch : is your wife below ?" added he.

" She is
, Sir," answered Jeremy ;

" and
Susan also."

" I should like to ask her a few ques
tions—Mrs Jeremy, I mean. I think we

may as well have her up ?"

"Just as you please," said the other

gentlemen.
" I'll fetch her," said Jeremy, " if you

wish to see her."
" No," said Gaveston ;

" stay where you
are, I'll send the waiter for her."

" Mrs Jeremy, " said he, when the

housekeeper made her appearance, "I
suppose you have heard what has hap
pened ?"

" The waiter has just told me as I came

up stairs," said Mrs Jeremy weeping—
" Good Lord ! that one should be so de

ceived in anybody ! I'd have staked my
life Andrew was as honest a lad as ever

lived."
" And how do you know but what he

is still V said her husband.
" You'd a good opinion of him, too,

then ; had you, Mrs Jeremy ?" said Gave
ston.

"An excellent one, Sir," replied the

housekeeper. " I never knew a better

young man—at least, than he seemed to

be."
" It's strange," said Gaveston ;

" and
almost staggers one ; only that his mak

ing off tells so decidedly against him. If
we could only get upon his track, and
find where he's gone —by the by, Mrs
Jeremy, Andrew was not connected with
any woman that you know of, was he V

" No, Sir," answered the housekeeper.
" Andrew was a very virtuous youth, as

far as ever I knew. I believe he was
fond of a young woman —one of his fel
low- servants, but there was nothing be

tween them more than should be."
No. 3

.

" You're sure they were not married V

said Mr Gaveston.
" Oh, no, Sir," replied Mrs Jeremy." Indeed, I don't think Mabel had any

mind to him."
"Did he correspond with her during

his absence V inquired Mr Gaveston.
" I believe he did write her a letter,"

answered the housekeeper." If I had known this before, we should
have sent for her also," said Mr Gave
ston ;

" and I think it would be right to

do so still. What do you say, gentle
men?"

" Perhaps it might be as well," said Sir
Thomas, " and desire her to bring the

letter with her."
" We'll despatch Vigors again," said

Mr Gaveston ;

" and we may get her
here time enough for the inquest to-mor-

n
row.

" I'm sure I don't know whether he'll
find her," said Mrs Jeremy ;

" for we

missed her this morning, and she wasn't
come back when we left Oakfield."

" How!" said Mr Gaveston, suddenly
turning round on his chair with a look of
astonishment, and glancing at the other
gentlemen—" missed her ? what do you
mean?" Whereon Mrs Jeremy narrated
the particulars of Mabel's disappearance,
and the ineffectual search that had been

made for her.
" And you've reason to believe that she

did not sleep in her own apartment last

night ?" said Mr Gaveston.
"So we think," replied the housekeeper.
" Pray, what sort of a girl is this Ma

bel ?" said he. " If I recollect, she's rather

pretty."
" She's very handsome," replied Mrs

Jeremy. " She was thought the prettiest
girl in the county, high or low."

" Just describe her person," said Mr
Gaveston. " What was the colour of her
hair?"

" Her hair is black," replied Mrs Jere
my, " and her "

" Stop a moment," said Mr Gaveston,
whilst he appeared to be searching for

something in his pockets, whence he pre

sently drew a scrap of white paper. " This

is a memorandum I made from the peo
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18 SUSAN HOPLEY.

had attracted observation—the man an
swers to Andrew exactly. Now let us
hear about the woman. Perhaps you'll
compare as she goes on, Sir Thomas," and
he handed the paper to the magistrate.

" She has black hair, and blue eyes,"
continued Mrs Jeremy.

"And what's her complexion?" said

Mr Gaveston, " and her height ?
"

" Her complexion's a beautiful white
and red ; and she's neither tall nor short
—much about my height," replied the

housekeeper.
The description and the memorandum

tallied exactly ; and the consequent con

clusion was, that Andrew and Mabel had

gone off together; and that the persons
Mr Gaveston had heard of were the fugi
tives. Upon which he declared his de

termination to spare neither trouble, ex

pense, nor personal exertion, to discover
them ; and announced his intention of

mounting his horse the moment the in
quest was over, and never to relax in the
pursuit till he had traced them to their
concealment. In the meantime a mes

senger was despatched to Oakfield, to as

certain if Mabel had returned, or if any
news of her had been obtained.

Poor Susan first learned her misfortune
from the lips of Mr Jeremy ; and it would
be needless to enlarge on her amazement,
grief, and incredulity ; and the only con
solation she had was in finding that the
butler, of whose discernment she had a

high opinion, was as unwilling to believe

in Andrew's guilt as she was. Still, the
question of "Where the devil is he?"
which the worthy man blurted out ever

and anon, in the height of his perplexity,
was a most confounding one, and " where
is Mabel?" not much less so.

Susan suggested that he too might have
been murdered —but then his body would
have been found as well as Mr Went-
worth's —or he might have been carried
off for some purpose by the criminals; but
Mr Jeremy objected that carrying off peo

ple against their will in England was no

easy matter in these days. Finally, she

suggested that he might have become

aware of the murder, and of the direction
taken by those who had perpetrated it

,

and have gone in pursuit of them. This

supposition appeared, at once, the most
probable and the most consoling ; and to

it they ultimately inclined.
Still, through the sleepless hours of the

ensuing night, strange thoughts would
find their way into Susan's mind ; and
again and again her dream, and the visit
of the man with the crooked nose, recurred
to her—though how to connect them with
the catastrophe she could not tell. How
ever, the following morning was appointed
for the inquest, when it was possible some

light might be thrown on the mystery ;

and in tears, prayers, and interminable
conjectures she passed the intervening
hours.

CHAPTER VI.

THE INQUEST.

The particulars elicited on the inquest
were briefly as follows. It appeared that
on the evening of the 17th, about eight
o'clock, Mr Gaveston had arrived at the
King's Head inn, on horseback, and in
quired what beds there were for a family
that was following. He was informed,
that being ball night there were none in
the inn, but that the party could be well
accommodated over the way, in a house,
that being unoccupied, the host had the
use of during the full season. He inspect
ed the rooms and approved of them ; but

expressed a wish, that as the weather was

bad, the young lady might be provided
with a bed in the inn if one became vacant.
He then went away, and no more was
seen of him till towards nine o'clock, when
the family arrived, and he met the car
riage at the door. In the meantime, a

person had called to say, that " the bed

engaged some days before for a Mr Smith,
who purposed to attend the ball, would
not be wanted:" and Mr Gaveston im
mediately secured this apartment for Miss
Wentworth.

It next appeared that Mr Wentworth
had inquired for his servant several times
in the course of the evening, but that An
drew was not to be found ; but on inter
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

house was so full of servants belonging to
the gentry attending the ball, and he was
himself so busy, that he had taken little
pains to seek him. At length, on Mr
Wentworth's becoming impatient, he had
discovered him standing amongst others
at the ball-room door, where he declared

he had been the whole time.
About eleven o'clock the family had

retired to bed, and nothing more was
heard of them till the following morning ;

when Mr Gaveston came over to the inn
in a state of considerable agitation, and
said he had been robbed of his pocket-
book and watch. On hearing this, the
chambermaid, waiter, and boots, had ac

companied him across the way, where

they searched every part of his room with
out discovering the missing articles. Mr
Gaveston then inquired where that fellow
Andrew was ; and they had proceeded to
the servant's apartment, but he was not
there; and, on investigation, no one ap

peared to have seen anything of him since

the night before.

Mr Gaveston then proposed their visit
ing Mr Wentworth, to learn if he had
been robbed too ; and after knocking and

receiving no answer, they opened the door,
and discovered the unfortunate gentleman
lying on the floor, with a stream of blood
issuing from a wound in his throat, and a

severe contusion of the head, which, it
was the opinion of the surgeon, had been

occasioned by a blow that had rendered
him insensible before the wound in the
throat was inflicted. From the appear
ance of his bed it was supposed he had

quitted it in haste on being alarmed. His
watch was gone; and his portfolio, which

lay on the dressing-table, was found open
and rifled.

When Andrew's room came to be exa
mined, there were also evident indications
of his having left his bed precipitately.
The clothes were dragged nearly off, and,
as well as the pillow, were lying on the
floor. A chair that stood by the bedside

was overturned ; and under it were found
a leathern purse containing a few shil
lings, and a silver watch, which Susan
recognised as belonging to her brother.
No clothes were found in the room but
one stocking, which lay near the window,

and appeared to have been dropped. The
window was open, and as the room was
on the ground-floor, there was every rea

son to conclude he had escaped that way.
At the door of his bed-room were found
his boots, which the man, whose office it
was to clean them, said, he had taken

away the night before, and placed there
himself in the morning.

But the strongest circumstance against
Andrew was a letter found on the table
in his room, addressed to A. B., Post-
office, Maningtree, and which ran as fol
lows :—

"All's right—house full—no bed to be

had but Mr Smith's —sky as black as

hell. I must cut till after dark. At eight
o'clock I'll be hanging about the Chee-

quers—word, How far to London?"
The letter was written in a good clerk

like hand, and well spelt.
This circumstance led to inquiries of

the waiter as to who had engaged and

given up Mr Smith's bed ; but he could

give no information on the subject. He
believed it to be the same person that had
called on each occasion ; and as he wore
a drab coat, he had supposed him a ser

vant; but both visits were after dark;
he had only left the notes at the door,
and he could not say he should know him

again.
However, he was able to produce the

second note; and, on comparing it with
the letter found in Andrew's room, the

writing appeared to be the same.

The woman who kept the post-office
was then interrogated, and admitted that
she remembered on the evening in ques

tion, that a man had knocked at the win
dow and inquired if she had a letter for
A. B. She knew it was a man by his

voice, but had not seen him ; because she

had only opened a single panel in the

window, and he had stood rather on one

side. There was no post-mark on the

letter, and it must have been dropt in on
the spot. The man said, " How much?"
she answered, " A penny," which he hand

ed to her, and departed.
When all this evidence had been educed,

Mr Gaveston and Mr and Mrs Jeremy
were called to speak to Andrew's charac

ter. The two latter avowed the most fa
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20 . SUSAN HOPLEY.

vourable opinion of him; but Mr Gave-
ston said, he knew too little of the young
man to have formed any ; but he did not
omit to mention Mabel's disappearance,
and his conviction that she and Andrew
were the persons he had traced on the
road.

This circumstance, together with the
letter found in the young man's room,
and the mysterious passage in the one he

had written to his sister, combined with
his evasion, seemed to point him out so

decidedly as the criminal, that even Susan
herself could not be surprised at the ver
dict which was brought in of " wilful
murder against Andrew Hopley;" more

especially, as the messenger that had been

sent to Oakfield returned without any
tidings of the dairymaid.

A considerable reward was then offered

to any one that would give such informa
tion as would lead to the detection of the
delinquent, or of that of his accomplices,
as, from the letter addressed to A. B., it
was concluded he had some; and hand
bills were printed and distributed over
the country with a description of his per
son, and that of Mabel. But little or
nothing was elicited by these proceedings.
A coachman who drove one of the Lon
don coaches, came forward to say, that on
the morning after the murder, a man

wearing a drab coat, and mounted on a

bright chestnut horse, had passed him
soon after dawn about twenty miles from
Maningtree. He was going at full speed,
and the horse was covered with foam;
but the man having taken off his hat to

wipe his head, he perceived that he was
quite bald behind. This, therefore, could
not be Andrew. And we may here ob

serve, that although every effort was used,
and Mr Gaveston devoted his time for
several weeks to the pursuit, no further
information was obtained; and it was
finally concluded that Andrew, and his
paramour Mabel, had succeeded in mak
ing their escape from the country.

"Well, Sir," poor Susan would say,
when we came to this part of our story
—" you may imagine what my situation
was ! A few days—but a few hours be

fore, I had been as happy as a person in
my circumstances could be. I was in a

comfortable service, enjoying the favour
of my master and mistress, and the good
will of my fellow servants; and I had a

dear brother who was all the world to me,
and who had the good opinion of every
body that knew him; and as we both
meant to do our duty to our employers,
we had no fears for the future ; nor any
anxiety, except latterly about Andre w's
weak health. Now, how different was
it ! My brother, my only connexion in
the world, (for our father had died the

year before,) was declared a robber and
a murderer —the worst of murderers, for
he had murdered his benefactor—he was
a fugitive, hiding from justice, and a price
was set upon his head—our name was
branded with infamy; and I not only
knew that I must leave the service I was
in, but I doubted very much whether I
should be able to get another. Who
would trust their life or property to one

of such a family? What signified my
character or my past conduct? They
could not be better than Andrew's had
been ; yet one night —one single night,
had proved him the most barbarous of
villains. Why might not I prove the
same? How could I hope to earn my
bread honestly when nobody would trust
me? Where could I look for a friend,
having no natural claim on any one, and
knowing that my very name henceforth
would be a terror to those that heard it ?

Would it not be better, I said to myself,
to end my life at once, than drag on a

miserable existence, exposed to insult,
want, and every kind of wretchedness,
till a lingering death terminates my suf

ferings ; or till the cruelty of the world
forces me to some act that might justify
the ill opinion it entertains of us ?

" But then, again," I said, " if I could
clear Andrew's character? If I could live
to see the day when we might lift up our
heads again, and cry to the world, ' You've
wronged us !' For my heart still told me

he was not guilty; and that if he were
alive, he would surely come forward and
vindicate himself ; and if he were dead,

his body would yet be found, and his
wounds speak for him. Would it not be

worthwhile to live through all the wretch
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 21

on me, to hail that day at last ? But how
was I to live if nobody would employ me ?

without money, without friends, without
a roof where I could claim shelter, or a

board where I could ask a bit of bread?"
Overwhelmed with these mournful re

flections, Susan was sitting sadly in her
room debating whether to live or die,

when the housekeeper, who had been at

tending Miss Wentworth, came in, and,
with tears in her eyes, bade her go to her

young lady's room, who wished to speak
to her. "I was so glad," said Susan,
" to be permitted to see her, for it was
what I had not expected, that I started

up and followed Mrs Jeremy immediately.
" Miss Wentworth was still in bed, for

she had been seized with fainting fits when
she heard of her father's lamentable end,

and had never been able to rise since. I
approached her bedside, weeping bitterly;
but I met her eye without fear or shame ;

for I felt certain that neither I, nor mine,
had ever injured her ; and that much as

she deserved pity, I deserved it still more.

She held out her hand to me, and said,
' Poor girl ! God help you !' and then her
tears choked her voice. ' Amen ! Ma'am,'
I sobbed out, ' for I have none else to help
me now !'

" ' Don t say that, Susan, don't say that !
'

said she. ' I'll help you ; why should
you suffer that are innocent V

" ' I believe in my soul that I am not
more innocent than my brother, Ma'am,'
said I. ' If you can think that Andrew
did this cruel wicked deed, think that I
was privy to it—for one is as likely as

the other.'
" ' God in heaven only can know that ?'

said she.

"'And I on earth, Ma'am !' I replied;
' and though I may never live to see it—

though I may have starved on a dunghill
or perished in the street before that time
comes —it will come, Ma'am. God will
justify us—the day will come that An
drew will be cleared.'

" ' I wish it may, Susan,' said she ;
' for

your sake, and for the sake of human

nature. I had rather believe it was any
one than Andrew, to whom my poor father
had always been so kind.'

" A sad thought crossed me then— one

that would intrude — that I could not keep
away —a dreadful thought — and as I
looked on her sweet unsuspecting face, I
wept for her.

" ' However,' said she, ' we must leave

it to Heaven. If your brother is inno

cent, I believe, with you, that the truth
will some day come to light and prove
him so ; but in the meantime, my poor
girl, what is to become of you ? I cannot

keep you in my service ; and indeed I
should think you would not desire to stay.'

" ' I should desire it
,

and prefer it to
all things,' I replied, ' if it were possible ;

but I know it is not. I am aware that,
not to mention your own feelings, the
world would blame you ; and that for

many reasons it cannot be.'
" ' I scarcely know what to recommend

you to do,' said Miss Wentworth, ' and I

fear no one in the neighbourhood of Oak-
field would be willing to take you into
their service. But I have been thinking
that if you were to engage a room at

Mapleton where you are known, and
where your father and mother lived re

spected, that you might, perhaps, support
yourself for the present by needlework,
till time and your own conduct have some

what abated the prejudice that I am afraid
will be excited against you. At all events,

you can consider this plan, and in order
to preserve you from immediate distress,

I have desired Jeremy to give you ten

pounds, besides your wages ; and, as long
as I hear you deserve it

,

you shall always
find me willing to befriend you.'

" All the tears I had shed before were

nothing to what this kindness drew from
me. I could scarcely find voice enough
to bid God bless her ; and to pray that
the day might come when she would be

convinced that neither I nor my poor
brother were ever guilty of ingratitude
to her or hers ; or were capable of doing
anything to render us unworthy of her

goodness."
It was arranged that Susan should go

back to Oakfield on the following morn

ing, for the purpose of gathering together
what belonged to her, that she might be

away before Miss Wentworth returned.
An elderly lady connected with the family
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22 SUSAN HOPLEY.

Susan saw too plainly that the stranger
did not regard her with such indulgent

eyes as her kind young mistress did.
" Good Heavens ! Fanny," she heard her

say, as she closed the door, "how can you
think of countenancing that horrid wo
man?" whilst she shrunk away as the

poor girl passed her, as if she feared to be

polluted by the contact of her skirt.
The most earnest desire Susan had,

after she had been dismissed from Miss
Wentworth, was to go over to the house
that had been the scene of the catastrophe,
and inspect every part of it herself. But
after Mr Wentworth's body had been re

moved, which was at the close of the first

day's inquest, the house was shut up, and
the gate that led to it locked ; and when
she hinted her wish to Mr Jeremy, he

advised her to say nothing about It
,

as he
was sure it would not be complied with.

Exhausted with fatigue and grief, poor
Susan forgot her troubles for some hours
in a refreshing sleep ; but early in the
morning she arose to prepare for her

melancholy journey to Oakfield. When
she was dressed, finding no one was yet
stirring in the house, she opened her win
dow and sat down near it to think over
her projects for the future. Immediately
beneath the window was a pump, to which
with the early dawn came the housewives
of the village to fetch their daily allow
ance of water : withered crones, and young
maidens, and lads who, before they went
to their labour in the fields, carried their
mothers' palls to fill, and little children
who tottered beneath the yoke they bore

on their shoulders. Some, busy or dili
gent, did their errand, and hastened away ;

while others, less occupied or industrious,
lingered to talk over the gossip of the

day.
The morning was tolerably bright and

fine now; but it happened that the pre
vious day's rain had affected the water,
which, looking thick and muddy, drew
forth many complaints. "Rain or not

rain, it never was over good water to my
mind," observed a middle aged woman.
" We'd much better at Totcombe, where

I come from, than any to be got here."

"Na, na," said an old crone, putting
down her pails, and setting her hands on

her hips ;

" there's no better water at
Totcombe than there is at Maningtree, if

we had the right use on't, but they took

it away from us ; and this here pump, I

grant you, was never good for nothing.
When I was a girl everybody in the vil
lage fetched their water from the well, at
the old house there, over the way ; but

they were fine people as lived there in
those times—mighty fine people with
carriages and horses, and ladies in their
silks and their satins, and their hoops,
and what not ; and one day they found
out that our slopping about in the grounds
with our pails was a nuisance, and not
to be tolerated, no how ; so they took the

privilege from us, and gave us this here

pump in exchange—but the water never
was the same thing."

" And what came of it !" said another
—"why they never had no luck arter.
The very next summer the little boy, that
was the only son they had, fell into the
well and was drowned afore ever they
missed him ; and then when it was too
late they boarded it up."

"Ay," said the crone, "they went to
the dogs from that time, and many said

it was a judgment on 'em for taking away
the privilege of the poor that we'd had
time out o

' mind. First, the boy was

drowned, and the mother pined away after
him of a broken heart, then one went,
then another. At last Squire Remorden,
as owned the place at that time, brought
home a beautiful foreign lady—some said
she was his wife, some that she wasn't —
howbeit, she sang like a robin-redbreast
—but one night there came a carriage
with four horses, galloping through the

street like mad, till it stopped at Remor-
den's gate, and out- stepped a dark man—
they said he was her father. Then shots
were heard, and presently the dark man

came out, dragging the lady by the arm,
and after flinging her into the carriage,

away they went as fast as they came.

Soon after this Remorden went away
across the water, and we never saw him

again ; and then it came out that he had

spent more than he should, and was

obliged to live abroad till things came

round. However, he soon died ; and then
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

nephew : a wild one he was. At the end

of two years he hadn't a rap to bless him
self with ; and then the house was shut
up, and has been going to ruin ever since ;

and this here last business '11 do for it en

tirely."
" And who does it belong to now ?" in

quired one of the auditors.
" To that same Squire George, if he's

alive," replied the woman ; " but it's years
sin we seen him here. He was a fine
young gentleman as you'd wish to see be

fore he took to gaming and bad company
—and there wasn't a girl in the village
but her head was turned for him. There
was Judith Lake—Lake the carpenter's
sister—she drowned herself for love of
him. I remember the day, as if it was
yesterday. We were going to church, for
it was a Sunday morning ; and there was
Mary Middleton, and Bob Middleton, and
Job Lake, and I—and Mary was dressed

out in a fine new bonnet, with sky blue rib
bons that Remorden had given her ; and
Bob was sulky about it

,

and so was Job,
for he had a mind to her himself —and
when we were going through the meadow
by the mill stream, Mary called out ' La !

what's that in the water 1 I do think it's a

woman!' and sure enough, when they
pulled her out, who should it be but
Judith Lake. But that didn't keep Mary
from going the same road. We soon

missed her from the village, and Bob saw
her in London, where he went to seek her,
dressed out like a duchess, sitting in a

play-house with Remorden. Bob waited
for him till he came out ; and then what
did he do but fetch him a blow across

the face that broke his nose, and laid him
his length on the pavement—but Mary
wouldn't leave him for all Bob could say
to her, and we heard she died at last upon
the streets. But the squire '11 carry Bob's
mark with him to the grave. Na, na, the

family never had no luck after they took
the water from us—serve 'em right, I say,
devil help 'em !" and with this charitable
conclusion the conclave broke up.

But now that the stage was clear, an
other dialogue became audible, which was
carried on by two girls that were leaning
against the house immediately under the
window.

" How much are you to have of it 1"

asked one.
" Mother says she'll give me ten shil

lings out of it," replied the other ; and I

don't know whether to buy a gown or a

shawl with the money."
"What luck!" said the first, "what

sort of a gentleman was he V

" I didn't see him," said the other ; " at
least I'm not sure whether I did or not ;

I wasn't at home when he came ; but I

think, from mother's description, I did see

him, when I was standing by the post-
office talking to Lucy Walters. A stout

gentleman in a drab coat came up and

dropped a letter in the box. I dare say
that was to the lady."

" I wonder whether it was one of the
Miss Roebucks he corned after," said the
first.

" Like enough," said the second —" for
they say one of 'em's got a sweetheart that
the old gentleman don't like. And he

told mother when he came, that he wanted
to get speech of his sweetheart as she went
to the ball without anybody's seeing him ;

and that was why he left his horse at our
house and wouldn't ride into the town."

" I wonder if he did see her!" said the
other.

"I don't know," said the second. When
he came back it was the middle of the

night, and I was in bed. Mother said he
saddled his horse himself, and threw her
the guinea, and away he went without

saying a word. —But, come along up to

Thomson's, he'd got a beautiful gown-
piece in the window yesterday, but I

couldn't make up my mind whether to
have that or a shawl for the ten shillings ;"

and away went the two girls to inspect
Mr Thomson's goods, and enj oy the luxury
of indecision between two objects so de

sirable.
When Susan had had her breakfast,

she sat down in a room that happened to

be vacant, to wait till the coach came up ;

and as it was in the front, she had an op

portunity of inspecting the fatal edifice
over the way, more at her leisure than

she had hitherto done.

It was a large square brick building,
and it had a heavy, antiquated, formal
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24 SUSAN HOPLEY.

bore, which was the Old Manor House.
The place was encircled by a lowish wall,
and there was a paved walk which led
from the gate to the door ; and Susan per
ceived that one of her objects in desiring
to inspect the place would have been de

feated. She had a notion that she might
make some discovery by examining the

ground under the window of Andrew's
room; but the pavement extended to a

considerable width all round the house,

so that no footmarks could remain. Be

yond this there appeared a largish wilder
ness of a garden and orchard, neglected

and overgrown with weeds, shrubs, and
fruit-trees past bearing.

" It's a dismal looking place," said

Susan to the chambermaid, who happened
to come into the room, " but I should like
to have gone over it if they would have
let me."

" You'd have seen nothing," replied
Betty, to throw any light on it. There
wasn't a corner we didn't look into ; but

except the young man's watch, and purse,
and stocking, there wasn't a thing left
behind."

" And his boots," observed Susan.
" That's true," answered Betty ;

" and
unless he'd a pair of shoes in his pocket,
he must have gone away barefoot ; for he

didn't take a single article over with him
when he went to bed, that I saw; and I
lighted him to his room myself. The

only thing I found at all," continued the

chambermaid, " was an old shirt-button,
such as gentlemen fasten their wrist

bands with—it was on the pavement
under the window of the footman's room ;

but it may have been lying there weeks
before, for anything I know. Here it is,"
and she drew it from her pocket—" if
you like to have it

,

you're very welcome."
" I should," said Susan, as she exa

mined it. It was a pair of little studs
united by a chain, with a bit of coloured

glass in each; on one was inscribed W.
G., and on the other J. C. The first were

the initials of Mr Gaveston ; and though,
even if the thing were his, the discovery
amounted to little or nothing, yet Susan
felt anxious to possess it

,

and accepted

Betty's offer with thanks.
Whilst they were yet talking, they

heard voices and the sound of a horse's

foot under the window; and on looking
out, she saw the ostler was bringing out
Mr Gaveston's mare, as he (Mr G.) was
about to start, as he had announced, in
quest of the fugitives.

It was a beautiful animal of a bright
bay colour, and had a coat that, as the
ostler remarked, you might see your face

in; and he led her admiringly up and

down, patting her sleek sides and stroking
her taper legs, waiting till her master was

ready to mount.
" A nice bit of blood that," remarked

the blacksmith, who had been summoned
to look at her shoes before she started,
and was now with other idlers lingering
about the door to witness the traveller's

departure ;

" but them high-bred critturs
arn't fit for the road— it shakes the bones

out of their bodies."
" It do," returned the ostler—" It

knocks 'em to pieces. Two years on the

road tells sadly agen a oss. She's shook
in the shoulder, surely, sin' I seen her

last. She was a nice crittur then."
" What, she's an old acquaintance o

'

yours, Jem, is she?" said the blacksmith,

winking to the bystanders —for Jem was
famous for his recognition of the animals
intrusted to his care.

" I never forgets a oss," replied Jem.
" We Newmarket lads never do, none on

us. Bless you! they be a deal more me

morable like than Christ'ans, to them as

is used to them. She was a nice crittur
two years agone. She won a sweepstakes

of a hundred guineas agen some of the

best cattle on the course — I mean to say
them as wasn't quite thorough-bred, but

she's good blood in her too."
" And did she belong to this here chap

then?" asked the blacksmith, pointing
with his thumb towards the house.

" I can't rightly say," answered Jem.
" I remember there was two or three

rum coveys came down from Lunnun the

night afore the Darby, and bilked the

knowing ones —and this here mare was

one on 'em. I worked at the Spread Eagle
then, where they put up. There war a

chap among 'em as went by the name o
'

Nosey, that I'd seen afore at Newmarket
—my eyes! how he cleaned 'em out!"
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Mr Gaveston now came from the house

accompanied by the landlord, and as they
stood on the steps, the latter was heard to
say—" No, no, Sir, depend on it

,

nobody
in this neighbourhood had any hand in
it. I have lived here man and boy these

forty years, and know everybody high
and low about the place, from his honour
Sir Thomas, down to black Cuddy the born
idiot. That letter may have been dropped
into the office here, and as there was
no postmark on it

, I suppose it was. But
you see, Sir, on a ball night there's a con

course of people about, gentry and ser

vants ; and nobody knows who's who, nor
thinks of asking any questions. Depend
on it, Sir, it's been some of them London

chaps that have got hold of the lad, and
planned the whole thing. But it'll come

out sooner or later. Some on 'em '11 peach
—when a man's going to be tucked up he

likes to make a clean breast of it. He
don't care much for his pals then."

" I believe you are not far wrong," said
Mr Gaveston as he moved off the steps." A fine mare, Sir, said the landlord,

inspecting the girths to ascertain that all
was right—" and a nice 'un to go, I'll
warrant her. Had her long, Sir?"

" Almost since she could carry a sad

dle," replied Gaveston. " She's something
the worse of hard work now —ar'n't you,
Bess? Your ostler has done her justice,
however,'' added he, drawing some silver
from his pocket.

" I always take care to have a man in
that situation that knows his business,"
answered the landlord —" this is a New
market lad, and I'll back him against
any ostler in England."

" From Newmarket, are you?" said
Gaveston, eyeing the man.

" Ees, Sir," said Jem, " but I lived at
the Spread Eagle at Epsom since that —
and I think I've seen this here mare
afore "

" Very likely," said Mr Gaveston dryly ;

and returning the silver to his pocket he

drew out a guinea, which having handed
to the ostler, he mounted his horse, and,
wishing the landlord "

good morning,"
rode away. " Humph!" said the black
smith, winking at the ostler, " you be

Newmarket, sure enough, Jem !"

No, 4
.

" I war bred there," said Jem, with a

knowing leer, and putting his tongue in
his cheek.

Upon this the loungers dispersed ; and
the coach that was to convey Susan to
Oakfield presently coming up, she took a

friendly leave of Mr Jeremy, who pro
mised to call on her when he returned,
and with a heavy heart, and a last look
at the old Manor House, she mounted the
roof and departed from Maningtree.

CHAPTER VII.

SUSAN RESOLVES TO SEEK HER FORTUNE IN

LONDON.

Susan had a lover, as what young house

maid, or any other maid at twenty, has
not? His name was "William Dean, and
he was the son of the Miller of Mapleton
— a man reputed well to do in the world.
It would, therefore, have been a great
match for the humble and parentless Su
san, who had only her own two hands,
and her good character, to make her way
withal. But now, alas ! the good charac
ter was gone, or at least under suspicion;
and it was to be feared that the two hands,
however industriously disposed, might not
be able to earn her bread.

Before reaching Oakfield the coach had
to pass through Mapleton, and as Susan
cast her eyes towards the mill, she could
not help feeling some anxiety as to how
William Dean would meet her. As her
arrival was not expected, and as the coach
did not stop in the village, few people re

cognised her ; but she fancied that in the
demeanour of those few she could already

perceive a difference. They looked at her,
she thought, with more curiosity than
kindness; and there was something in the
cool nod of the head, and the nudging the
elbow of the next bystander, that made

poor Susan's cheek burn ; and inspired an

earnest wish that there were some spot in
the world where, unknowing and un

known, she might earn her subsistence,

however hardly, and hide her drooping
head till death relieved her from her sor

rows, or justification from her shame.
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26 SUSAN HOPLEY.

When the coach reached the stile that

led across the fields to Oakfield, Susan

got down, and with her bundle in her

hand, trudged onwards towards the park
gates. No one could be on better terms
with her fellow-servants than she was, and

yet now she dreaded to meet them ; and

as she drew near the house she slackened
her pace, and the big drops chased each

other down her cheeks at the thought of
her altered fortunes.

" Susan!" cried a well-known voice,
" and she felt a friendly hand laid on her
arm—" Susan, how are you? Let me

carry your bundle, I have run all the

way from the village to overtake you."
It was William Dean, the faithful man.

" Oh, William!" said she, giving free

vent to her tears—" I little thought you'd
ever have seen me brought to this trouble."

" Keep a good heart, Susan," said the

young man. " You're not to be blamed
for others' faults."

" Sure, you don't think Andrew guilty,
William?" said Susan indignantly.

" I hope not," answered he. " But we
heard here they'd proved it against him,
and that he'd gone away with Mabel."

" I have no right to be angry at any
body's believing it," replied Susan. But
it's hard to bend one's mind to it. It's
one of the greatest trials I have to go

through —but I must bear that with the
rest, till it please God to bring the truth
to light. In the meantime, William, I am

very much obliged to you for this kind
ness. I know it's what few would have
done in your place ; and I am very glad
you have done it

,

because it gives me the

opportunity of saying something that I

had made up my mind to say the first
time we met—that is

, if I saw occasion—
for I thought perhaps you would not wish
to speak to me."

" That was a very unkind thought,
Susan," said the young man.

" It would have been like the world,
William," answered Susan; "but though
you and I must keep company no longer,

it will always be a pleasure to me to re
member that you did not forsake me in
my trouble."

" I have no intention of forsaking you,
Susan," answered William ;

" I don't

know whether Andrew's guilty or whe
ther he is not—but as I said before, there

is no reason why you should suffer for
other peoples' faults."

" But I must suffer for them, Wil
liam," answered Susan. " When one

member of a poor family does a bad act,
he takes the bread out of the mouths of
the others."

" Then you'll have the more need of

friends," replied William.
" Need enough," returned Susan ;

" but
that's not the question now. What I wish
to say is—and there's no time like the

present to say it in—that we must keep

company no longer. I'll bring no honest
man to shame ; and unless I live to see

the day that I can hold up my head again,
I'll live and die Susan Hopley."

Many were the arguments William
used to shake this resolution, but Susan
felt that she was right, and she remained
unmoved. It was doubtless a severe trial
to resign her lover, and to renounce the

support and protection she so much need

ed ; but the pain was much less severe

than it would have been had he forsaken
her ; and she was sustained by the con
sciousness that she was giving him the best

proof of her affection. " He may think
himself strong enough to brave the world
for me now," said she to herself, " but in
after years he might meet many mortifi
cations on my account, that would make
him repent of his generosity, and blame
me for taking advantage of it."

Susan remained at Oakfield but one

night, and on the following day she re

moved to Mapleton, where she engaged a

room, and gave out that she wished to

take in needlework. A few charitable

people sent her some ; but she soon per
ceived that, from the smallness of the

neighbourhood on the one hand, and the

prejudice against her on the other, she

would be obliged ere long to seek a liveli
hood somewhere else. In the meantime,
she eked out her scanty gains by drawing

on the little stock of money Miss Went-
worth's liberality had supplied her with,

and bore up against her troubles as well
as she could.

One day, about a fortnight after she
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 27

a heavy foot ascending the narrow stairs,
and presently Mr Jeremy threw open her
room door. It was his second visit, for
he had called on her the day after he re

turned from Maningtree, and she saw by
his manner and his portentous brow that
he now came charged with ill news.

" What's the matter, Sir?" said she,
" for

I'm sure by your face there's something
wrong."

But Mr Jeremy only threw himself into
a chair, placed his hands on his knees,

puffed out his cheeks, and after blowing
like a whale, folded in his lips as if he

were determined the secret should not

escape him ; so Susan, who knew his

ways, looked at him in silence, and waited
his own time. " No will!" said he, after
a pause of some duration, and rather ap
pearing to speak to himself than her—
" No will ! Whew ! they may tell that to
them as knows no better, but it won't go

down with John Jeremy."
" What, Sir," said Susan, " hasn't mas

ter left a will V
"So they say," said he, "but I'll take

my oath there was a will, and that I was
by when it was signed ; and not one only
but two—and what's more, to my certain
knowledge, master took one with him
when he went away, and left the other at
Oakfield ; for I was myself in his dress

ing-room the last morning when he took
one of them out of the escritoir where
they both lay, and put it into the port
folio just before I carried it down to the
carriage."

" Then whoever took the money out of
the portfolio took that also," said Susan.

" No doubt," answered Jeremy. "That's
as plain as a pikestaff, though one can't
see of what use it could be to them—but
where's the other, Susan % That's the ques
tion. Master had his keys with him ;
and after Miss Wentworth came back,
nobody ever opened the escritoir till Mr
Rice and Mr Franklyn, who were ap
pointed trustees and executors, went to
search for the will."

Again Susan thought of her dream ;

but as she never mentioned it before, she
felt that to do it now would be useless ;

and perhaps subject her to the suspicion
of having invented it for the purpose of

shifting odium from her own family to
others.

" As they can't find either," continued

Jeremy, "
people say he must have taken

both with him ; but I know better."
" But after all, it won't signify much,

will it ?' said Susan. " The whole fortune
will go to Miss Wentworth ; and I'm sure
she'll take care of Master Harry."

" Miss Wentworth won't be of age these

two years," replied Jeremy, " and if she

marries that Jackanapes before she's her
own missus—whew !"

The marriage, however, was deferred
for a twelvemonth ; and all they had to

hope was, that in that interval the lost
document might be recovered.

The day before Christmas day, Susan's
door was suddenly burst open, and in a

moment she found Harry Leeson's arms

about her neck. " Oh, Susan," he cried,

bursting into tears, " do tell me the truth
about Andrew. I won't believe it—I
can't believe it—Andrew that was always
so good —and that went into the water

to save my life—and that was so kind to

poor Rover when he broke his leg—no

body shall make me believe it—but tell

me Susan, where is he 1"
" In heaven, my dear boy, I believe,"

answered Susan ;
" for I'm sure Andrew

never did a thing in the world that he

need hide his head for ; and if he were

alive, he'd have come forward before this

to prove his innocence."
" But, perhaps," said Harry, " some

wicked people have got him, and shut
him up in a dungeon. I've read of such

things."
" I thought of that too," replied Susan,

" but they tell me that couldn't happen
now, in this country, at least."

" But if he's dead, what made him die?"

said Harry. " Did anybody kill him ?

What should they kill poor Andrew for ?

He'd no money, had he ?"
" No, dear child," said Susan, " if they

killed poor Andrew, it was not for money."
"Then what was it for?" asked Harry.
" It's hard to say," replied Susan.

" Perhaps he had discovered their wicked

intentions —or, perhaps, he was killed in
trying to save his master."
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28 SUSAN HOPLEY.

anything that's it ! But, Susan, where
do you think they put him when they'd
killed him?"

" Ah, there's the thing, Master Harry,"
said Susan. " They've made up their
minds that he's a thief and a murderer,
and they've offered a reward for his ap
prehension ; but if instead of that they'd
offered a reward for his body, perhaps the

mystery might be cleared up. And there's
the misfortune of being poor, Harry. If
we were rich gentlefolks, instead of poor
servants, they wouldn't have been in such a

hurry to condemn him ; and if I had plenty
of money I might find out the truth yet."

" When I am a man," said Harry, his
cheeks flushing and his eyes sparkling at
the thought, " I'll find out the truth, I'm
determined. Fanny says I shall be any
thing I like ; and I mean to be a lawyer,
or a doctor ; and when I am rich, I'll put
in the paper that I'll give a hundred

pounds to anybody that will tell me the
truth about Andrew Hopley."

"Although I had little hope," Susan
would say, " that the dear child would
ever have it in his power to do what he

promised, or that if he did, the truth
would be discovered by such means, yet
it was a great comfort to me to hear him
talk in this way; and I shed tears of joy
to see the confidence his innocent mind
had in Andrew's goodness ; for I was sure

if my poor brother was in heaven, and
knew what was doing on earth, that the
words of the child he had loved so much,
would rise up to him sweeter than the
odour of the frankincense and myrrh that
in the old time was offered to God upon the
altars."

About a fortnight after this, Harry,
who, since he came home for the vacation,
had seldom passed two days without pay
ing Susan a visit, entered her room with
a countenance that plainly denoted some

thing had happened to vex him. His
cheeks were crimson, the heavy drops still
stood on his long dark lashes, and his
pretty lip was curled with indignation." Oh, Susan," he cried, throwing him
self into a chair, " I wish I was a man !"

" What for, dear?" said Susan. " Don't
be in a hurry to wish away time. We
know what is, but not what is to come."

"I do though," he said, "that I might
be revenged on Mr Gaveston !"

"Hush, Harry!" answered Susan. " We
must leave vengeance to God. But is Mr
Gaveston come to Oakfield ?"

" Yes," said he,
" he came the day be

fore yesterday; and now I shall be very
glad when my holidays are over, and I go

back to school. I hate him !"
" But what has he done?" inquired

Susan. " You didn't use to hate him,
did you ?"

"No," replied Harry, "for he didn't
use to give himself such airs. When my
uncle was alive, he wouldn't have dared
to treat me as he does ; or to say anything
against Andrew."

"And what does he say against Andrew,
dear ?" said Susan.

" Why, when I told him I was coming
to see you, he said, 'Upon my word, young
gentleman, you show a delicate taste in
the choice of your society, and remarkable
gratitude towards your benefactors ! A
promising youth, certainly !' And, oh,
Susan, he said it in such a spiteful, scorn
ful manner, that it was worse than the
words ; and I would have knocked him
down for it if I had had strength to do

it."
" And what did you answer V inquired

Susan.
" I said," replied Harry, " that I loved

my uncle and Fanny too as well as ever

he did, and better too, perhaps ; but that
I wasn't going to forget that Andrew had
saved my life at the risk of bis-own, when
other people had left me in the water to
be drowned ; nor that you had helped
Dobbs to nurse my poor mamma through
all her sickness ; and that I should go to

see you as often as I liked."
"-Well, and what then ?"
"Then, he said, in the same spiteful

disagreeable way, ' Pray, do, Sir, by all
means ; I should be sorry to balk your
inclinations. But I shall take care that
if you choose to keep up a connexion with
that rascally family, that you shall pay
your visits to them elsewhere, and not in

this neighbourhood. Pretty associates,

truly, you've selected, for a chap like you,
that depends on charity for his bread and
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

you choose, you could tell us where that
scoundrel is hiding from the gallows —of
course you're in the secret.' Yes, said I,
I do believe I know where Andrew is

,

and that's in heaven, where spiteful people
can't hurt him —but when I am a man,
and have got money of my own, Mr Gave
ston, I'll spend it all to find out the truth,
and get justice for Andrew and Susan;
and I'll advertise in the papers a great
reward to anybody that'll tell me what's
become of him.— Oh, Susan, if you had
but seen his face when I said that ! He
turned as white as that muslin you're
hemming, with rage ; and I do believe, if

he dare, he would have killed me. He
did lift up his hand to strike me ; but

though I am but a boy, I wouldn't stand
still to be beat by him, for I'd have given
him blow for blow as long as I could have
stood up to him. But then he seemed to
recollect himself. I suppose he began to

think how Fanny would like his treating
me so, if she heard of it : and he said in

a taunting jeering way — ' You're really

a nice young gentleman ! It's a pity your
mother had no more like you. Go your
ways, Sir, to the devil, if you please ! and
the sooner the better ;' and then he turned

away. But one thing, Susan, I'm so glad
of—though I couldn't keep from crying
as soon as he was gone, I did keep in my
tears while he was speaking to me. I

wouldn't have had him seen me cry for a

hundred pounds !"

This conversation alarmed Susan a good

deal, for she saw in it the confirmation of
what she had always feared, that when
ever Gaveston had the power, he would
show himself no friend to Harry ; so she

told him, that though his visits were the

only real comfort she had known since

her misfortune, that she must forbid his

coming ;

" for," said she,
" remember,

dear, you have only Miss Wentworth to
look to for your education, and for every
thing ; and although she might not her
self object to your visits, yet husbands
and lovers have great power over women,
and can not only oblige them to do as they
please, but very often can make them see

with their eyes, and hear with their ears —
and ifyou offend Mr Gaveston, there is no

telling what may happen ; he may do

2!)

many things that you can't foresee, nor I

neither. By and by, Harry, when you're

a man, and your own master, it will "be

different ; then, perhaps, we may meet

again."
" And then," said he, brightening up

with the glowing hopes of a young heart
that could not believe in disappointment
—" And then, Susan, when I have got a

house of my own, you shall come and live
with me, and be my housekeeper. Won't
that be nice ? I'll go back to school the
very day the holidays are over, and take
more pains than ever to get on, that I may
soon be able to go into a profession, and

keep a house ;" and then he ran on with
all sorts of plans for their little establish
ment, amongst which he proposed that
Susan should be treasurer —" for," said he,
" I am very bad at keeping money ; some

how or another I always spend it in non
sense, and things of no use, and afterwards
I'm sorry —and so, by the by, I wish you'd
do me the favour to accept this half-crown
that Mr Gaveston gave me the other day.

I don't want it—and, besides, if I did, I

shouldn't like to keep any present of his,"
and as he said this, he laid the half-crown
on the table.

"Keep it my dear," said Susan, "you'll
be glad of it at school ; and I assure you
at present I am not distressed ; if I were,

I wouldn't scruple to accept of it
,

for I
know I should be welcome ;" but as she

pushed the piece of money towards Harry,
she perceived something on it which led
her to examine it more closely.

Over the royal effigy was cut the fol
lowing inscription, " 6th June, 1765."
The characters appeared to have been made

with a knife, and Susan felt perfectly sure
that she had seen that half-crown before,
and under circumstances that induced her
at once to alter her mind and accept of
Harry's gift.

It happened the day before Mr Went
worth left home on his last fatal journey,
that she was in his dressing-room when
he was arranging some papers in the port
folio he took with him. He had emptied

it of most of its contents, and laid them
on the table beside him, when in turning
round he jerked the table, which was but
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30 SUSAN HOPLEY.

Susan assisted him to pick them up—and

when she had done so, he asked if that

was all.
" Yes, sir," replied she—" it's all I see ;

but I thought I heard something roll away
like money."

" No," answered Mr Wentworth —
" don't trouble yourself further —there

was no money here."
" Yes, sir," said Susan, " there was—

here it is under the drawers. It's a half-
crown."

" Keep it
,

then," said he, " for your
pains," and he locked the portfolio and

left the room.
Whilst Susan was yet looking at it

,
however, he returned.

" Show me that half-crown," said he.
" Is there anything on it ? Ah !" con

tinued he, with a sigh, as he examined it
,

" I must not part with this. Here's

another, Susan, in its place ;" and then

he folded the one she had found in a bit
of white paper, 'and replaced it in a cor
ner of his portfolio.

Now Susan felt perfectly satisfied that

this was the same half-crown ; but how

it should have come into Mr Gaveston's

possession she could not imagine. That
Mr Wentworth had no design of parting
with it

,

was evident ; and from the man-

nerin whichhe had put it away, there was

no possibility of his doing so by mistake.

It seemed almost certain that it must have

been taken from his portfolio at the time

of the murder —but it was inexplicable,
not only that Gaveston should have had

it
,

and kept it so long, but still more so,

that if he knew whence it came, he should
have given it to Harry.

Susan, however, who was resolved to

neglect nothing that could throw the
faintest light on the mystery she was so

anxious to penetrate, consented to keep
the half-crown, and after making Harry
observe the inscription, she folded it in
paper, and deposited it in the same little
box with the shirt studs.

Much did she debate whether or not to
mention the circumstance, but the appre
hension of not being believed on the one

hand, and of injuring Harry still further
with Gaveston, on the other, decided her
to remain silent for the present. Indeed,

although from foregone conclusions, she

attached much importance to the accident
herself, she could not expect it to have

any weight with other people. Gaveston
would naturally deny any acquaintance
with the previous history of the half-
crown ; and his having given it to the

boy, would be a strong confirmation of the
truth of his assertions.

The displeasure she found she was likely
to bring on Harry by remaining in the

neighbourhood of Oakfield, quickened a

determination she had been some time

forming, of trying her fortune in London ;

where, herunhappystorybeing less known,
she hoped she might get employment.
With this view, she wrote to her friend

Dobbs, explaining her motives, and re

questing her advice ; and Dobbs, whose

kindly feelings towards her were in no

way diminished by her misfortunes, re

commended her to come up without delay,

assuring her that " Lunnuners were not
so nice as country people; and that she did
not doubt being able to get her into a re

spectable situation."
With this encouragement, Susan, glad

enough to leave a place where she was
looked on coolly, and where she had no

tie but little Harry, lost not a moment in
preparing for her departure ; and having
with many tears embraced her dear boy,
and taken a kind leave of Mr Jeremy, she

mounted the coach that passed through
Mapleton, and bidding adieu to the place
of her birth, and the scenes of her child
hood, she started to try her fortune in
London.

CHAPTER VIII.

Susan's arrival in London — she finds
a friend in need.

As Susan understood that the coach

would not reach London till between ten

and eleven at night, she made up her

mind not to trouble her friend till the fol

lowing day ; and with this view, she re

quested the coachman to set her down at
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 31

a bed, as near as he could to Parliament
Street, where Dobbs resided.

In compliance with this request, when
they reached Charing-Cross, the driver
suddenly pulled up; and calling out,
"Now, young 'oman, here you are!—
Quick if you please! Help her down,
Jack! Box in the boot—that's it!"—Su
san in a moment found herself standing
in the middle of the area with her luggage
beside her.

" Which is the inn, Sir?" said she.
" Please to remember the coachman,"

said he.
" In her confusion, Susan put her hand

in her pocket ; but, in truth, she knew
she had nothing there ; for she had only
kept out the money she expected to want
on the road—the rest she had packed for

security in her box ; and the expenses

having exceeded her calculations, she had
not a single sixpence left.

" If you'll show me the inn, and wait
till I've unlocked my trunk" —she was be

ginning to say to the man—but without
stayingtoheartheconclusion of her speech,
he mounted his box, ejaculating " d—n
all such passengers!" and with a smack
of the whip, the coach was gone, and out
of sight before Susan had recovered her
astonishment. " And there I stood," she

used to say, " in the middle of the place,
close to the figure of the king on horse
back, with my luggage beside me, perfect
ly bewildered, and not knowing in the
world which way to turn, or what to do

next."
Coaches and carriages whisked by her,

but no one paused to ask her what she was

standing there for ; and there were plenty
of foot-passengers going to and fro on the

pavement, of whom she might have in
quired her way; but she had heard so

much of the dangers and dishonesty of
London, that she trembled to turn her
eyes from her boxes lest they should va
nish from her sight for ever. Just, how

ever, as she had made up her mind to

encounter this peril, and venture as far as

the pavement, rather than stand where
she was all night, a man who had been

observing her from a distance, crossed over
and inquired if she was waiting for a

coach.

" No, Sir," replied Susan ;
" I have just

left the coach, but I am a stranger in Lon
don, and I don't know which is the inn."

" Oh," said he, " if that's all, I'll show

you the inn in no time.—Is this your lug
gage V

" Yes," replied Susan, " but I want

somebody to carry it."
" I'll carry it," said he. " The inn

isn't two minutes walk—just hoist up the
trunk on my shoulder—that's your sort
—now give me the bandbox."

" I won't trouble you with that, Sir,"
said Susan, grateful for this unexpected
aid—" I can carry it myself."

" No, no," said he—" give it to me ;

you do not know London. Somebody 'd

snatch it out of your hand before you got
the length of a street;" and so saying,
away he trudged with the two boxes, and
Susan after him, as hard as she could go.
But with all her efforts she found it im

possible to keep up with him. Whilst he

held along the Strand, as the way was
straight, and the lamps pretty thickly set,

she contrived to keep him in view; but
when he approached the neighbourhood
of Drury Lane, and turned up a street to
the left, that was rather on the ascent and
worse lighted, he got the advantage of her,
and she soon lost sight of him altogether.

Poor Susan called out " stop! stop!"
and ran as fast as she could, but little
thought had he of stopping, and after

being nearly knocked down several times,
and getting repeated blows from people

she ran against in her confusion, out of

breath, frightened and exhausted, shegave

up the chase, and sitting down on the step

of a door, she burst into tears. They were

bitter tears, for it was a sad beginning —
all her little stock of money gone, how
was she to live till she obtained a situ
ation ! And when she had found one, how

was she to go to it
,

when she had not an
article of clothing in the world but what
she had on ?

It is admitted that no loneliness can be

worse than the loneliness of a great city;
and Susan felt it so, as passenger after

passenger passed, hurrying on their er

rands of pleasure or of business, or has

tening to the shelter of their own roofs,
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32 SUSAN HOPLEY.

and homeless, whose sobs met their ears.

A few turned their head to look at her;

but none stopped or spoke; for there,

where vice and misery walk the streets

by night, or keep unholy vigils in unblest

abodes, the sight of women's wretchedness
is too common to excite either curiosity
or compassion.

At length the cold and damp, for it had
come on to rain hard, forced her to get

upon her legs and move on ; and consid

ering her desperate condition, without a

penny in the world even to procure a

night's lodging, she thought, unwilling as

she was to disturb the family, that she had
better try and find her way to Dobbs, late
as it was. But the difficulty was to find
the way. Some to whom she ventured an

inquiry abused her—some insulted her ;

one man flung his arm round her waist
and said he'd go with her anywhere she

liked ; and she had much ado to get rid
of him ; and another told her if she didn't
leave him alone, he'd call the watch. As
for the women she addressed, they were
still worse ; and one, who being verygaily
dressed she took for a lady, swore a big
oath, and bade her go to h—11 !

After running the gauntlet in this way
for some time, without advancing in the
least towardsher object, Susan gave up the
point ; and resigning herself to what seem

ed inevitable, faint and weary as she was,
she once more seated herself on a door step,
and folding her cloak about her, resolved
to wait there till morning.

She had sat some time, and had nearly
cried herself to sleep, when she was aroused

by the opening of the door behind her, and

looking round, she saw a lady stepping out,
who, however, paused upon the threshold
to speak to some one, that with a candle,
appeared to be standing within the passage." Be sure you're ready in time," said the
lady. " Rememberthe coach starts at six."

Never fear that," replied a voice that
struck upon Susan's ear, as one not unfa
miliar. " I am too glad to get away from
this place to risk staying an hour longer in
it than I can help."

" Well, good by," said the lady. " I
hope you'll have a pleasant journey, and
meet with no disappointment."

" Good by !" answered the voice within.

" I wish you were going with me." " I
wish I were !" said the other. " Oh, I
forgot to say, that you are to be sure and

travel in the veil Mr Godfrey sent you."
" Yes, he told me," replied the voice.

There was another "goodby !" and a shake
of the hand ; and then the door closed

and the lady stepped forward.
She was attired in a silk dress, red

shawl, and straw bonnet ; and by the

light from the lamp which fell upon her
face as she advanced, Susan discerned that
she was young and pretty. Her voice too

was gentle ; and emboldened by that and
the countenance, the poor wanderer de

termined on making a last attempt to ob

tain the information she needed. Rising,
therefore, to let her pass, she dropped a

curtsey, and said, "Would you have the

goodness, ma'am, to tell me the way to

Westminster ? I am a poor stranger from
the country, and am quite lost."

At first she was about to pass on with
out heeding the question, but at the last
words she paused and looked back. " To
Westminster !" said she, " you're a long
way from Westminster. What part of it
do you want to go to V

" To Parliament Street, Ma'am," replied
Susan.

" And don't you know your way about
London at all ?" said she.

" Not a bit, Ma'am," answered Susan.
" I never was in it till about two hours

ago, when I got off the coach that brought
me from the country ; and since that," she

added, giving way toher tears, "a man that
offered to carry my luggage has run away
with my boxes, which contained all I had
in the world ; and here I am, without

money, or a lodging for the night, and but
one friend in the whole place, and I can't
find my way to where she lives."

" It's impossible you should without
some one to guide you, and it's not my
road," answered the lady. She hesitated
a moment, and then drawing nearer to
Susan, she looked hard in her face under
her bonnet, as if to see whether she were

speaking the truth. The result of the

investigation appeared to be satisfactory ;

for she added as if moved by a sudden im
pulse of compassion—" Come with me !
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 33

in the morning you can find your friend.
There was a night in my life when if some

charitable soul had done as much for me,
I mightn't be the miserable wretch I am

now. Come along !" And with that she
turned and walked rapidly up the street,
Susan keeping close by her side.

As she was young, pretty, well dressed,
and according to Susan's notions appeared
to be a gentlewoman, the poor girl was so

surprised at her last words, that she forgot
everything else in wondering what they
could mean ; and as the lady herself seemed

to be in a reverie, they proceeded for some

time in silence, which she at length rather

abruptly interrupted by saying, " What's
yourname,and where did youcomefrom?"

" My name's Susan Hopley, Ma'am ;

and I come from Mapleton," answered our
heroine— "And as I spoke the words," she

used to say, " I fell rather behind her ; for
I expected nothing else but that she would
have driven me away from her directly,
and left me to pass the night in the street.

But, to my great relief, the name didn't
seem to strike her at all ; and I felt much
comforted to see that the people in London
were not so much occupied about Andrew
and me, and what had happened in the

country, as I had supposed."" And what was your employment
there ?

"
said she.

" I was a servant," replied Susan.
" But latterly, being out of a situation, I
took in needlework."

" And you are come to seek a situation
here, I suppose?" said the lady.

Susan answered that she was ; and after
this there was no more conversation till
they reached the neighbourhood of Oxford

Street, where she lived, and then slacken

ing her pace a little, she said " I'll put you
into the room with my little girl ; but as

my husband might not be pleased at my
taking a stranger into the house, you'll
make no noise till I come to let you out in
the morning. He'll be gone away before

that."
She then, having stoppedat a respectable-

looking house, drewakey from her pocket,
and let herself in ; and beckoning Susan to

follow her up stairs, she conducted her to

the second floor, where there was a candle
half burnt down standing in a basin.

No. 5.

" Take this," she whispered, giving her
the light, and opening the door of a room
which she motioned her to enter ; and
laying her finger on her lip, once more to

enjoin silence, she closed the door and dis

appeared.
On looking round, Susan found herself

in a comfortable well-furnished apartment,
with a four-post bed on one side, and a

child's crib in the corner, in which lay
sleeping as lovely an infant, of about four
years old, as eyes ever looked upon. It
was enjoying a sweet, calm sleep, with one

little hand under its rosy cheek, and with
a half smile playing round the pretty red

lips, that showed its baby dreams were

pleasant.
" What" thought Susan, as she hung

over itadmiringly, "can make the mother
of such a cherub call herself a wretch ?

She cannot be very poor, or she couldn't
afford to live in such a house as this.
But we poor people are too apt to think
there's no evil so great as poverty. Per
haps there are many as bad, and worse —
and I ought to learn to bear my own trou
ble patiently, when I see that this pretty
kind young creature is not without hers.

Heaven blessit, sweet soul !" she added, as

she stooped down to kiss the infant's cheek ;

and as she lifted up her head again, she

saw the lady standing beside her with a

piece of bread and a glass of wine on a

plate.
" My husband is not come home yet,"

said she, laying her hand kindly on Su
san's arm, as if she were pleased at finding
how she was engaged —" Take this, it
will do you good." She then kissed the

child, and once more bidding the grateful
Susan "

good night," left her to her re

pose. Without undressing, the weary
traveller stretched herself upon the wel
come bed, and was soon in a sound sleep.

This blessed oblivion, however, had not
lasted long, when she was aroused by the

sound of a man's voice, which, although
proceeding from the next room, reached

her distinctly through the thin partition.
In the confusion of first awakening, she

started up, imagining herself still on the

top of the coach, and that the man was

abusing her for not paying him ; for the
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84 SUSAN HOPLEY.

it ! no money ! Don't tell me ! What's
become of the last ten pounds V

" Gracious, George," said a voice which

Susan recognised as that of her compas
sionate hostess, "how can you ask ? Why,
you know, we owed every farthing of it

,

and more ; and I was obliged to divide it

between the tradespeople just to stop their
mouths."

"Well, if you can't get any money
from him, you must walk the streets for
it," replied the man, " for devil a rap I

have to give you. I suppose he gave you
the allowance for the child ? If he stops

that, you can have him up before the ma

gistrates, and he won't like that just now,

I can tell you."
" Yes," answered the lady, "he has

promised me the allowance ; but that is

not enough to pay the rent, and all the

other things we owe. Besides, how are

we to get on when that's gone ? I dare

say I shall get no more from him till
you come back."

" I'll be d— d if I know what you're to

do," answered the man, " unless you
choose to do what I tell you. I can't
afford to pay the piper any longer, and I

won't, that's flat. And now I'll thank

you to let me have a little sleep, for I

must be up at daylight to be ready for the
coach. I hope that girl will be ready.
Did you tell her to be punctual?"

" Oh, yes, she'll be ready," answered
the lady. " But before you go to sleep

do listen to a few words I have to say to

you ; for, perhaps, it may be long before

you return. I have been thinking that

if I could contrive to get money enough
to set me up in some sort of little shop
that would provide me and my child with

bread, that I needn't be a burden to you
or anybody else ; and I want you to help
me to this."

" I can't help you to what I haven't
got," answered the man, in a drowsy tone.

" Yes, you could," answered she, " if

you would persuade him to do it. Tell
him that I would on that condition re
nounce the allowance for the child, and
undertake to maintain her myself. Will
you, George?"

" Very well," said the man, in a tone

that denoted he was half asleep.

" I say, George, listen to me, will you
ask him to do this ?" persisted she.

" D— n it
,

woman, hold your tongue,
will you ? or I'll make you !" exclaimed
the man, in a louder key.

" Only promise to do what I ask, and

I'll not speak another word," returned
she. " I know very well, George, you're
tired of me now ; but you did like me

once ; and then you promised that I should
always share whatever you had. I don't
complain that you have changed, and I

have no right to reproach you. But do

me this one favour ; it's all I'll ever ask
of you !"

" Very well," replied the man, in rather

a softer tone. " Perhaps, I'll try what I

can do ; but he's devilish hard to deal

with. He was a different sort of chap
when he wanted me. And as to my wish
ing to get rid of you, Julia, you know as

long as the game lasted I've kept you like

a lady, and you've wanted for nothing ;

but now it's up, I tell you, and you must
shift for yourself."

" And so I will," replied she, " if you
could only get him to put me in an honest
way of getting my living."

" Well, I'll see what I can do," said
the man ; and now, d—n it

,
do let me get

a little sleep !"

Here the conversation terminated ; and

much as Susan was impressed with it
,

her fatigue soon put an end to her reflec

tions ; and in a few minutes she was again
buried in a profound sleep, from which
she did not awake till she was roused by
the joyous infantine laugh of the child in
the morning. The mother was dressing

it
,

and between every article of clothes she

put on, it was running away and hiding
itself behind the curtains of the bed. " It
would have been a pretty sight to look
on," Susan would say, " the fair young
mother and the lovely child, if I had not
had in my mind the conversation I had

overheard in the night —but that spoiled
the picture ; and I could have wept to

think of the misery that was gathering
round them. ' And that sweet face of

thine,' thought I, as I looked at the in

fant, ' may be but a snare to thee, as thy
poor mother's has doubtless been to her!'
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

mother, with delicate features, and soft
dove-like eyes, but already, although she
was not more than twenty years of age,
there were traces of melancholy and deep
anxiety in her countenance. Perhaps,
if I had not been so much in her secret, I
might not have understood them so well ;

but as it was, I fancied I could read her
story in her face."

When she had finished dressing the
child, Susan arose and wished her good

morning. She answered very kindly,
hoping she had rested well, and had re
covered her fatigue.

" Quite, Ma'am, thanks to you," replied
Susan ;

" and I am sure I shall never
forget your goodness the longest day I
have to live. It's what few would have
done for a poor stranger."

" You are very welcome," replied Julia ;" I wish I could do more to help you out
of your difficulties. But I suppose when
you have found your friend you'll do

pretty well ; so after we have had some

breakfast I'll walk part of the way with
you and put you on the road."

They then adjourned to the front room,
where there was a fire ; and Susan having
assisted her to prepare the breakfast, they
sat down together.

"And what made you leave the country,
where I suppose you had friends, to come

to London for the chance of doing better
among strangers?" inquired Julia.

" I had plenty of friends in the country,
Ma'am," answered Susan; " and very
good ones ; and six months ago I never
expected to be as badly off as I am now,
or to be obliged to look further for a home;
but a circumstance happened that threw
a suspicion on one of my family, and since

that I found people began to look coldly
on me."

" Ah," said she,
" that's the way of the

world ; at least, towards the poor," and
then she fell into thought and was silent.

As soon as breakfast was over, she put
on her bonnet and shawl, and they set off
towards Parliament Street, leading the

child between them, who, pretty soul,
went skipping and prattling along, as gay
as the morning.

They had walked some distance, and
had reached the neighbourhood of Soho,

.■1.5

when, in passing through a narrow shabby
street, Julia requested Susan to take charge
of the child a moment whilst she called at
a shop, and presently she turned into one
that, by the watches and trinkets in the
window, Susan concluded was a jeweller's ;

but a longer acquaintance with London
life would have taught her to recognise it
as a pawnbroker's. She had a small par
cel in her hand when she went in, but she
came out without it; and after walking a
few steps, she said, " Here, Susan, take
this ; it's not much, but it's better than
nothing;" and she had placed five shil
lings in her hand, before she knew what
she was doing.

" My dear lady," answered Susan, who
after what she had heard in the night could
not bear to think of accepting her bounty,
"

pray take it back again ; I don't fear but
I shall do very well when I have found my
friend. And, at all events, I am alone, and
able to bear up against a deal of hardship
—but you have this dear child to provide
for ; and I could never find in my heart
to spend the money if I took it."

" She turned a sharp eye on me," Susan
used to relate, 'when I said this, and I saw
in a minute that I had betrayed myself ;

for certainly there was nothing in her ap

pearance or way of living to justify me in
supposing that she could not spare so small
a sum. The colour came into her cheeks,

for she guessed how I had gained my in
formation ; and I turned away my head,
for I felt my own getting red too. ' No,'
she said, when she had recovered herself,
though her voice was slightly altered —
' no, keep it; it won't make my situation
better or worse; but it is awkward for
you not to have a shilling in your pocket
in case of need.'

" I couldn't keep the tears that were

already in my eyes from running down
my cheeks, at these words, to think of her
goodness, her youth, her troubles, and her
sweet young child, and I thought what a

blessed thing it would be for anybody that
was rich, to put her in the decent way she

wanted to earn her bread, and so perhaps
save her from being driven by poverty and
want to more misery, and a worse way of
life ; but I could only bid God bless her,
and look down upon her with pity."
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SUSAN

When they had reached the neighbour
hood that Dobbs inhabited, and there was

no further danger of Susan's losing her

way, Julia stopped, and said, " Now you
are within a few doors of your friend's
house, and I may leave you."

" Dear lady," said Susan, " it's not

likely that such a poor creature as I am

should ever have it my power to make any
return for your goodness but my prayers,
but if there ever should be anything that
a poor servant can do, be sure that I would

go as far to serve you or your dear little
child here, as I would for myself."

" I don't doubt it," replied Julia, " for
I see you've a grateful heart; and I wish
I was so situated that I could keep you
with me. Such a friend would be a great
comfort. Heaven knows I want one ! But
that's impossible; so good by, and God
bless you!"

"Amen, Madam, and you!" said Susan
—" and so shaking hands kindly, we

parted, after a few hours' acquaintance,
with our hearts as warm to each other,
and as much trust and good will, as if we

had been friends all our lives."

CHAPTER IX.

LOVE AND MURDER.

In an old chateau on the banks of the
Garonne in the neighbourhood of Cadillac,
and about fifteen miles from Bordeaux,
dwelt an antique cavalier, called Don

Querubin de la Rosa y Saveta. As his
name implies, he was a Spaniard by birth ;

and was, in fact, a native of Upper Na
varre ; but a rather premature explosion
of gallantry having brought him into peri
lous collision with a powerful and vindic
tive family of Arragon, his parents de

spatched him across the Pyrenees, to the
care of Monsieur Raoul, a worthy exporter
of claret, and an old acquaintance.

Although Don Querubin could show
some quarters of nobility, he was the

youngest son of a very indigent family ;

nd after residing some months in the

house of Monsieur Raoul, he began to dis
cover that there was better fare to be met

HOPLEY.

with at the table of an opulent Bordeaux
merchant, thancow-heel,onion-broth, tripe,
or unsavoury stews ; and that it was more

agreeable to relish his fricandeaux and

salmis with a good glass of Chateau Mar-
gaux, than with the poor produce of the
paternal vineyard. Overlooking the de

gradation, therefore, he consented to de

file his pure blood by connecting himself
with commerce ; and in process of time
became a partner in the house of Raoul,
Bonstetten, and Company ; of which firm
he was still a member, although, being now
advanced in years, an inactive one.

His Spanish pride, which, although sub

dued to his interest, was by no means era

dicated, caused him to prefer inhabiting
in solitary state the old castle we have
mentioned, which he had christened the
Chateau de la Rosa, to residing in the
more gay and bustling city, although he

sacrificed a great deal of comfort and so

ciety to his dignity. But in Bordeaux he

was simply called Monsieur Rosa, whilst
in the neighbourhood of his castle he was

styled Monsieur le Marquis ; a variation
of nomenclature that made an incalcula
ble difference in the old gentleman's hap
piness and self-complacency ; and fully
compensated for all the advantages he was
content to forego to enjoy it. Besides,

after the vengeance of his enemy was sup
posed to have relaxed, he frequently re

visited the place of his nativity ; and he

found it more agreeable to his haughty re

lations to be invited to the Chateau de la

Rosa, where his remnant of nobility still
adhered to him, than to busy Bordeaux,
where it was neither esteemed noracknow-

leged.

Now, it happened that Monsieur le Mar
quis had the misfortune to be fitted by na
ture with some rather incongruous attri
butes ; he was very ugly, very vain, and,
withal, an inordinate admirer of beauty —
of beauty of all shades and countries, but
more especially of English beauty. He had

been in love all his life ; but he had been

one of the most unsuccessful of lovers, par
ticularly amongst the goddesses of his pe

culiar worship, the fair Englishwomen ;

not one of whom had he ever been able to

persuade to listen to his vows. Neverthe
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SUSAN

sanguine people liveon,throughathousand
disappointments ; reviving again after each

overthrow, ready to enter with fresh vigour
on a new pursuit ; and willing to attri
bute his failure to any cause in the world
but his own want of merit ; although with
an extremely tall, spare figure, a sallow
complexion, high aquiline nose, and long,
yellow teeth, he certainly made but an ill
representation of Cupid ; especially as these

charms were usually attired in a black
velvet skull cap, called a calotte ; a crim
son damask dressing gown, and yellow
slippers. But he found his consolation
and his encouragement in his favourite

song, which, with a cracked voice, he daily
and hourly carolled out of tune :—

That Love his triumphs dear should sell,
Is sure most just and fair,

Since none but he rewards so well,
With joys beyond compare.

Besides, 'tis clear the urchin's wise,
For what is cheap we never prize.
" Here is a letter for Monsieur le Mar

quis," said his servant, entering his dress

ing-room, one morning, where he was
shaving, and singing —

That love his triumphs dear should sell.
" Let us see, Criquet," said the marquis ;

" where does it come from, eh ?
"

" It comes from England," said Criquet,
holding it up to the light, and compressing
the sides, that he might get a peep into it.

" Give it me," said Don Querubin, lay
ing down his razor, though buthalf shaved.

" Stop," said Criquet, still endeavouring
to penetrate the contents of the letter, " I
see the words, 'beautiful girl.'"

" How ? you see that V said the mar

quis, turning briskly round on his chair.
" ' Beautiful girl,' "

repeated Criquet

slowly, "'her eyes are' —ah ! I can't make
out the colour of her eyes."

" Blue, Criquet !" cried Don Querubin,
smacking his lips. " Blue, by my mar-
quisate. For doubtless she's an English
woman. But let us see ; give me the
letter, that we may ascertain what it's
about."

" It's about a pretty girl," said Criquet ;
" that's clear."

"
Nothing better, Criquet," said the mar'

quis with a knowing wink, whilst he broke
the seal. " A-h !" continued he, drawing

HOPLEY. 37

a long breath as he threw himself back in
his chair, and stretched out his legs, that
he might the better relish a communica
tion on so interesting a topic—" now, let
us see ;" and he commenced reading aloud
as follows :—

'"Dear Sir,
'In compliance with your re

quest, I have, ever since my return to Eng
land, been looking out for something likely
to suit you—(" How?" exclaimed the mar
quis, a little puzzled by this beginning;)
' and I trust I have at length been so for
tunate as to discover an object exactly to
your taste.' (" What can it be, Criquet?

"

said the marquis. " Go on," said Criquet.)
' The young lady to whom I have ventured
to promise your favour and protection, is

exceedingly desirous of travelling and
visiting foreign parts.' (" That shows her
sense ;" observed Criquet. " Softly," said
Don Querubin ;

" where were we ? Ah,
I see —'travelling and visiting foreign
parts.') ' She is a most beautiful girl'—"

"Didn't I say so?" said Criquet.
" ' Her eyes,'" continued Don Querubin." Ah ! now for the eyes !

"
said Criquet,

rubbing his hands.
" ' Her eyes are of a heavenly blue—'

By the blood of my ancestors !
"

exclaimed
the marquis, "I was sure of it. ' Her hair
is perfectly black, and her complexion
positively transparent.' Heavens! what

incomparable charms !" cried the marquis,
dropping the letter, as if paralyzed by the
force of the description.

"Let us see the rest," said Criquet,
picking it up, and proceeding to decipher
it's contents. " ' Her teeth are like pearls ;'

(that's good,) ' her figure graceful, and her
hands and feet models for a sculptor.' A
thousand miracles !

" " Why, she's an an

gel, Criquet," exclaimed the marquis. " I
like the hands and feet," said Criquet.
" But stay, there's more to come. ' This
young person,'" continued he, '"is re

markably prudent, and entertains a pecu
liar preference for individuals of a certain

age.'
" " The very thing we want," said

Criquet. " I admire her taste," said the

marquis. " Go on, go on."
"'But,'" continued Criquet, ("Ah!
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38 SUSAN HOPLEY.

conceal from you, that this lovely crea

ture is ambitious.'
"

"And why not?" said the Marquis.
'"Ambitious,"' repeated Criquet ; "'and

desirous of raising herself to an elevated

rank.'
"

" She shall be a marchioness, Criquet,"
said Don Querubin.

" I hope that will con
tent her. De la Rosa y Saveta, eh ?"

"'Nevertheless,'" continued Criquet
reading, " ' being very young, for she is
but seventeen —'"

"The tender lambkin!" exclaimed the

marquis.
" ' Knowing little of the world, and be

ing entirely ignorant of all foreign lan

guages and customs — '"

" I'll teach her the language of love,"
said the marquis, sentimentally.

" ' Or customs,'
"

reiterated Criquet,
" ' some slight ceremony, and a few un

meaning words read from a missal by our
friend Criquet, who will make a capital
priest,' ("the devillshall!" said Criquet;)
' will be all that is necessary on the occa

sion.'
" The end spoils the beginning !

"
said

Criquet, nodding his head significantly.
" But that is villanous !

"
said the mar

quis, in an indignant tone.

"And pray who does the letter come

from ?"
" It's signed, Walter Gaveston," an

swered Criquet. " Here's a postscript too."
" Read it," said Querubin.
" ' I have addressed the young lady,

whose name is Mademoiselle Amabel
Jones, to the house of Monsieur Raoul
and Co., Bordeaux ; where I expect she

will arrive, escorted by a particular friend
of mine, shortly after this reaches you.'

"

" That's all," said Criquet, as he closed

the letter, with a strong expression of

contempt on his countenance.
" We shall marry her in reality," said

the marquis.
" To be sure we shall," replied Criquet.

" What do they take us for ? wretches
without principle, without honour, to de

ceive a young creature that puts her trust
in us ! The very idea shocks me."

" You are an honest fellow, Criquet,"
said the marquis. " You are a man of
honour."

" I hope so," said Criquet. " As for
that rascal, Gaveston, he was never much
to my taste. I'd never much opinion of
him."

" Nor I," replied the marquis. " He's
a hard man ; he has no heart, no suscepti
bility. I doubt whether he was ever in
love in his life."

" And it is said some awkward misun

derstandings arose at the card-table when
he was last here," said Criquet. " I know
some gentlemen refused to play with
him."

" A man that will deceive women will
deceive men when he hopes to do it with
impunity," said the marquis.

" I have always remarked it," replied
Criquet.

" True honour," continued the marquis,
" is for every day's wear ; for all times
and for all places ; it is not to be put off
and on at pleasure."

" That's true," said Criquet. " He was
not a man to employ on so delicate a mis
sion."

" It was rather a jest than anything
else," returned the marquis. " I have
never thought of it since."

" But since she is coming," said Criquet,
" we must make up our minds what we
are to do."

" Marry her, of course," replied Que
rubin.

" With all my heart," responded Cri
quet,

" provided always —"

" Provided what 1" said the marquis.
" Why, there are certain points to be

considered," said Criquet. "
Suppose, for

example, she was not exactly —hem !" and
he shrugged his shoulders significantly.

" What do you mean, Criquet V asked
the marquis. " Isn't she as beautiful as

an angel V
" There's no denying that," replied

Criquet, " at least, if she answers the de

scription ; but what's to become of us if
she should not happen to be as virtuous
as one ?"

" But he particularly mentions her pru
dence," observed the marquis.

" That's true," replied Criquet ;
" but

what is his word good for V
"Fie, fie, Criquet," said Querubin. " We

must not suspect the lovely creature."
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" But, unfortunately, lovely creatures
are not always as irreproachable as they
should be," said Criquet.

" For my part," said the marquis, " I
have always found their virtue impreg
nable."

" I fancy that depends on circum
stances," said Criquet. " But, however,
supposing that's all right, there's another

question. What are we to do with Ma'm'-
selle Dorothee?"

" But if she does not love me ?" replied
Don Querubin. " Have I not persevered
for three years without a shadow of suc
cess ? I am satisfied she has some other
attachment, or the thing would be im

possible."
" That may be," answered Criquet. " I

don't dispute it ; but there are certain
little emoluments that the young lady
has touched occasionally, which she may,
perhaps, be less willing to dispense with,
than with the vows that accompanied
them. Besides, if I mistake not, it was

only yesterday that I found you at her
feet."

" I can't deny it," replied Querubin.
" And moreover, I promised her a new

shawl, which I was to give her this morn-

ing.
" And here she comes to claim it," said

Criquet. " I hear the pattering of her
feet in the corridor."

" Open the door, my friend, open the
door, and we'll confess the whole affair to

her with honour and candour," said the

marquis.
" Come in, Ma'm'selle Dorothee," said

Criquet, as he threw open the door, and
admitted a pretty, arch-looking, black-
eyed grisette, who walked into the room
with all the consciousness of power in her

step.
" Good morning, marquis," said Doro

thee ;
" how are you to-day ?'

"
Quite well, my love —hem ! that is

Ma'm'selle Dorothee, I mean."
" Ha ! ha f thought Dorothee. " He's

angry because I wouldn't let him have a

kiss yesterday. I must coax him a bit.
Gracious ! how blooming you are looking
this morning ! Stay, just let me set your
cap a little on one side —there, so. Now,
whip me, if you look more than thirty—

39

you don't indeed ; and you know I never
flatter you."

" Not often, certainly, Dorothee," re

plied the marquis. " But the good news
I have just received has cheered me, I con

fess."
" From Spain, perhaps V
" No, it's from England," replied the

marquis. " It announces the approaching
arrival of a young lady —"

"A young lady !" said Dorothee, raising
her eyebrows.

" As beautiful, Dorothee, as yourself."
" And I hope a little more amiable,"

thought Criquet.
"It's to try me," thought Dorothee.

" And pray what is she coming for V
" For the sole purpose of honouring me

with her hand and her affections," replied
Don Querubin.

"Bah!" said Dorothee. "Before she

has seen you?"
" It's true, however," replied the mar

quis ;
" this young lady is gifted with a

remarkable degree of prudence—she has

very proper notions about things, and en

tertains a decided preference for gentle
men of a certain age."

" That is, she says so, and you are flat
enough to believe her," said Dorothee.

" Besides," said the marquis, " she is
ambitious, and aspires to a distinguished
alliance."

" For that part of the story, it's likely
enough," said Dorothee. " And what do

you mean to do with her when she ar
rives ?"

" Marry her, assuredly," said the mar

quis, in as firm a voice as he could assume,

for he felt rather awed by the thunder
cloud he saw gathering on Ma'm'selle Do
rothea's fair brow ; there was something
very like truth in the marquis's manner,
and she did not quite admire the aspect
affairs were taking.

"You're telling me this to put me in a

passion ; I'm sure you are," said Dorothee,
as the angry blood suffused her cheeks.

" By the blood of my ancestors, no !"

answered Querubin.
" Here is the letter

—let Criquet read it to you. You will
there learn her qualifications, and the fa

vourable disposition she entertains towards

me."
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40 SUSAN HOPLEY.

Not too much delighted at the office,

however, Criquet undertook it ; since the

art of reading formed no part of Ma'm'selle
Dorothea's accomplishments. She waited

quietly till he reached the end of the epistle,

(a certain passage of which, regarding the

false marriage, he had the precaution to

omit,) and then settling herself firmly on

her feet, putting her two hands in the

pockets of her apron, and fixing her bright
black eyes on the marquis, she said, " Now,
listen : if this woman comes here, I'll poison
her !"

" Bah !" said the marquis. " You're
joking."

" You think so V said Dorothee. " You
had better not put me to the proof. For
three long years you have been court
ing me —it was but last night you en

treated me to accept your hand—"

"And you refused it," said the mar

quis.
"No matter," answered she," I mightn't

always have refused it. Perhaps, I came

here this morning with certain intentions
—I shall not say what, now—Imight have

owned that I loved you for anything you
know —but you shall never know now
whether I do or not !" And passion here

supplied the fountains that grief would
have left dry.

" Nay, nay, Dorothee !" said Querubin,
who was at a loss to find an argument
against the tears. "

Queen of my soul !"
" I am not the queen of your soul,"

sobbed she. " You never loved me ; I see

it plainly, now that it's too late."
" By Heaven ! but I did, and do," said

Querubin, quite overcome.
" Then you won't marry her V said Do

rothee.
" But if she come to me all the way from

England on purpose?" said the marquis.
" What can I do, as a man of honour, but
marry her ?"

" Very well," said Dorothee. " Let her
come ; that's all. I ask no better. But
mark me, for what I say I'll do. If she

comes here, I tell you again, I'll poison
her !" and so saying she quitted the room.

" By the great gods !" exclaimed Don
Querubin, throwing himself back in his
chair, and dropping his arms—" I pity
her! She loves me to distraction !"

" It's to be regretted she never men
tioned it before," said Criquet.

CHAPTER X.

THE DUKE AND THE DAIRYMAID.

On a certain evening, nearly about the
period that the conversation detailed in
our last Chapter took place in the dressing-
room of Don Querubin, in the Chateau de

la Rosa, the unwieldy diligence from Har-
fleur, entering by the Barriere de Neuilly,
rolled into the city of Paris, containing in
the interior of its massive body its full
complement of six goodly souls ; and in
the coupe, two, a lady and gentleman bear

ing in air and aspect the most unequivocal
symptoms of a recent importation across

the channel. The lady was very young,
exceedingly handsome, and neatly attired
in the costume of her own country ; and
though without any appearance of fashion
or of artificial polish, there was an air of
simple and natural grace about her person
and demeanour that left no room for re

gret, that art had done little where nature
had done so much. Her figure was light
and agile, her eyes of a rich deep blue, her
hair glossy black, and her complexion
pure, delicate, and healthy.

The gentleman was many years older,
perhaps about forty, with a countenance
that yet showed some remains of beauty,
and that appeared to have suffered more
from dissipation and bad company, than
from time. Its expression was so mixed
as to be almost undefinable. There were
some traces still surviving of good nature,
and of a disposition to enjoy and be happy,
that occasionally struggled through and
illuminated the dark and complicated mask
that puzzled the beholder ; but then such

a heavy cloud would suddenly fall and
obscure these gleams of light, that the spec
tator felt as if a black crape veil had been

unexpectedly interposed betwixt him and
the object of his contemplation.

The prevailing expression, however, the
one most frequently pervading both the
countenance and manner, was that of ex
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 41

siderable degree of intrepidity. With re

spect to the costume, and general air and

carriage of the person in question, it par
took, in about equal degrees, of that of the
horse jockey, prize fighter, and gentleman ;

and there was one feature in his face which
inclined an attentive observer to believe

that his society had not always been of
the most peaceable description ; namely,
his nose, which had evidently been broken
across the bridge, and had consequently
acquired a very remarkable twist and ele

vation.
The evening was dark and excessively

wet ; and Paris, noisy, dirty, and ill light
ed, as it then was, did not present a very
alluring aspect.

" Is this Bordeaux?" inquired the lady
of her companion, as they drew up at the

Barriere to deliver their passports.
" Not exactly," replied he ;

" we shall
be there by and by. But I propose re

maining here to-night, and perhaps for a

few days to recruit, if you have no objec
tion."

" Not any," answered she ;
" I shall be

very glad of a little rest, for I am very
tired, and my head aches dreadfully with
jolting over those stony roads."

" Come, ladies and gentlemen!" cried
the driver, when he had safely lodged the
cumbrous vehicle in the court of the coach-
office, in the Rue Notre Dame des Vic-
toires. " Now ! We are at the end of our

journey. Have the goodness to get down.
Give me leave to help you," added he, tak

ing the fair traveller round her slender
waist, and placing her on the ground.

" We want a lodging," said the gentle
man, in indifferent French, and addressing
himself to one of the clerks. " Is there

anything to be got near here ?
"

" I have a splendid apartment at the

gentleman's service," said a respectable
looking man, advancing with his hat off,

and bowing to the ground.
" Allow me

the honour of showing you the way ; it's
not five minutes' walk from this." And
the luggage being intrusted to a commis
sionaire, the party immediately moved off,
and were conducted by the stranger to a

respectable looking house in the Rue des

Petites Ecuries ; where, after ascending a

considerable number of dirty stone stairs,
No. C.

they found themselves in a very tolerable
suite of apartments, decorated with faded

yellow damask, and a due proportion of
cracked mirrors, tarnished gilding, and

marble slabs ; and when the stove was
heated, the girandoles lighted, and a good

supper from the kitchen of a neighbouring
traiteur was placed upon the table, accom
panied by a bottle of Vin de Bordeaux,
the travellers began to find themselves

tolerably comfortable and disposed to con

versation.
" You've heard of Paris, I dare say?"

said the gentleman.
"Yes," replied the lady. "It's inFrance,

isn't it ?"
" Precisely," returned he. " The chief

city, as London is of England ; only much

gayer and more agreeable."
" It may easily be that," replied she ;

" at least for all I saw of London."
" That was not much, certainly," an

swered the gentleman, smiling. " But
you'll see Paris under different circum
stances."

" Is it on our road ?" said she.
" Why, to say the truth," returned he,

"it did not make much difference, and I
thought it a pity to lose the opportunity,
so here we are!"

" In Paris," said she.
" In Paris," returned he ;

" where I
think we may kill a little time pleasantly
enough. You must not judge by what

you've seen yet," added he, observing that
the impression made by the dirty streets

and dim lights was not altogether favour
able. " You'll see things under a different

aspect to-morrow. Besides, we are not in
the fashionable quarter, exactly."

" I should like to live in the fashionable

quarter," observed the lady, " if we are to

make any stay."
"By all means," replied the gentleman.

"It's precisely what I intend. There is
no place in the world where beauty sooner

attracts notice than in Paris, especially
foreign beauty. It has only to be seen

in public places —the Thuilleries for ex

ample."
" What sort of a place is that 1" inquir

ed the lady.
" It's the garden of the royal palace —

the king's palace."
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"Does he live there?" said she.
" He does usually," answered her com

panion.
" I should like to go there very much,"

responded the lady.
" I thought so," replied her companion.

"Of course, it's the resort of the court,

and myriads of gay cavaliers, young, hand

some, and rich are to be met with. I think
it will be time enough to go to the Chateau

de la Rosa when we have shown ourselves

here a little. What say you?"
" I should like to go to the Thuilleries,

by all means," returned the lady ; "but I
don't intend to give up being a marchio

ness."
" Certainly not, unless you gave it up

for something better," replied the gentle
man. " But there are more marquises in

the world than Don Querubin who have

an eye for beauty ; young, handsome, and

rich ones into the bargain ; not to mention

counts, dukes, and princes, all as plenty as

blackberries here. At all events, you can

give it a trial. A little delay can do no

harm ; and we can go forward if we find

things here don't answer our expectations.
To-morrow, if you like, we'll move into a

more fashionable quarter ; and by the by,
we must think of how we'll call ourselves.

We're in the passport as Mr and Miss
Jones—Colonel Jones would sound better,

and be more likely to get us on."
" Why not Lord Jones?" said the lady.
" I'm afraid that won't do," returned

he. " Lords are too well known. But
there are fifty Colonel Jones's and I may
be one of them for anything the people
here will know to the contrary.

" I don't like the name of Jones at
all," replied the lady. " I like names of
three syllables, at least; and I like two
or three names. There were some people
in our county that had two or three names,

and they were always thought more of
than others on that account."

" But we'd better stick to Jones," re

turned the gentleman, " for fear of acci

dents, as it's in the passport."
" But we can add some more names to it,"

said the lady. " In our county there were

the familiesof theArlingtons, and the Dar-
lingtons. I think Arlington Darlington
Jones would sound very well."

" It's coming it rather strong," said the

gentleman.
" I like it," said she.
" Then Arlington Darlington Jones let

it be. We'll get some cards to-morrow,

the first thing we do."

On the following morning after break

fast, Colonel and Miss Arlington Darling
ton Jones sallied forth in quest of fashion
able lodgings, and at the Hotel Marbceuf,
in the Rue St. Honore, they found a suite

of apartments likely to answer their pur
pose. On the first floor, large, lofty, and

elegantly furnished, they appeared, to the
fair Englishwoman, everything that was

desirable.
"I think they'll answer extremely well,"

said thecolonel to the showily-dressed lady
who condescended to treat with him on the

subject. " We'll order our luggage to be

sent, and sleep here to-night."
" Excuse me !" said the lady, " but per

haps Monsieur would have the goodness

to favour me with a reference — it's ex

tremely unpleasant, but we are obliged
to be cautious."

" Oh, by all means," replied the colonel,
with the most unconcernedmanner imagin
able. You are very right, very right in
deed. Here is my card—Colonel Jones,
Arlington Darlington Jones, you observe.

You've only to send to the British Am
bassador's, they'll recognise the name im

mediately. There are few better known
in England, I flatter myself, than Jones."

" I am persuaded of it," responded Ma
dame Coulin, with a deferential curtsey
and a winning smile, dazzled by the splen
dour of the reference. " Persons of dis
tinction are so easily recognised."

" As I am assured your inquiries will
be answered satisfactorily," pursued the

colonel, " I shall desire the luggage to be

sent immediately. In the meantime, as

we want to make a few purchases, you
can perhaps favour us with the address of

a milliner, a tailor, and so forth?"
" Certainly," replied Madame Coulin.

" There is the excellent Monsieur Truchet

just opposite; a man of the first respecta

bility, and my own cousin, by the by ; an
artist of the highest celebrity. And for a

milliner, I shall take the liberty of recom
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Rue de Richelieu, No. 7. She has one of
the first establishments in Paris, and I
flatter myself the young lady will have

every reason to be satisfied."
" I don't doubt it," responded the colo

nel ; and everything being arranged, I be

lieve we may take our leave for the pre
sent. You'll have the goodness to receive

our luggage ; and we shall ourselves re

turn in the course of the day. Good morn

ing, madame!"
" Adieu, Monsieur !" said the lady, as

she curtsied them out of the saloon. " You
will have the goodness to remember my
sister's address ; the worthy Monsieur
Truchet you will find exactly opposite."

" Certainly," said Colonel Jones. "They
may rely on our custom ; the being con
nexions of yours is quite a sufficient re

commendation ; and we shall not fail to
make use of your name."

" Gracious !" said she, as she looked
over the gilt balustrade, and followed them
with hereyes down the stairs, "those Eng
lish folks ! Never to ask the rent ! But
they're so rich, that's the reason. I'd made

up my mind to take six hundred livres —
but eight won't be a penny too much. In
deed, the apartments are cheap at eight ;

and eight it shall be. It will be just the
same to him, I've no doubt"—a conclusion,
in which Colonel Jones, had he been ap

pealed to on the subject, would have per
fectly coincided.

The next visit of our travellers was to

the gate of the British Ambassador's hotel,
where, having inquired if his lordship was
at home, and being of course answered in
the negative, the colonel threw down his

card, begging it might be delivered to him
without fail ; so that when, presently after

wards, Madame Coulinarrived to make her

perquisitions, the porter was prepared to

say that he believed the gentleman was an

acquaintance of his excellency, as he had
just been there to make a visit.

The assistance of the worthy cousin,
Monsieur Truchet, and of the sister, Ma
dame Doricourt, were next put in requisi
tion ; and the colonel suggested to his fair
companion the propriety of not exhibiting
themselves in the more fashionable resorts
till their appearance was improved by the
result of these admirable artists' taste and
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science. They accordingly confined them
selves to the obscurer parts of the city, tak
ing their dinner at an inferior restaura
teur's ; after which the colonel conducted
Miss Jones to the hotel of Madame Coulin,
who received them with the most flattering
attention ; and then proceeded to finish his
own evening at a gaming-house in the Pa
lais Royal.

On the second day, being duly equipped,
they repaired at the accustomed hour of
promenade to the Thuilleries, where the
transcendant charms of Miss Jones soon

attracted such a swarm of admirers, that
their way was absolutely impeded by the
flutter around them.

" What exquisite beauty !" cried one.
" Who is she?" cried another.
" Does no one know the name of this

divine creature?" cried a third.
" I'm sure she's English," said a fourth.
"She's certainly a foreigner," said a fifth

—in short the aristocratic crowd was in
commotion.

" What's the matter?" said the Due de

Rochechouart, who at that moment came

out of the palace.
" The most in comparable beauty has ju st

appeared," replied theComte d'Armagnac;
" and we cannot make out who she is."

" Where is she?" inquired the duke.
" There, just before," answered De

L'Orme. " The man that accompanies
her looks like a blackguard."

" She's provincial," said Rochechouart,
eyeing her figure through his glass.

" She has no fashion, I admit," answered

D'Armagnac. " But her face is divine."
" Let us see," said Rochechouart, calmly,

and with the air of a man certain of accom

plishing whatever he chose to undertake ;

and advancing hastily, close behind the

colonel and his fair companion, he con

trived slightly to entangle the hilt of his
sword in the drapery of Miss Jones's dress.

" A thousand pardons !" cried he, taking
off his hat in the most irresistible manner
in the world ; and exhibiting a head that
Adonis himself need not have disowned;
whilst under pretence of extricating the
sword he took care to entangle it still fur
ther—" I am really in despair."

" Miss Jones does not speak French,*'
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44 SUSAN HOPLEY.

the manoeuvre ;
" or I am sure she would

be happy to accept your apologies."
" You are extremely obliging," returned

Rochechouart. " I have the happiness to

speak a little English, having been ambas
sador in your country for a short time ; but
I did not make myself so much acquainted
with the language as I might have done,

which I always regret when I have the

good fortune to meet any ofyour charming
countrywomen. Jons," said he, " Jons —
I am sure I met a family of that name in
England."

" Nothing more likely," replied the colo

nel. " Our name, if I may be excused for

saying so, is pretty well known in most
parts of the island."

" And you have very lately arrived in
Paris, I presume?" said Rochechouart,
" with this young lady, your daughter."

" Miss Jones is my niece," replied the
colonel. " We arrived three days since,

and are lodging at the Hotel Marboeuf,
Rue St Honore."

" Where I hope mademoiselle will per
mit me the honour of paying my respects,"
returned Rochechouart, handing his card
to the colonel.

" We shall be particularly happy," re

turned the colonel ; and with another ele

gant salutation, Rochechouart retreated,
and joined his companions.

" Well!" cried D'Armagnac, " I'll bet

you haven't learnt the name of this divi
nity."

" Then you'll lose," returned the duke.
" Her name is Jons —she's the niece of the
man that accompanies her—she arrived
three days since, and she lodges at the
Hotel Marboeuf, where to-inorrow I shall
have the honour of presenting myself."" The Devil I" cried D'Armagnac ;. and
you have found out all that already."

"Just like him," muttered De L'Orme ;" there's another hooked—they all go the
same road."

In the meantime the travellers had
studied the card with infinite satisfaction.

" A duke!" said Miss Jones. " I never
saw a duke before."

" A duke he is
,

indeed," replied the
colonel ; and one of the first dukes in
France, I assure you. Young, handsome,
and devilish rich I've no doubt. What

think you of him instead of the old mar
quis?"

" Perhaps he won't think of me," said
Miss Jones.

"I'll answer for that," returned the colo

nel. " What is he coming to call on us for?
Not to see me, you may take your davy."

The colonel held some debate with him
self the next morning, whether it would
be advisable to await the duke's visit, or to
go out and leave Miss Jones to receive him
alone ; and after a due calculation of pro
babilities, he resolved on the latter. Miss
Jones was extremely clever, indeed, for an
extempore Miss Jones, and had a natural
genius for her part ; and though certainly
she was singularly ignorant, and the duke
singularly fascinating, he relied on her
beauty to charm, and her ambition to pre
serve.

" Monsieur le Due de Rochechouart,"

j

said Grosbois the French servant the colo
nel had engaged, as he threw open the
door and introduced the noble visiter.

" I am enchanted," said the duke, with
the most captivating address.

Miss Jones rose and dropped him a curt

sey.
"And is this the first visit of mademoi

selle to Paris V said he, seating himself be

side her.
" Yes, Sir," replied Miss Jones. " I

never was here before."
"I flatter myself you'll be delighted

when you see more of it ;" said Roche
chouart. " There is nothing like Paris.
You have not been to the Opera, I dare

say ?"

" I don't think I have," answered MissJones. "What sort of a place is it ?"

" How ?" exclaimed the duke. " You
have never seen an Opera ?"

" I believe not," replied she. " What

is it like?"
" Very extraordinary," said he. " Ma

demoiselle has probably been educated in

a convent ?"

" I was brought up at Mapleton," re

plied Miss Jones.
" Is Mapleton a convent ?" inquired the

duke.
"I'm sure Idon't know," answered Miss

Jones. " It's a village."
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Rochechouart. " Handsome as an angel,
but silly as a sheep."

"But what is a convent?" inquired
Miss Jones.

" Ah ! I remember," said the duke.
" You have none in your country. A con

vent's a place where we shut up pretty
young ladies to prevent their falling in
love."

" But that must make them more in
clined to fall in love when they come out,"
said Miss Jones.

" Not quite such a fool either," thought
Rochechouart. " It's ignorance. I believe

it does, indeed," answered he ;
" but we

don't let them out till they're about to be

married, —and after that, they may fall in
love as much as they like, you know."

" May they ?" said Miss Jones, opening
her eyes with astonishment.

" Certainly," replied he. " Its the cus

tom ; everybody does."
" Do they?" exclaimed Miss Jones,

looking still more amazed.
" How can they help it ?" said the duke.

" There's no li ving without love you know."
" Then it don't signify who one marries

in this country," returned Miss Jones, " if
one may fall in love with whoever one likes
afterwards V

" Precisely," replied Rochechouart ;
" a

young lady naturally marries foran estab

lishment—for a fortune or a title ; and

having secured thatwhich is indispensable,
she must of course console herself with a

lover for the sacrifice she has made."
" But the people that have fortunes and

titles are sometimes young and handsome

themselves," said Miss Jones, looking at

the duke. " How is it
,

then. Don't they
marry ?"

"
Occasionally w& do, certainly," re

plied Rochechouart.
"And don't your wives love you ?" asked

she.

"Sometimes!" said he, "a little; but

it don't last."
" And what do you marry for ? Is it

for love ?" asked Miss Jones.
" Sometimes," said he, " now and then ;

but more generally for an alliance, or a

fortune. But, my fair lady," continued
he, observing that Miss Joneslooked rather

disappointed at this avowal, " although we

45

seldom marry for love, we very often love
without marrying —marriage has nothing
to do with love."

" But it has something to do with the es

tablishment you speak of," answered Miss
Jones.

"She attacks me with my own wea

pons," thought Rochechouart.
" True," said he, " and we sometimes

sacrifice interest to love."
" Would you V" said Miss Jones, with

the greatest simplicity imaginable.
The duke, experienced as he was, found

some difficulty in answering the question.
" Hem !—It's not impossible,'' he said.
" I might, certainly, under great tempta
tion ;" and he darted a thousand loves

from his beautiful black eyes.
It was a decided hit. Miss Jones cast

down her beautiful blue ones, and a deli
cate blush suffused her fair cheeks.

" It's a crisis," thought the duke ;

" I

must seize the opportunity to withdraw.

I shall hope for the honour of seeing ma
demoiselle in my box to-night," said he,

rising to take his leave. " One of my
carriages will be wholly at your orders ;

and you will find it at your door at eight
o'clock, to convey you to the theatre. As

I am in waiting at the palace, and must
dine at the king's table, I may be late ;

but I shall have the honour of attending
mademoiselle the moment I'm released.

Adieu ! till the evening."
" It's very singular," thought he, as he

drove away. " Her beauty is exquisite ;

yet she is without the slightest education,
and has the manners of a peasant. I

much doubt whether this man 's her uncle.

Why leave her alone to receive me? There

is a mystery which I am determined to

solve."
" Well, Rochechouart?" said D'Armag-

nac, when they met presently at the pa
lace. " How do you like your goddess?"

" She's divine," answered Rochechou
art, who had no idea of depreciating the
value of his own anticipated triumph ;

and who was oftener urged to these pur
suits by the silly ambition of outstripping
his companions, and the desire to show

them that he could accomplish whatever

he chose to undertake, than by his own

passions or inclinations. " She is charm
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4G SUSAN HOPLEY.

ing, and her simplicity is as captivating
as her beauty."

" I have been making acquaintance
with the uncle," said D'Armagnac ;

" and
he has invited me to visit him."

" Invited you ?" said Rochechouart,

looking not very well pleased.
" Why not?" said D'Armagnac.
" You will be nothing the forwarder,"

answered Rochechouart, " for she cannot

speak a word of French, and you do not

speak English."
" Bah !" said D'Armagnac, " what does

that signify ? Do you think I can't talk
to a pretty woman without a grammar
and a dictionary."

" Well," said Colonel Jones, to the

young lady, when he returned home,
" how do you like the duke V

" I like him very well," replied Miss
Jones.

" And did he tell you he liked you V
asked the colonel.

" I believe he's courting me," answered
the niece ;

" but I'm not sure it's for mar

riage."
" Leave that to me," returned the uncle

—" If you take care of yourself, we shall

bring him to that, I warrant."
" I'll have nothing to say to him else,"

answered Miss Jones. "I would rather

go on to Bordeaux directly to the old

marquis. Mr Gaveston said he was sure
he'd marry me."

" May be he would, but there's no tell

ing," replied the colonel. " And, at all
events, a young duke in the hand is well
worth an old marquis three hundred miles
off. Besides, you will have dozens of

lovers, and may make your own terms.
If one won't, another will. There's one

of 'em coming here to-morrow, the Count

D'Armagnac, just such another swell."

Precisely at eight o'clock, an elegant
equipage with two powdered laquais in
gorgeous liveries, drove up to the door of
the Hotel Marboeuf.

" The Due de Rochechouart's carriage
for madame," said Grosbois ; and the
colonel presenting the young lady his
arm, they entered it

,

and drove off.

"Limed, said the birdcatcher," mur
mured Grosbois to himself, as he stood at
the gate and looked after the carriage.

" Come in, come in, Monsieur Grosbois,"
said Madame Coulin, as he passed the door
of her entresol ;

" come in and take a

glass of something."
" You are very kind, madame," re

plied Grosbois, accepting the invitation.
" There, Monsieur Grosbois," said she,

handing him a glass, "there's a drop of

cherry brandy of my own making. I

flatter myself it's not bad."
"It's excellent," said Grosbois. " There's

nothing better."
" Take another," said Madame Coulin,

" and I'll join you. Ah ! that's good !

Well, Monsieur Grosbois," continued she,

asthey sipped the liqueure, " they're going

it nicely, I think, up stairs. That was a

duke's carriage, if I'm not mistaken."
" Rochechouart, the rogue," replied

Grosbois ;

" he's really an extraordinary
fellow that ! He devours the young girls
like an ogre."

" But the uncle!" said Madame Coulin,
" how will he like it ? An officer, too— a

colonel?"
" For the uncle," said Grosbois, " I don't

exactly know what to think of him ; for
to tell you the truth, I have discovered

that he has but three shirts ; and even

they bear decided marks of a very vene

rable antiquity."
" Oh Heavens ! Monsieur Grosbois !"

exclaimed Madame Coulin, " you've taken

away my breath—but three shirts, and

take my first floor."
" It's too true," answered Grosbois ;

" and I even suspect that the young lady's
wardrobe is not too well provided."

"Gracious goodness!" cried Madame

Coulin, " I shall certainly faint ! What
opinion can one form of people so ill pro
vided with linen V

" Doubtless," replied Grosbois, " one

cannot feel much respect for a man who

has only three shirts."
In the meanwhile the uncle and niece

were conveyed to the theatre, and con

ducted to the duke's box by Dillon, his

servant, who was an Englishman, and

therefore appointed to attend on the young
lady till the duke arrived ; and if she

was amazed at the splendour of the scene

to which she was for the first time intro
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

in that situation, produced no less effect on

the audience. The honest citizens pitied
her, and the young exquisites envied him.

" What a pity I" cried the first, as they
directed their glasses to the box she was

in,—" so young, so beautiful ! And to

all appearance, so innocent I"
" What a fortunate fellow that Roche-

chouart is !" cried the second. " Now,
there's a young beauty that has been in
Paris but three days ; whose existence
was positively unknown to him a few
hours ago ; and she's in his net already !

He must have some secret for fascinating
them — they actually drop into his mouth."

" Boldness and promptitude —these are

his secrets," said theold Marquis de Langy.
" He takes the fort, while you are looking
about for the pontoons and the scaling lad
ders."

" That'strue," said D'Armagnac. "We'd
a fair start—there was an open field for
all ; but whilst we have been discussing
who she is and where she camefrom, Roche-
chouart pays her a visit, and persuades her
to accept his carriage and his box."

" He ought to make a capital comman
der, Rochechouart," said De L'Orme.

" And so he would, " answered De

Langy. " I am old, and may not live to

see it; but you'll find that when Roche
chouart has discharged the unhealthy hu
mours that disfigure his character, he'll be

another sort of man. There are the germs
of much good in him ; but they are stifled
by his passions and his vanity."

" I have a mind to go round and intro
duce myself," said De L'Orme, " before

Rochechouart comes."
" You may as well remain where you

are," said D'Armagnac. " I've tried my
fortune already, and that scoundrel, Dil
lon, literally shut the door in my face,

declaring he'd the duke's special orders to

admit no one. ' I dare not for my life,'
said he ;

' the commands of Monseigneur
were absolute, and extend even to you,
Monsieur le Comte.' "

"Then he's not sure of his game, and it
may not be too late to enter the lists," said

De L'Orme.
"Look! look!" cried several voices,

" there's Rochechouart just arrived ; now
we shall see how she receives him."

" That's capital !" she has absolutely
risen to salute him !" said De L'Orme.
" She has never been in any society, that
is evident."

" Ah ! she is charming !" said the old

marquis. " It's not the grace of a duchess,

I allow, but it is the perfection of rustic

grace —the grace of a milkmaid."
" By the by, that is the ballet to night,"

said D'Armagnac.
" And trust me," said De Langy, " if

the actress, who plays the milkmaid, could

only imitate the simple grace of that Eng
lish girl, the performance would be perfect."

" I will explain to you the argument of
the piece we are about to see represented,"
said the duke to Miss Jones. "It is called

La belle Laitiere, which means, the pretty
milkmaid."

" Does it?" said Miss Jones, looking
round at him.

" Yes," replied he, " it does. It has been

very popular here all the season ; and the

danseuse,whoperformsNina,theheroine, is

extremely clever—there she is now ; that's

her, appearing with her milk-pails. That
youth who follows her, is a shepherd who

is deeply in love with her—but she disdains
his suit. See, he kneels, but she is inex

orable. Now, observe the cavalier who

enters at the back of the stage, and is

watching them ; that is a prince who,

captivated by her charms, has come in
disguise to seek her."

" Does he intend to marry her?" in
quired Miss Jones.

" Diable !" muttered Rochechouart.
" You will see presently," said he. " Now,

observe, he kneels at her feet, and vows

eternal love. Ah! she says, you must

prove it by making me a princess."
" And will he ?" asked Miss Jones.
" Look ! he says she shall be mistress

of his heart, but that, being a prince, he

cannot marry her."
" Then I wouldn't listen to a word more

he has to say, if I were her," said Miss
Jones.

" You think so," said Rochechouart ;
" but you wouldn't be able to help it."

" Indeed I should," replied the young

lady.
" Not if you were in love," said he ten

derly.
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48 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" But I'm not in love," answered Miss

Jones.
" That alters the case, certainly," said

the duke. " It's very extraordinary,"

thought he ;
" she's not the least like any

other woman I ever met with ;" and he

fell into a reverie, forgetting for a time to

continue his explanations.
" He's gone," said Miss Jones.
" Who ?" said the duke, starting.
" The prince," said she. " Has she dis

missed him?"
"Yes," replied Rochechouart ; "she has

sent him away discomfited ; and there is

the shepherd returned to try his fortune

again ; but she can't bring herself to listen
to him."

" I don't wonder at it," returned Miss
Jones. " Who would, after being made

love to by a prince V
"I admire your sentiments," said Roche

chouart, with animation.
" My Lord," said Dillon, opening the

box-door. " Here is the Comte D'Armag-
nac, who insists on coming in."

" Had you not my positive orders to ad

mit no one?" said the duke.
" True, my Lord," said Dillon, " but the

Count is peremptory ; he will take no re

fusal."
" You mean to say that he has just been

slipping five guineas into your hand, I sup

pose?" said Rochechouart.
" Upon my honour, my lord," said

Dillon, laying his hand on his heart.
" Well, I suppose he must be admitted,"

said RochecTiouart. \
" This is the gentleman I mentioned to

you," said the colonel to his niece —" The
Count D'Armagnac, Miss Jones."

D'Armagnac could not speak any Eng
lish ; but he was very handsome, and
dressed bewitchingly ; and if he could
make no effective use of his tongue, he

made amends with his eyes.
" But look," said Rochechouart, " we

are forgetting the ballet all this while."
" There is the prince again at her feet,"

said Miss Jones ; and he has changed his
dress."

" He hopes tobe more successful inhis pre
sentbrilliantcostume," said Rochechouart.

" But she's dismissing him again," said

Miss Jones. " And, see, she's accepting

the peasant after all. Then the prince
won't marry her."

" No," replied Rochechouart. " He says

he would if circumstances permitted ; but
he can't."

"Well, I would never have married that

shepherd, with his coarse clothes, and his
crook, if he had knelt there for ever !" ex
claimed Miss Jones.

"To besure not," replied Rochechouart.
" I was sure you'd end by being in favour
of the prince."

" I'm not in favour of the prince," said

the young lady ; I should have blamed her
much more if she had listened to him."

" How, then ?" asked Rochechouart.
" What would you have had her do?"

" Wait for another prince," replied Miss

Jones, glancing at D'Armagnac —" there
are more princes in the world than one."

CHAPTER XI.

SUSAN FINDS ANOTHER SITUATION —TUB
LOST LETTER.

It was with a sad heart that Susan knocked
at her friend's door, and a humble doubt
ing knock she gave ; for bad as had been

her situation when she wrote to Dobbs, it
was now, from the loss of her clothes, and
little stock of money, much worse ; and
she felt mortified and ashamed at present
ing herself before her in so destitute a con

dition.
Her first reception did not tend to en

courage her ; for the pert footboy that an
swered the summons, on seeing who had

rang, banged the door in her face, and told
her to go down the hart/. Susan, who was
not accustomed to cockneyisms, or London
areas, was looking about for the means of

accomplishing his behest, when a well-
known voice, bidding a butcher's boy not
to forget the beef-steaks, drew her eyes in
the right direction, and in a minute more
she had shaken hands with Dobbs, and
was comfortably seated by the kitchen fire.

" As for losing your boxes," said Dobbs,

"it's just my fault and nobody's else. I
should have told you to let me know what
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 49

somebody to meet you. How should you
know the tricks of the Lununers? Bless

you, it takes a life to learn 'em ! However,
when things come to the worst, they'll
mend ; and what's done can't be undone ;

and so there's no use fretting about it.
Now, I've got a place in my eye for you,
that I think will do very well for a begin
ning. By and by, when all this here busi
ness is blown over and forgotten, you can

look for something better ; and I'll lend

you a trifle of money, just to set you up
in a few necessaries for the present, which

you can pay me when you get your
wages."

Grateful indeed was Susan for this kind
ness ; but she still expressed some appre
hension that the family, when they had
heard her name, might object to take her.

" No fear of that," answered Dobbs ;

they'll be quite satisfied with my recom
mendation, and ask no questions. Their
name's Wetherall—he's a clerk, or some

thing of that sort, in the post-office ; and
she's sister to our baker's wife ; I meet

her sometimes when I go to the shop, and
that's the way I know her. They've been

living hitherto in lodgings, where the

people of the house did for them ; but
he's just got a rise, and so they've taken
a small house in Wood Street, and mean

to keep a servant. She asked me the other
day if I knew one to suit her, and think
ing how pat it would do for you, I said I
did. You'll have everything to do, and
the wages are low ; but you mustn't mind
that for a beginning."

Susan was too glad to get into any de

cent service, and thereby break the spell
that she feared fate had cast over her
honest exertions, to make any objections ;

and therefore, in the evening, as soon as

Dobbs was at leisure to escort and intro
duce her, they started at once in quest of
the situation, lest some other candidate
should forestall them.

As Dobbs had foreseen, no difficulties
were raised on the part of the lady ; and
as Susan made none on hers, the treaty
was soon happily concluded ; and she en

gaged to enter on her service the next day,
which she accordingly did, after spending
the intervening time with her friend, who
was no less anxious to hear and speculate

No. IV.

on the state of affairs at Oakfield, more
especially all that regarded Harry Leeson
and his fortunes, than she was to tell
them.

It was impossible for any master or mis
tress to be more good-natured, and more

disposed to be satisfied with her exertions
to please them, than were Susan's. Mr
Wetherall was a little pursy man, with a

very enjouee expression of countenance, al

though much marked with the small-pox ;

he delighted in a laugh, and was extremely
fond of a pun or a joke, practical or other
wise ; and was by no means sparing in the

indulgence of his fancy. Mrs Wetherall was
a handsome young woman about eight and

twenty years of age, rather disposed to be

fat, of an excellent temper, and extremely
fond of her husband. Though their means

had hitherto been restricted, their content
ment and good spirits had helped to feed

and clothe them ; but now that their cir
cumstances were improved, they proposed
to indulge in a few amusements and a

little society, to which they had both a

natural tendency; and therefore, with a

view both to profit and pleasure, they had
arranged to take a boarder, a gentleman of
the name of Lyon, who performed in the

orchestra of one of the theatres.
" I don't doubt," observed Mr Wether

all to his wife, " that we shall find Lyon
a very agreeable acquisition. People in
his situation see so much of life, and have
so many good stories to tell, that they are

generally the pleasantest fellows in the

world. Besides, I dare say, he'll be able

to give you tickets for the theatre some

times; and though I can never have much
leisure, I shall have more than I had, and

I hope we shall enjoy ourselves a good

deal."
" We've always been very happy," re

plied his wife, " and have no right to com

plain ; but I certainly should like to be

a little more gay than we have been ; and

as we have no children to provide for, I
don't see why we need be too saving."

"Certainly not," answered her husband,
" it would be folly not to make hay while
the sun shines. Besides, things will im

prove, I've no doubt. There's poor Daven

port with just one foot in the grave al
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50 SUSAN HOPLEY.

long, and that'll give me a step ; and then

when Bingham's father dies —and he has
had two seizures, I know—that will be

another; for Tom will never stick to the
office when he's got a thousand a year,
and a nice house in the country. So
I reckon our worst days are over, and
that we shall get on now we're once set

going."
" If we never see worse days than we

have done," said his wife, smiling, " we

shall have no reason to complain, either."
As Mr Wetherall had foreseen, Mr

Lyon proved an extraordinary acquisition.
He was not only a capital fellow himself,
but he knew a number of other capital
fellows, who were all as willing to be in
troduced to Mr Wetherall as he was to

them, and who unanimously agreed that
Mr Wetherall himself was also a capital
fellow. The consequence was, that there
were dinner parties on a Sunday, and

supper parties four or five times in a week,
at which the only contention that arose

was, who should be the merriest, and say
or do the funniest things. The visiters
were mostly actors of an inferior grade,

who, if they could make nobody laugh
when they were on the stage, could keep

Mr WetheralPs table in a roar; and
who, if they could not act themselves, had
a particular talent for imitating those who
could. The host was little behind them
—he could bray like an ass, and crow
like a cock, and do a great many other
humorous things ; and as from the retire
ment in which he had lived, these talents
had hitherto been much in abeyance, he

was the more sensible to the honour and

glory of exhibiting them now to actual

professors in the art of being funny ; more

especially as the applause they drew was
certain, loud, and long. It is so easy to

please a set of capital fellows at your own

table, when they have no other table to

go to.
But, unfortunately, these delights, like

most others, have their sting. It is im

possible to entertain a set of capital fel-

. lows four or five days in a week without
cost ; and, however unaristocratic the na
ture of the potations, it is equally im

possible to consume a great deal of liquor
without liquidating a great deal of cash.

After these things had been going their
train for some months, the butcher and
the baker began to be extremely impor
tunate ; and Mr and Mrs Wetherall took
a particular dislike to single knocks at

the door, and hated the sight of little bits
of dirtyish-white paper that Susan was
ever and anon forced to present to their
notice. At the same time, the man that

kept the public-house at the corner dis
continued his morning salutation to Mr
Wetherall as he passed, and his evening
commentaries on the state of politics and
the weather; and it was not long before

the clerk, who missed these civilities,
turned to the left instead of the right when
he quitted his house for his office, and

preferred going farther about to meeting
the cold eye of the once obsequious publi
can. When matters get to this pass with
out a very vigorous effort, they rapidly
get worse; and as neither Mr nor Mrs
Wetherall had the resolution to shut their
door against their pleasant friends, nor to

retrench the flood of their hospitality, their
difficulties daily increased, and ruin stared
them in the face.

It was in this crisis of affairs, that Su

san, one morning when she was cleaning
the parlour grate, found amongst the ashes

some remnants of a letter, which appeared

to have been torn up and thrown on the
fire, but which the flames had only partly
consumed before it had fallen beneath.
She was about to thrust them in with her

coals and wood to facilitate the operation
of ignition, when the words " Harry Lee-

son" caught her eye, and induced her to

examine further. But except the first

syllable of the word " Oakfield," and part
of the address, which appeared to have
been to Parliament Street, there was no

thing more remaining that could throw

any light either on the writer of the let
ter or its subject : but the writing of the

few words she had found was a scrawl so

remarkable, that Susan fancied she could

hardly be mistaken in attributing the

epistle to Mr Jeremy.
But how could a letter from the worthy

butler, addressed to Dobbs, have found its

way under Mr WetheralPs parlour grate,
without her knowledge or intervention?
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 51

had sent it or left it at the house some

day when she had been out, and that it
had got amongst Mrs Wetherall's papers,
and been torn up by mistake. She finally
decided that this must have been the
case: and regretting that she had thus
lost the opportunity of learning some

thing about her much-loved Harry, she

resolved to go to Parliament Street the
first day she could get out, and inquire
the particulars of Dobbs.

However, the distance being consider
able, and her moments of leisure rare,
some weeks elapsed without her being
able to accomplish the enterprise ; and at
length one Sunday evening it was ren
dered unnecessary by the arrival of Dobbs
herself.

" Here's a kettle of fish," said she, seat

ing herself in Susan's kitchen. " You
haven't heard from Jeremy, have you V

" No," replied Susan, " that's just what
I wanted to speak to you about."

"About what?" asked Dobbs.
"About the letter from Jeremy," an

swered Susan. "Did you leave it here
yourself, or did you send it ?"

" Oh, then, you have had it !" said
Dobbs.

" Not I," returned Susan ;
" I never got

it at all ; and I want to know who you
gave it to."

"I don't know what you mean," said
Dobbs, looking bewildered. " Ifyou never
got it

,

how do you know there was any
letter at all?"

" Just because I found some bits of it

torn up, and half burnt, lying under the
parlour grate," answered Susan—" Here

they are;" and she handed Dobbs the
remnants she had found.

"Well, that's the funniest thing!" said
Dobbs, "that's Jeremy'shandeureenough;
but how in the world did it come here ?"

" Did you send it ?" said Susan,
" Not I," replied Dobbs. " I never had

it
, I tell you. I never so much as knew

there had been a letter sent, till a few
days ago when a young man called and
left a few lines from Jeremy, asking if I

had received his letter; and expressing
much surprise at your not having written

immediately to acknowledge Miss Went-
worth's kindness."

" Well, that's the strangest thing," said
Susan, " I ever heard."

" The fact is," said Dobbs, " he must
have directed the letter to you instead of
to me by mistake."

"But still, as 'Parliament Street' is

on it," said Susan, " it would have gone
to your house, not here; and then you
must have heard of it. No ; I think it

more likely that he sent it up by a private
hand, somebody that knew I lived here,

and who found it less inconvenient to
leave it in Wood Street, than at the other
end of the town ; and thought it would do

quite as well."
" That's not unlikely," replied Dobbs,

" but how in the world it got under your
grate, I can't conceive, without your ever

seeing it."
" It must have been left here some time

when I was out of the way, and got mixed

up with some of my master's or mistress's

papers,"said Susan, "andbeenoverlooked.
But it's very provoking to have lost it."

" Jeremy'll write again, no doubt," re

plied Dobbs. " I sent him a line by the

young man, who called for my answer next

day, to say that I had received no letter,
and to beg he'd write immediately, and
tell me how he sent it

,

and what it was
about. But at all events, we had better
ask Mrs Wetherall if she knows anything
about it's coming here."

" She's not at home now," replied Su
san, "but I'll take an opportunity of

mentioning it to her to-morrow;" and

after a little more chat, Dobbs said " Good

night," and departed.

CHAPTER XII.

THE ALARM.

" It's a very odd thing," said Mrs Wether
all, when she was pouring out the tea, a

day or two after the visit of Dobbs, men

tioned in the last Chapter, " Susan's been

telling me something about a letter that

was left here for her, and that must have

got amongst our papers and been torn

up. You didn't take it in, did you, Mr
Lyon?"
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. ■-iSoj" replied Mr Lyon, " I have never

taken in any letter."
" And it isn't likely you should, Wether-

all," continued the lady, " unless it was

left on a Sunday. You didn't, did you?"
"What?" inquired Mr Wetherall, look

ing up from the newspaper on which he

was intent. -

" You haven't at any time taken in a

letter for Susan, have you?"
" Not I," replied Mr Wetherall, helping

himself to another slice of bread and but
ter, and resuming his perusal of the paper.

"Well," said Mrs Wetherall, "it's a

very remarkable thing ! How it can have
got here, I can't conceive. I'm sure I
never saw it."

" Did it come by the post," said Mr Lyon.
" She don't know how it came," replied

Mrs Wetherall ;
" nor, indeed, is it clear

that the letter was addressed to her at all.
It appears to have been written to a friend
of hers called Dobbs—"

"Dobbs?" said Mr Wetherall, looking
up suddenly from his paper.

"Yes, Dobbs," answered his wife —
" that's the person that recommended Susan
to me ; she's housekeeper to a family in
Parliament Street, and—"

"In Parliament Street?" reiterated Mr
Wetherall.

" Yes," replied his wife, " and there the
letter was directed. But it seems Dobbs
never got it

,

nor did she know a letter had
been sent, till the man who wrote it sent

a second to inquire for the answer."
"It was forwarded by a private hand

and never delivered, probably," said Mr
Lyon.

" Well, but the most extraordinary part
of the business is," continued Mrs Wether
all, " that Susan found the letter torn up,
and partly consumed, lying under the
grate—Look, my dear Wetherall, you're
dipping the paper into the slop basin."

" She must have been very much gra
tified with the warmth of the epistle," said

Mr Lyon, facetiously. "But its really
singular."

"It certainly is," answered Mrs Wether
all. " How it should have come here be

ing directed to Parliament Street, and who
could have taken it in, I can't make out.
My dear Wetherall, do come and finish

your tea ; you've no time to lose. W hat

are you looking out of the window at ?"
" He's looking for the lost letter," said

Mr Lyon. ' .'
" You don't know how late it is," said

Mrs Wetherall. But Mr Wetherall, with
his body stretched half out of the window,

paid no attention to the summons.
"What the devil are you looking at?"

said Mr Lyon, giving his host a smart slap
on the shoulder, andthrustinghis own head

out to ascertain what was to be seen.
" D—n it

, I wish you'd keep your hands
to yourself!" ejaculated Mr Wetherall,

turning round, at last, and discovering a

face as white as the handkerchief that was
round his throat.

To Mr Lyon, who had seen a good deal

of the world, and something of the indif
ferent part of it

,

this sudden ebullition of

temper in a man usually so forbearing and

patient of jests, combined with the altered
hue of the complexion, was a flash of

lightning.
" My dear Wetherall, you're not well,"

said his wife rising, and concluding that
he had been hanging out of the window to

breathe the air.
" I'm very well," replied the husband ;

" give me another cup of tea, as strong as

you can."
" I'm sure you are not," said she, taking

the cup and saucer from his hand, which
were rattling against each other as he held

them out. " Can't you eat your bread and

butter?" said she.
" No," said he. " I'm thirsty, give me

some more tea. I suppose it's time I was

off," added he, as he tossed off the fourth

cup. . .
" It is," replied Mr Lyon, who had for

the last few minutes been standing with
his eyes fixed on him in a state of painful
surprise. " As we're going the same road,
I'll walk part of the way with you."

" I really believe I am not quite well,"
said Mr Wetherall, as he staggered across

the room to look for his hat ;

" have you
any brandy in the house, Eliza?"

His wife fetched him a glass of brandy,
which having swallowed, he said he didn't
doubt but it would set him right ; but in at

tempting to place the glass on the table, he
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"I feel giddy," said he, " and I have a dim
ness before my eyes, but it will go off when
I get into the air ;" and accompanied by
Mr Lyon, who seeing the condition he was
in, offered him his arm, he left the house.

"It's a'singular thing about that letter,"
said Mr Lyon, when they had walked a

little way; "isn't it?"
"Letter?" said Mr Wetherall, interro

gatively.
"The letter found under the grate," re

plied Mr Lyon. " I wonder how it came

there ; or indeed how it ever got to the
house at all."

" Oh, servants' letters are so ill directed
that there are constant mistakes about
them," said Mr Wetherall.

" But it's being ill directed wouldn't
account for its getting under your parlour
grate," returned Mr Lyon ;

" it certainly
was not directed there."

" No, it wouldn't account for that, cer

tainly," answered Mr Wetherall.
" Nor for its coming to the house at all,

you know, when it was legibly directed to

Parliament Street."
" No, it wouldn't," said Mr Wetherall.
" I hope there was no money in it," ob

served Mr Lyon.
" I dare say not," replied Mr Wetherall.

"Nobody said there was, did they?"
" I believe not," answered Mr Lyon," but we shall hear more on the subject, no

doubt. But I must step out now, for I'm
late, so good by."

When Mr Lyon left him, Mr Wetherall
was very near his office, but instead of go

ing straight towards it he turned down
towards Cheapside. He wanted a little
time to compose his countenance and his
demeanour before he presented himself to

what he now apprehended would be the

scrutinizing eyes of his fellow clerks ; for

although it was but an hour and a half
since he quitted them, who could tell what
might have occurred in that brief space.
No doubt, the person who wrote the let
ter, as well as the one to whom it was ad

dressed, would lose no time in applying to

the post-office for an explanation ; and it
would be easily ascertained that it had

passed through his department. To present
himself with an agitated countenance was

meeting discovery half way ; and he felt

that ifhe could only getover this— ifhecouid
but escape suspicion this time, no embar
rassment, no temptation however powerful,
should ever again induce him to risk his
soul's tranquillity on such a fearful cast.

But it is not easy for a man with his
hat over his brow, and his hands behind
his back to compose his thoughts in Cheap-
side, where he stumbled over a truck one

minute, and was pushed off the pavement
the next, and Mr Wetherall, after making
the experiment, found that he was staying
away from his office, which was itself an
offence,and might look suspicious, without
any chance of regaining the requisite com

posure. So he braced his nerves as well
as he could, and walked in.

"Mr Wetherall!" cried one; "Mr
Wetherall !

"
cried another — " You're

wanted directly —Mr Russel wants you—
you're to go to his room—he has sent out
half a dozen times to inquire if you were

come." More dead than alive, Mr Wether
all turned his steps to Mr Russel's room.
" You're late, Sir," said that gentleman in
a tone of displeasure. " I have been want

ing you this half hour to speak about a

very unpleasant affair that has occurred in

your department—But you're ill, Sir,"
added he, observing that MrWetherall had

sought the support of the table to keep

himself from falling.
"I am not very well," answered Mr

Wetherall, passing his hand over his brow.
" Then I had better put off what I have

to say to another opportunity," said Mr
Russel. - -

" Oh, no, Sir," replied Mr Wetherall,
somewhat relieved by this last speech,

which seemed to imply that the thing was

not so very important.
" I feel better now.

There's been no neglect in my department,
I hope, Sir?"

" There has been something very wrong in

your department," replied Mr Russel, " but
I have got to learn who is the delinquent
—but I see you're getting ill again, Sir ;

you had better send for a coach and go

home. Here, Bingham," continued he,

opening a door, "just step here and look

to Mr Wetherall a moment. " You had

better go home, Sir ; what I have to say
will do as well at any other time as now."
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54 SUSAN HOPLEY.

had been suffered about a communication
that was of so little weight, that it would
do as well at one time as another! Such
a tyrant is conscience, and so does it play
the bully with our fears !

However, relieved of his terrors for the
moment, Mr Wetherall declared himself
better again, and forthwith addressed him
self to the business of his office with what
attention he could command.

On the same evening, not long after Mr
Lyon and Mr Wetherall had left the house,

Susan was surprised by another visit from
Dobbs, who, accosting her as before, with
" Here's a kettle of fish !

" announced that
she had had a letter from Mr Jeremy, by
which she learned that the former despatch
had contained a present of ten pounds for
Susan, from Miss Wentworth, who was to
be married in a few days ; and who had
heard from Jeremy of the misfortune the
poor girl had sustained on her first arrival
in London.

" Now," said Dobbs, " that's a loss not to

be put up with ; and I'm going to the post-
office to have it inquired into. But I thought
I'd step round here first, to ask you if you'd
mentioned it to Mrs Wetherall?"

"I did," answered Susan, "but she

knowsnothingaboutit ; and justnow, when
I was taking away the tea things, she told
me she'd been asking the gentlemen about
it ; and they know no more than she does."

" Well, then," said Dobbs, " there's no

thing to do, but to go at once to the post-
office. There's nothing like going to the
fountain head —and the sooner it's done

the more chance there is of the truth com

ing out."
" I should like to go with you," said

Susan, " if Mrs Wetherall can spare me.
I think I'll go and ask her."

" Do," said Dobbs, " for as the money
was yours, you've the best right to com

plain ;" and Susan's leave being obtained,
the two friends were soon on their way to
the post-office ; pausing only for a mo
ment at the end of the street, to borrow
an umbrella of Miss Geddes the milliner,
as it was just beginning to rain.

In the meantime, Mr Lyon, when he
left Mr Wetherall, had proceeded to the
theatre, and taken his seat in the orches
tra, is a state of mind little less agitated

than his friend. He was a roue sort of
youngman, of dissipated habits enough, but
neither bad-hearted nor ill-natured. He
had never taken the trouble to consider
whether the Wetheralls could or could not
afford the expense they were at in enter
taining the pleasant fellows he had intro
duced at their table, nor what might be

the consequences if they were exceeding
their means ; but now that these conse

quences burst upon his view, and that re

flection told him he was in a great degree
the cause of the mischief, he was struck
with terror, remorse, and pity. From the
condition in which he had left Mr Wether
all, he could not help fearing that the

slightest accident would make him betray
himself ; and he regretted very much that
he had not been bolder, and persuaded

him, under the pretext of illness, to stay
from the office, till he had himself tried
what he could do by speaking to Susan on
the subject, to prevent an exposure.

Under these circumstances, it may be

imagined that the instrument he held did
not contribute very much to the harmony
of the evening. He made all sorts of mis
takes ; played when he should have rested,
and rested when he should played ; threw
the leader into a passion, and drove an
unfortunate debutant, whom he was to

accompany in " Water parted from the
Sea," almost insane, by forgetting every
direction he had given him at rehearsal.
At length, finding he was of no use where
he was, and eager to learn what was going
on at the post-office, he pleaded indisposi
tion, and obtained leave to retire.

" I'll make some pretence or another to

go in and speak to Wetherall," thought
he ; and urged by anxiety, he walked at
a rapid pace towards the office. When he
reached it

,

however, he found he had not
made up his mind under what plea he
was to excuse his unexpected appearance ;

for as Mr Wetherall believed him at the
theatre, he would naturally be surprised,
and perhaps alarmed, at so unusual a visit.
Whilst he was considering this matter,
and as he did so, pacing backwards and
forwardsbeforethedoor, two women passed

him, one of whom held an umbrella. As
he was wrapped in reflection, and looking
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till the umbrella happened to come in con

tact with his hat, which it nearly knocked
off. " I beg your pardon," said the woman
—the voice struck him as familiar, and he
turned to look after her. The two women
were just stepping into the office, but the
one that carried the umbrella turned round
to shake off the wet before she put it down
—the light of a lamp at the door fell upon
her face —and he saw that it was Susan !

" Gracious Heavens !" cried he, darting
forward and seizing her by the arm,
" what are you doing here ?"

" I'm only going to speak about a lit
tle business—about a letter, Sir," an
swered Susan, surprised by the vehemence

of his address.
"

Stop," said he " I beg of you to stop
a moment, whilst I speak to you—who is
this woman V

" She's a friend of mine, Sir, Mrs Dobbs,"

replied Susan. " The letter was sent to

her, but there was some money in it for

me, and we're going to mention that it has
never come to hand."

" If you'll leave this business in my
hands, Susan," said Mr Lyon, "I will
undertake to say you shall not lose your
money—you'll oblige me very particu
larly if you'll not stir further in it

,

at pre
sent — I can't explain my reasons to you
now, but—"

" There's no occasion, Sir," replied Su
san, who, from the energy of his manner,
and his evident agitation, began to sus

pect something like the truth—" we'll go
back directly, and I'm very glad I met

you ; I'm sure I wouldn't be the occasion
of anything unpleasant for twice the
money."

" You're a good girl, Susan," said he ;

" and you shall lose nothing by it
,

depend
on it. Say nothing on the subject to any
body, till you and I have had some con

versation ; and if you can persuade your
friend to be equally cautious —"

" I'll answer for her," replied Susan,
and thinking better of Mr Lyon than she

had ever done before, Susan turned her
face homewards ; whilst he, relieved from
present anxiety, resolved not to disturb
Mr Wetherall at the office, but to speak
to him after supper."

" They say there's many a slip betwixt

the cup and the lip," said Dobbs, as Su
san and she commented on what had

passed, "and so I suppose there is be

twixt a man's neck and the halter."
But all was not so secure yet as they

and Mr Lyon imagined.

CHAPTER XIII.

A CONVERSATION IN A MERCHANT'S COUNTING-

HOUSE, AND A NIGHT SCENE ON BLACKFRIABS
BRIDGE.

On the same evening that Mr Wetherall
underwent all the horrors of anticipated
detection, that we have described in the
last chapter, and that Mr Lyon's oppor
tune intervention preserved him from the
imminent danger that threatenedhim, —in

a certain counting-house in Mark Lane,

might be seen an elderly gentleman in
deep cogitation over various letters and

ledgers that were spread on the table be

fore him. The room was one evidently
devoted wholly to business ; a couple of
desks with high stools before them, shelves

loaded with heavy account-books, two

well-worn black leathern arm-chairs, and

a table, also covered with black leather,
on which stood a lamp, formed nearly all
its furniture.

The occupant of the apartment, —for
there was but one, —was a gentleman of
about fifty years of age, of the middle

height, rather stout than otherwise, and
of a cheerful agreeable aspect. He was
attired in a full suit of brown, with gold
buckles in his shoes, his hair well pow
dered, and tied in a queue behind, as was
the fashion of the time, and with the
wristbands of his shirt, which, as well as

the handkerchief round his throat, were

delicately white and fine, just appearing
below the cuffs of his coat.

He was seated by the fire in one of the

arm-chairs, with his left side to the table,
on which rested his elbow, whilst he ap

peared to be deeply considering the con

tents of the papers, to which he ever and

anon referred, comparing some of them

with the ledgers, making notes, casting
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Most of the letters bore a foreign post

mark, but there was one which bore that
of Mapleton.

Several times the gentleman looked at
his watch, and listened, as if expecting

somebody ; and as the hour grew late, and
he impatient, he frequently arose and

took two or three turns about the room.
At length, towards ten o'clock, when a

foot was heard ascending the stairs, he re

sumed his seat, thrust the letters under a

ledger, and prepared to receive his visiter
with composure.

" I'm afraid I'm late, Simpson, and
have kept you waiting," said a tall good-

looking man, in a great coat and com
forter round his neck, who entered the
room with the familiarity of easy ac

quaintance ;
" but I came up by that d—d

coach, for Bess had taken a mash when I
received your summons, and I couldn't

bring her out."
" I'm afraid you are wet," replied Mr

Simpson, stirring the fire, and drawing
forward the other arm chair, whilst the
visiter took off his great coat and com

forter, and hung them on pegs appro
priated to such uses.

"But what's the matter?" said he,
" there's nothing wrong, is there ?"

" How's Miss Wentworth, Sir? in
quired Mr Simpson.

"
Quite well," returned Mr Gaveston,

for it was he ;
" you know we're to be

married in a few days, and she desired

me to say that she hoped you would come

down, and be present at the ceremony."
" I fear that will not be in my power,"

replied Mr Simpson, with a sigh, and

casting his eye on a handsome mourning
ring that he wore on his little finger.

" But what's the matter !" said Mr
Gaveston, without urging the invitation.
" You must have had some particular rea

son for sending for me."
" I had, Sir," replied Mr Simpson, " a

very particular reason." Here he paused,

as if he found some difficulty in announc

ing the motive of his summons. " In
short, Mr Gaveston, I have made up my
mind to resign my situation. I do not
think I can be of any further use here ;

and I propose to retire, and end my days
in the country."

" You don't think of such a thing, I
hope, Simpson," replied Mr Gaveston, with
an unusual appearance of sincerity. "You
have been conducting this business for

many years to the entire satisfaction of

everbody concerned with you; why should

you leave it now?"
"Because, Sir," returned Mr Simpson,

I feel that I cannot henceforth conduct it
to my own satisfaction ; without which
the approbation of others will be of very
little avail to me."

" Why not, .Sir ?" asked Mr Gaveston,
with a less complacent voice and counte
nance. " If you mean because after my
marriage with Miss Wentworth I shall
become sole proprietor of the concern, you
need not throw up your situation on that
account. I am very sensible that nobody
can conduct the business as well as your
self ; and I shall interfere very little with
you, I assure you." '

.
" Nevertheless," answered Mr Simpson,

" I must beg leave to adhere to my reso

lution. You may not propose to interfere
with my management; but as sole pro
prietor, your power will be absolute ; and

things may happen that I may disapprove,
without the means of controlling."

"Nonsense, nonsense, my dear Simp
son," exclaimed Mr Gaveston, assuming
an air of frankness. " I dare say the truth
is you feel yourself ill used— I ought to
have proposed of my own accord to raise

your salary —I know it's not equal to your
merits."

" I have always been quite satisfied with
my salary, Mr Gaveston," answered Simp
son. " If I had not, I had only to have

mentioned the matter to Mr Wentworth,

and he would have met my wishes on the

subject; but I had quite enough for any

single man, and never desired more, whilst

he lived — but circumstances are now

changed."
"Well, then, what do you say to a

couple of hundreds a-year in addition?"
" That it would not make the slightest

difference in my determination. I should

be exactly as much subject to the dis

agreeables I apprehend as I am now. In
short, Sir, to be more explicit, you will
understand my motives better when I tell
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Messrs Raoul and Bonstetten, and also

from the houses of Durand and Co., and
the brothers Dulau, by which I learn that
sums long ago intrusted toyou by Mr Went-
worth to settle the accounts between us,

have never been received ; that we are in
debt to those firms to a very large amount
— so large, in fact, that they have begun
to be apprehensive of our stability, and
our credit totters at Bordeaux —the credit
of a housj, Mr Gaveston, that was never
impeached till now."

The annoyance and confusion betrayed
by Mr Gaveston at this unexpected intel
ligence, are not to be described. A few

days more, and all would have been secure.

From the precautions he had taken, he

had reckoned with certainty on being able

to accomplish his marriage before any
stir was made in this business ; and the

ceremony once over, and he sole proprie
tor of Miss Wentworth's fortune, and the
concern in Mark Lane, he would have had
immediate means of discharging these

debts, and of hushing up the whole affair.
There were reasons of the most powerful
nature, besides the care a man generally
has for his own reputation, that made it
of the last importance to him that this
defalcation, this misapplication of sums
intrusted to his faith, should not come

under public discussion. Investigation,
inquiry, gossip, once set afloat, who shall
say into what port the wind may waft
them ? In what direction might suspicion,
once raised, conduct the curious ? It
was a peril not to be encountered, and
must be fought off at any cost —but how 1

He knew Mr Simpson to be a sturdy,
straightforward, upright man,—a man
whom he feared was neither to be cajoled,
bought, nor intimidated. Nevertheless,
the case was desperate and urgent ; and

hopeless as he considered the experiment,
he resolved to try the first; and if that
failed, to have recourse to the second.

At Mr Simpson's alarming announce
ment, Mr Gaveston had risen from his
chair, and during these reflections had
been pacing the room with an agitated
step, his hands in the pockets of his trou
sers, and his eyes bent on the ground. He
now, however, re-seated himself, and

drawing his chair nearer to the worthy

3:

clerk, he said, " I will not deny that I
had hoped these early imprudences of
mine would never have become known to
you. It was my intention to discharge
those debts as soon as I had the means,
which you know my marriage in a few
days will give me. I shall still do so, and
you need be under no apprehensions of
similar follies recurring on my part. I
have sown my wild oats, and intend hence

forth to be a sober, steady man ; and I
trust, therefore, Simpson, for the credit of
a concern you have so long conducted,
and for the interest of Miss Wentworth
and myself, that you will not refuse to

keep your present situation. I will make

any addition to your salary you desire."
Mr Simpson shook his head. " Your

intentions may be very good," replied he,

"but you areyetayoung man, and—excuse

me—I have heard, much addicted to the
turf and high play. As long as you are

sole proprietor, you may draw upon me

for every shilling the concern yields, and
I must answer your demands; till, at

last, we shall not be able to pay our way,
and the house will stop disgracefully.
Now, I do not choose to involve my char
acter nor my peace of mind in this peri
lous contingency. And as I am inclined
to agree with you, that when I have left

it
,

the concern will be even less likely to

prosper than it is now, I intend recom

mending Miss Wentworth to dispose of it
at once, without a day's delay, whilst it

is in her power to do so. I have made up
and balanced the accounts as they stand,
debtor and creditor; and I have a pur
chaser ready to sign and seal the moment

I get her consent."
" But she's not of age," returned Mr

Gaveston. i

"I shall recommend her to defer her

marriage till she is," replied Mr Simpson
—"or we can throw the business into
Chancery till she can dispose of it."

" Consider the sacrifice ?" urged Mr
Gaveston—" such a business, such a con

nexion."
" The first loss is the least," returned

Mr Simpson. " If the concern gets in
volved, Miss Wentworth's whole fortune

may go to pay the deficit."
" I see but one way," said Mr Gave
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58 SUSAN HOPLEY.

ston, after a pause, "since you are so

mistrustful. Suppose you take a share
in the business—a fourth we'll say. I'll
give you this, and leave the whole ma

nagement of the concern in your hands."
A faint smile might have been observed

stealing over Mr Simpson's features at
this proposal, but he hastened to convert
the expression into a look of dissent.

" I should still be nearly as much at

your mercy, Sir," replied Mr Simpson,
" with the additional disadvantage of hav

ing the savings of my life perilled with
the fortunes of the firm."

"What would induce you to remain,
Mr Simpson ?" said Gaveston. " If my
offer don't satisfy you, name your own
terms."

" They are what you probably will not
accede to, Sir," replied Mr Simpson,
"therefore it would be useless to name
them."

" Name them, nevertheless," returned
Gaveston.

" Half the concern, Sir, instead of a

quarter; and that all payments and re

ceipts of every kind whatsoever be per
mitted to pass through my hands. I dare

say you do not doubt my honour ; besides,

you will be welcome to inspect the accounts
whenever you please."

This was a hard morsel for Gaveston
to digest. Again he started up and walked
about the room, and bit his lips, and knit
his brows ; and as they trembled on his
tongue, swallowed a volley of oaths that
might have shaken the welkin; but ex

posure was ruin in every way —there was
no alternative but to submit.

" As soon after my marriage as I can
come to town," said he, when he had ex

pressed his acquiescence in Mr Simpson's
demands, " I will settle this business to

your satisfaction —in the meantime you
can get a deed drawn up."

" That, Sir," replied Mr Simpson, " can
be done to-morrow ; and if this agreement
between us is to stand, the whole affair
must be arranged, signed and sealed, before
your marriage."

When the conference had terminated,
the triumphant clerk conducted his visiter
with great deference to the door ; and then
with a satisfied smile, and rubbing his

hands'
chair and prepared to write a note. I'll
send a line to Olliphant immediately,"
said he to himself, " to beg he'll get the
deed put into hand early to-morrow morn
ing. He'll be as much surprised at my
success as I am—I couldn't have believed
he'd be so easily frightened, or that he'd

have cared half as much about his reputa
tion ; however, since the poor girl's so in
fatuated that she'll listen to no advice, it's
fortunate there's some hold over him, be it
of what nature it may, I've half a mind,"
thought he, pausing as he was about to ring
the bell, " that I'll take the note myself —
the walk will do me good after that battle.
By the by, there's that letter of Jeremy's,
too, I must attend to to-morrow —it's a

disagreeable business, and one I'm not very
fond of interfering in : I wish I knew the
safest way of setting about it—but I don't
know who to consult—"

and thus solilo

quizing, he put on his great coat, and tell

ing the porter he should be back presently,
he took his way to the solicitor's.

Nothing could exceed the rage that boil
ed within Gaveston's breast at finding him
self thus in the power of a man whom he

at once feared, despised, and respected. He
clenched his hands as he went down the
stairs, and strode along the streets towards
the west end of the town, where he intend
ed to sleep, figuring to himself the joy with
which he could have closed them round the
throat of the man that had found the way
to take such advantage of his fears. He
was astonished too as well as incensed —
" He, too, with all his parade of honesty,"
he said, " is to be bought —a fellow that
hasnousefor money—thatwill never spend

it : but every man has his price."
In this state of mind he felt it was use

less to go to his lodging with the view of

sleeping ; and when he drew near the river,
the cool air from the water blew pleasantly
on his heated brow, and he turned towards
it. He wanted to think—to reflect if there
were yet no way of escaping his dilemma
without such a sacrifice ; and when he

reached Blackfriars Bridge, it looked so

inviting for a nocturnal walk, that he di
rected his steps that way, and began pac

ing backwards and forwards, reviewing
the conversation that had
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 59

regretting his own precipitation, and then
again rejoicing that even that way remain
ed of escaping the eclat and danger of an

exposure.
It was now approaching to midnight,

and his cogitations were undisturbed by
noise or jostle. But two human beings be

sides himself were on the bridge—a wo
man who, with a child on her lap, was

sitting on a stone. She had a bonnet on,
and a shawl, the ends of which were folded
round the infant ; and she sat silently rock

ing herself backwards and forwards as if
in trouble, but she said nothing ; and Mr
Gaveston passed her again and again un
heeded, till the words, " Mamma, I'm so

hungry !
" reached his ears ; and then he

abruptly crossed over to the other side to

escape the interruption to his reflections.
He had not taken many turns here, be

fore he heard the sound of feet approach
ing from Bridge Street. The passenger
was advancing along the side that he had

just quitted, and as he drew near, he per
ceived it was a gentleman. There was

something about the air and carriage of
the new comer that struck him, and he

retired into the shade to observe. A slight

cough and a "hem!" confirmed his sus

picions ; he had heard that voice too re

cently to be deceived. —"It's Simpson him
self !" saidhe. "He'sgoingto Olliphant's
about the deed, I'll be sworn !

" and he

stepped lightly after him to observe his
movements. " He'll drop the letter in the
box and return," thought he—" and, now,
if fortune favours me—" and he grasped
more firmly a stout stick with a thick
knob at the end of it

,

that he held in his
hand—" One good blow, and a heave over
the parapet, and I'm at once revenged and
safe!"

In the meantime, the unconscious Mr
Simpson proceeded on his way. He too

was deep in thought, looking neither to the
right nor the left, till the sound of a feeble

moan from a child, followed by a groan
from a more mature voice, attracted his

attention, and looking back, he perceived
the mournful group whose proximity had
driven Mr Gaveston away. "Poor thing,"
said he, feeling in his pocket for some sil
ver—" I shall return in a minute, and then
I'll give her something — I wish I'd done

it at once : this is a dangerous neighbour
hood for misery at midnight," and he has
tened forward to Albion Place, which is

just at the farther extremity of the bridge,
dropped his note into the solicitor's box,
and hurried back.

" Here he comes !

"
thought Mr Gave

ston, who, concealed in a recess with his
bludgeon poised, awaited his victim. On
came Mr Simpson —but just as he arrived
at the spot where his enemy was lurking
to take his life, the faint outline of a figure
mounted on the parapet caught his eye—
" Gracious Heavens ! It's that wretched
creature going to drown herself," exclaimed
he—and with a loud cry to arrest her des

perate purpose he darted across the road,
whilst the weapon raised for his destruc
tion, descended through the unresisting

CHAPTER XIV.

THE RENCONTKE AND THE DISCOVERY.

Great was Mr Wetherall's relief when the
hour arrived that released him from his
confinement, and from the importunate
eyes of his fellow labourers. As he stepped

off the threshold he turned his eyes back

upon the building which he doubted he

should ever enter again as a free man, and
then with a slow and melancholy pace he

sauntered onwards. He felt that he could
not go home to encounter the anxious

though unsuspecting inquiries of his wife,
nor the scrutinizing questions of Mr Lyon ;

so, instead of bending his steps towards

Wood Street, he turned them in the direc

tion of the river.
The streets were nearly empty now, and

he could deliberate without interruption
on the unhappy situation to which his

folly and crime had reduced him. He was

a man untried in affliction ; for till that

one fatal error had planted a thorn in his

pillow, his days had passed in cheerful con

tentment and his nights in unbroken sleep.

From that moment he had been restless,

abstracted, and occasionally irritable ;

humours so unusual with him, that his
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60 SUSAN HOPLEY.

it ; but the moment was now come when

concealment and denial could no longer
avail —probably the next post— at all
events a few hours must tell her all, and

expose him to the vengeance of the law,
and the scorn of mankind. It was true,
there might be yet time to flee : if he

mounted one of the earliest coaches, he

might possibly reach the coast, and be

across the channel before pursuit could be

commenced. But in the first place he had

no money ; in the second he felt remorse

at the idea of taking care of himself and

leaving his poor wife to bear the horror of
the surprise, and the ignominy of the ex

posure alone ; and thirdly, he hadn't en

ergy for the enterprise. He was utterly
cast down and depressed —what would be

the use of escaping? He could never be

happy. Even if he could find the means

of supporting life, it would not be worth

supporting —and, but for the disgrace and

horror of a public execution, he would have

preferred death.
As he sauntered forwards in this mood,

he kept almost insensibly bending his steps

towards the river —" there," thought he,

as his eye glanced on the broad expanse,
" there is a quiet bed where a man might

sleep ;"—but then rose again the thought
of his poor wife—it was so cowardly to

desert her—to leave her to weather the

storm alone. But on the other hand, would

she not rather—would she not rather know
him dead, and at rest, than see him dragged

a prisoner from his home? than behold
him a culprit at the bar, a criminal at the

scaffold ?
" If we could only escape toge

ther—but the thing's impossible without
money—and wouldn't this be the next best

alternative for her interest, as well as for

myself? She'd be deeply grieved—but
time alleviates all grief when it's unaccom
panied by remorse —and how much better
it were, than to drag her from her home,
her country, her friends, to pass her life
in an exile of poverty and wretchedness,
with a husband disgraced and broken
hearted —a criminal escaped from justice !"

Thus he reasoned, and every glance of the
river became more inviting, and every re

view of life, of such a life as must hence

forth await him, less so.
" She, too, and the world, will see that

I preferred encountering death to shame.

My name will not stand in the calendar
of crime, a disgrace to all connected with
me. At first, they'll think I have fled —
and there'll be a reward offered —and the

police will seek me—and the coast will be
on the alert—but, ere long, the body will
be found and my fate ascertained—there'll
be a little noise about it—a few remarks
in the newspapers—and then the whole
will be forgotten;" and so saying he quick
ened his pace, and walked briskly forwards
towards Blackfriars Bridge. " That will
be the best place," thought he—a leap from
the parapet, and all is done —and since my
mind's made up, there shall be no pause —''

he stepped upon the bridge—" since I
am to die, hesitation wTould be weakness
—and how much better is it thus to die a

death of my own choosing, than to have

my shame and my agonies made a scoff
and a spectacle to assembled thousands!
—Farewell, Eliza," he whispered, as he

prepared to mount the parapet—" fare

well, dear wife ! Forgive me, and be

happy !".
At that moment a cry reached his ears.

Absorbed in his own reflections, he had
looked neither to the right nor to the left
—but, at the sound of a human voice, he

lifted up his eyes and beheld on the oppo
site side of the bridge the figure of a

woman exactly in the very act he had
himself contemplated a moment before:
she too had been for an instant arrested

by the cry, and in that interval he rushed
across the road and caught her by the
dress.

He had scarcely lifted her to the

ground, when a gentleman out of breath
with haste, came running towards him

from the further extremity of the bridge
—" Thank God !" cried he, as soon as he

perceived the group :
" when I lost sight

of her, I didn't know which side she'd

gone down—I was afraid she was in the

water—child and all !"
" I was but just in time," said Mr

Wetherall—" another moment and she'd

have been gone."
" And I should never have forgiven

myself," said Mr Simpson, " that I hadn't

stayed to relieve her the first time I
passed." . .
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 61

During these brief words they were

both supporting the unfortunate woman,
who, either from weakness or agitation,

appeared unable to support herself. " Give
me the child," said Mr Simpson, taking it
from her arms.

" I'm so hungry !" said the little girl in
a feeble voice.

" Oh give her food !" cried the mother —
" or let me die at once —for I cannot live
and hear that cry!"

" She shall have food, and plenty !" said

Mr Simpson —" God ! that such things
should be ! Have you a home ?" he asked.
—" Where can we take you V

" I've no home," replied she—" I've no

roof to shelter myself, nor my child, nor
a bit of bread to give her!"

" Where can we take her?" said Mr
Simpson, abruptly. " She should go home

with me, but I have no woman in the
house —it's so late that no respectable

place will be open —besides, unless they
know us, they will object to let her in. I
don't like to take her to the watch-house."

" She shall go home with me, Sir," said

Mr Wetherall, carried away by his own

good-nature, and the benevolence of the

stranger. " I can give her shelter for to

night at least."
" God will reward you for it," returned

Mr Simpson. "After to-night she shall be

no burden to you—I'll take her off your
hands to-morrow. But I don't think she

can walk—we must look for a coach."
This they had no great difficulty in

finding, and handing her into it
, Mr Simp

son still keeping the child in his arms,
they proceeded to Wood Street ; whilst
Mr Wetherall was so bewildered, and the

current of his ideas so changed, that he

almost forgot his own misfortunes and
the dread he had entertained of meeting
his family. Besides, the presenting him

self, accompanied by the two strangers,
under circumstances that would neces

sarily turn attention from himself, was

very different to going home alone to be

the subject of scrutiny and wonder.
The moment the coach stopped at the

door, Mrs Wetherall, Mr Lyon, and Susan,
rushed into the passage —the first expect
ing to see him brought home ill—the two
last expecting something much worse.

" My dear Wetherall, how you have
frightened us !" cried his wife. " Mr
Lyon was just going off to the office in
search of you."

" Never mind me !" answered Mr Wether
all, " but see what you can do for this

poor woman."
" Whose life your husband has been

fortunate enough to save, with that of her

child," said Mr Simpson, carrying the
little girl into the parlour, where the
mother was laid on a sofa by the fire,
whilst the worthy clerk began rubbing
the child's hands and feet, which were

numbed by cold and starvation ; and when
in a few minutes, by the active kindness
of Mrs Wetherall and Susan, food was

placed on the table, he fed her like a young
bird, bit by bit, lest the too hasty indul
gence of her eager appetite should injure
her.

In the meantime, the circumstances
under which the party had met were nar

rated—and Mrs Wetherall was loud in
her wonder as to what could have taken
her husband to Blackfriars Bridge at that
time of night —" he that always comes

home the moment he is released from the

post-office ! I dare say he never did such

a thing in his life before. Did you, We
therall?'

" I believe not," replied he. " But there
were a great many letters to sort to-night ;

and I came away with such a headache,

that I thought a walk would do me good."
" Do you belong to the post-office, Sir,"

inquired Mr Simpson.
" I do," replied Mr Wetherall, casting

down his eyes, for he said to himself, "you'll
learn that soon from other channels."

"Well," said Mr Simpson, "that is

very singular ! I have been all this day

wishing I knew somebody connected with
the post-office, whom I might consult con

fidentially about an awkward circum
stance that has occurred—but it's a mat
ter I shall not trouble you with to-night.
To-morrow, if you will allow me, I shall

take the liberty of calling, to make some

arrangement for this poor woman and her

child ; and then we can talk it over at our

leisure."
" But Wetherall is out all day," said

the wife.
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62 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" I feel so unwell that I think I shall

not be able to go to the office to-morrow,"

said Mr Wetherall—for he felt in the first

place that he could never go voluntarily
to the office again ; and in the second

place, he couldn't help feeling some cu

riosity to hear Mr Simpson's communica

tion.
Soon after this the worthy clerk took

his leave ; and the poor woman and her

child were conducted to a comfortable bed

that Susan had prepared for them.
" You don't remember me, ma'am?"

said Susan to the stranger, after Mrs
Wetherall had left the room.

" No," replied the other.
" I have good reason never to forget

you, ma'am," returned Susan ; "for you
gave me food and shelter when I needed

it as much as you did to-night."
" Oh, no !" replied Julia, " for you

had no child ! ah, I remember you now,"
said she ;

" and I remember your words,
too, when you refused the five shillings.
I had never known the agony then of see

ing Julia want bread."
" I went to Oxford Street, ma'am, to

inquire for you the first moment I could,
but you had left the lodging, and I couldn't
learn where you were gone," answered
Susan. " But I won't talk more to you
to-night. Please to stay in bed till I come

to you in the morning, and bring you some

breakfast. —Please God, your worst days
are over ; for I think that gentleman, by
his looks, means to be a friend to you."

During the progress of all this bustle
and interest, Mr Wetherall had scarcely
leisure to remember that he was a crimi
nal with the sword of the law suspended
over him ; and that probably after the

post came in on the following morning, he

should be torn from his home, and dragged
away to a prison ; but as soon as he lay
down in his bed, and the world was quiet
around him, whilst his wife slept the calm
sleep of innocence, he, with burning hands
and throbbing brow, was tossing from side

to side in all the agonies of terror and re

morse. How few people, if they had suffi
cient acquaintance with the nature of the
human mind to calculate the sufferings
consequent on crime, would ever commit
it ! and how necessary it must be to edu

cate them into this acquaintance, and to
dissipate the ignorance that veils the future
from their view!

Now, that the excitement was over,
he looked back with regret at the inter
ruption his design had met with—a mo
ment more and all would have been over,
and he at rest. The struggle was past,
his mind was made up—in short, the
worst part of the desperate enterprise was
overcome ; but it was not easy to work his
resolution up to the same point : his suf
ferings returned on him with two-fold
force, but he had lost the energy necessary
to flee from them. In vain, he painted to
himself the horrors of being seized —the
arrival of the police officers —the tears of
his wife—the wonder of his neighbours —
the ill-natured triumph of the discon
tented butcher, baker, and publican, as he

was carried past their doors —the impri
sonment—the trial—the execution. In
vain, he asked himself why it was too late
to escape it all still by the very means he

had intended—the river still awaited him ;
his wife slept soundly, and would never
miss him from her side ; but the rain was
pattering against the windows, and the
wind blew—and it is altogether a different
thing to rise deliberately from a warm
bed to jump into the water from the para
pet of a bridge, to performing the same
feat on the spur of a sudden resolution, and
in the fever of excitement.

In this way, like one of Dante's wretch
ed souls on the burning lake, he tossed

and turned till morning dawned, then came

brief and uneasy slumbers, filled with con
fused and dreadful visions dimly figuring
forth the fate that awaited him, till he

opened his eyes and found that it was broad
day, that his wife had already risen, and
that he was now irretrievably tied to the
stake, the hour for escape being past. " Ere
this," thought he, "the morning mails
are in—and they'll soon be here." And
at every knock and ring, and at every foot
on the stairs, his heart sunk within him.
His wife brought him some breakfast, and
told him she had requested Mr Lyon to
call at the office when he went to rehear
sal, and say he was ill ; and willingly Mr
Lyon undertook the commission ; for he

thought noplace so safe for Mr Wetherall aa
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 03

his bed, where he oould not betray himself,
until he had an opportunity of speaking
to him in private on the subject of the ten

pounds ; a thing he had neither had the
means of accomplishing, nor the resolu
tion to attempt.

But time crept on—the hour for the
arrival of the mails passed —and an inter
val sufficient to admit of the discovery at
the office, and the police being sent in pur
suit of him, elapsed also. The letter, then,
could not have reached the post-master,
and there was another day left at his dis

posal ; and perhaps another night ; and
then he might yet execute his first inten
tion, and leave his shame and his sorrows
behind him.

Under these circumstances, towards
the middle of the day, he ventured to rise
and come down stairs ; and he had not been

long in the parlour, when his wife, who
was standing at the window, announced
the approach of Mr Simpson.

With a cordial and friendly salutation
the good man entered, and was pleased to
learn that the young woman and her
child were still in bed, which Mrs Weth-
erall thought the best place for them at

present, "for," said she, "although I
have made no inquiries about her history
yet, I am sure the poor things have been

for many days exposed to cold and want ;

and that a good warm clean bed must be

the greatest luxury they can enjoy."
" I love and honour you for your good

ness, madam," said Mr Simpson. " How
few of your sex there are, especially of the

young and handsome members of it
,

(and
here by a bow he appropriated the compli
ment to Mrs Wetherall,) would have ad

mitted this poor creature under their roof
and given her a night's lodging, until they
had ascertained the cause of her destitu
tion, and whether her child was born in
lawful wedlock. But you opened your
doors and administered food and shelter to
the wretched, without demanding that po

verty should be perfect, or human frailty,
exposed to temptations that the prosperous
never know, exempt from error. Yours,
madam, is real charity, and I feelhonoured
in having made your acquaintance. With
respect to this poor creature, as you think
she is not yet fit to be moved, and are

willing to give her another night's sh
e
lt

e
r,

I'll not disturb her to-day ; and perhaps
by to-morrow you may have learned
something of her history, and in what
manner 1 can best serve her. That she

is not altogether blameless, is extremely
probable ; but young and pretty as,
amidst all her wretchedness, she is

, I am
inclined to think she need not have been

reduced to the extremity in which wefound
her, if there had not been some virtue left
inher ; and her devotion to her child, to my
mind, speaks volumes in her favour."

After this matter had been sufficiently
discussed, Mr Simpson, turning to Mr
Wetherall, reminded him that he wanted
to speak a few words with him in private ;

upon which hint the lady having retired,
he drew his chair closer to his host, and

having given three taps on the lid of his
gold snuff-box, and refreshed his nose

with an ample supply from its contents,
he drew a letter from his pocket, and

opened the business as follows :—
" The affair that I want to consult you

about is one of a very delicate nature ; and

I must premise, before I begin, that the
communication I am about to make, must
be upon honour, strictly private between
us. It is not that I have so bad an opi
nion of human nature —and still less of

yours, of whose character, as well as that
of your amiable wife, I have formed the
most favourable opinion —as to suspect

mankind of wishing to injure and expose

each other gratuitously; but there are

contending interests and enmities, and
Heaven knows what, in the world, that
one must guard against ; especially where

the reputation, and probably the life of

a fellow creature are at stake. The fact

is," continued he, unfolding the letter he

held in his hand, " there has been some

thing wrong about a letter — a money let

ter, sent from the country by a worthy
friend of mine—at least he was the es

teemed servant of a very dear friend who

is unfortunately dead —and he has writ
ten to me to request I will go to the post-

office, and inquire into the business. The

letter came from a place called Mapleton,
and contained ten pounds; and it was

addressed to a woman in Parliament Street.
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64 SUSAN HOPLEY.

suspicion of the people at the country

post-office, and that he put the letter in
himself. He therefore feels assured that

the delinquent is to be looked for in Lon-
i don ; either at the office, or amongst the

men that deliver the letters. Now, Sir,

no man respects the laws more than I do ;

and I am aware of the great importance
in a commercial country of viewing breach

of confidence as a capital crime. Still, I
confess, I am one of those who think we

are apt to make too free with human life.

Very young men are sometimes placed
in situations of great temptation : a single
error, and perhaps the hope of a family—

! the only son of a widowed mother—a kind
brother, or a beloved husband, perishes on
the scaffold. I know the laws cannot
afford to make these distinctions, nor de-

i scend to the detail of private suffering ;

but, as an individual, before I have re-
. course to the law, I think it my duty to

weigh all these considerations. —I don't
i know, Sir, how far your views on the sub

ject may accord with mine—"
here Mr

i Simpson, who had been hitherto bending
forward, with his eyes directed to the

letter in his hand, raised them to Mr
j Wetherall's face. What he saw there, it

would be vain to attempt to describe.

Whatever it was, it occasioned him to draw
himself up erect ; for a moment his counte-

« nance was fixed in surprise —and then he

stooped forward again, and bent his eyes

on the letter more perseveringly than bo

ll fore—" What I mean to say, Sir, is," con

tinued he, " that I—I—should be sorry —
: I wouldn't for the world be the occasion

of—of anything —" and he stammered,
and got red in the face, and finally broke
down in his oration altogether ; whilst
the unfortunate culprit before him laid his
head upon the table and wept like a child.

Mr Simpson arose and walked to the
window —took out his handkerchief and
blew his nose —and cleared his throat —
and wiped away the tears thatwere gather
ing in his eyes. At that moment there
came a loud double knock at the street

door—Mr Wetherall started from his seat,

rushed to the door of the room and turned
the key, and then, trembling like a leaf
in the autumn blast, he sank pale and
breathless on a chair.

"It is only some women—visiters to
your wife," said Mr Simpson, interpreting
his fear aright. It proved so ; and Mrs
Wetherall being denied, they went away;
but this little shock had broken the ice.

Mr Simpson turned round, and advancing
to Mr Wetherall, held out his hand, say
ing—"Come, Sir, let us talk over this
matter coolly ;" and leading him back to
his former seat, took one beside him —
"

Perhaps," said he, " you have some in
terest in the person who has been guilty
of this breach of trust ?"

But Mr Wetherall was not a person to

have recourse to a subterfuge on such an
occasion. He understood the man he had
to deal with ; and he now opened his

bosom, and poured out the whole truth,
as he might have doneto an earthly father,
or to his Father in Heaven ; and never
was confidence better placed.

" It was

my first and my last crime," said he.
" An urgent necessity, a pressing occasion

for a few pounds, made me do it—but I
have never known a moment's peace since.

So confused, indeed, was I at the time, that
it appears I didn't even destroy the letter ;

and it was found and recognised by our
servant, who, strangely enough, happens
to be acquainted with the woman in Par
liament Street, to whom it was addressed.

I am afraid, therefore, I am not yet even

safe, in spite of your kindness and indul

gence ; for they will naturally speak of
the circumstance, and endeavour to re
cover the money ; and, God knows, I
have not ten pounds in the world to re

place it. In short, to confess the truth,
such has been my imprudence, that I am
in hourly dread of being arrested ; in
which case, whether the letter business is

discovered or not, I shall probably lose my
situation."

"How much do you owe?" inquired
Mr Simpson.

" I'm afraid, almost two hundred

pounds," replied the other.
"Well, Sir," said Mr Simpson,

" you
shall not lose your situation for two hun
dred pounds. For your wife's sake, as

well as your own, I'll lend you the money.
You can pay me byquarterly instalments ;

and the habits of economy that this will
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 65

and bring you round to a more prudent
way of living. With respect to this wo
man, your servant, if you'll give me leave,
I'll speak a few words to her in private,
and find out how she's to be dealt with."

With a heart glowing with gratitude,
and lightened of a load of care, Mr We
therall thanked his benefactor, and retired
to send up Susan to the conference.

Poor Susan entered the room with a

very nervous feeling. She judged from
Mr Wetherall's disturbed countenance and
agitated manner, that she was going to be

interrogated about the letter, and with
what intention she could not tell. Mr
Simpson, for anything she knew, might
belong to the post-office, and her testi
mony might be of the most fatal impor
tance to her master ; and poor as she was,
she would not have been instrumental in
bringing him into trouble for a hundred
times the sum she had lost.

"Come this way," said Mr Simpson,
beckoning her to advance, when she had
closed the door. "You have a friend
called Dobbs, I believe, who lives in Par
liament Street ?"

" Yes, I have, Sir," replied Susan.
" I understand there has been some

mistake about a letter addressed to her V
" Has there, Sir 1" said she.
" So I understood," returned Mr Simp

son. I thought you were awa?e of itV
"No, Sir," answered Susan.
" Come a little nearer," said he. " Are

you not aware that a letter, containing a

ten pound note, which was sent to this
Mrs Dobbs, is missing ?"

" No, Sir," persisted Susan, turning at
the same time very pale." Excellent girl !" said Mr Simpson to
himself. "Then I am to understand,"
continued he, " that you know nothing at
all of the affair in question V

"
Nothing in the world, Sir," answered

she, growing still paler than before.
" But your friend does, I suppose? This

Mrs Dobbs, I dare say, knows all about
it V said Mr Simpson.

" I don't think she knows more about
it than I do," replied Susan.

" Do you mean to say that you don't
think she could give me any information
on the subject V

No. V.

" I'm sure she couldn't, Sir," answered
Susan. -

" Then it would be useless for me to
question her about it V

"
Quite useless, Sir," returned she.

" Well," said Mr Simpson, nodding his
head and smiling, " of course if anybody
has lost any money it will be repaid. How
long have you lived here ?"

" About nine months, Sir," said she.
" You appear to me a sensible, good- i

hearted girl," said he ;
" my name is John

Simpson, and I'm a wine-merchant in
Mark Lane."

" Are you, Sir 'i" said Susan, thrown off
her guard, for she recognised immediately
who she was speaking to.

" Yes," returned he. " Why are you
surprised at that V

" I thought I'd heard the name before,

that's all, Sir," replied she ; for she ap- !

preheuded that the acknowledgment of
who she was would not recommend her
to the favour of her new acquaintance.
" Then you don't belong to the post-office,
Sir?"

" No," returned Mr Simpson. " What,
you thought I did ?'

"I didn't know but you might, Sir,"

J

answered she, casting down her eyes, and

blushing.
" No," replied he—" I'm a friend of

your master's. But what I was about to

say is
,

that my name is John Simpson, and
that if I can ever be of any service to you,
you may apply to me. I've taken a liking
to you."

"Thank you, Sir," answered Susan,

curtseying, as she left the room ;

" Ah !"

thought she, " I should soon lose his fa
vour if he but heard my name."

"I can never be grateful enough for your
goodness, Sir," said Mr Wetherall, when
he learned the result of this interview ;

and I think, considering my obligations,

it would be wrong of me to conceal from

you, that the same motive that took the

poor woman, above stairs, to the bridge,
took me there also."

" Merciful Heavens!" exclaimed Mr
Simpson —" then my opportune midnight
walk has been the means of saving three

lives !"
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66 SUSAN HOPLEY.

that Mr Simpson's effort to save the life
of another, had been the means, under

Heaven, of saving his own.

CHAPTER XV.

MARRIED LIFE AT OAKFIELD —HARRY LEES0K

QUITS IT TO SEEK FORTUNE ELSEWHERE.

When Mrs Gaveston arrived at the age of

twenty-one, she was not unmindful of the

resolution she had avowed at the period of

her father's death, when it was discovered

that he had left no will, namely, to exe-
I cute a deed in favour of Harry, as soon as

she had the power, which should place him

with respect to the property, precisely in
the situation he would have held had

the will been forthcoming ; for she had

been fully aware of her father's inten

tions towards him, and the whole affair

had been arranged with her entire concur
rence.

Previous to her marriage she had made

known her determination to Mr Gaveston,
who appeared perfectly to coincide in her
views ; and whenever she had occasion

ally adverted to it since, as he raised no

objections, she interpreted his silence into

acquiescence. Now, however, the time was

arrived for fulfilling her intentions, and

she opened the business to her husband

one morning at breakfast, by observing
that Harry would shortly be home for the

summer vacation.
" What do you mean to do with that

boy, Mrs Gaveston?" inquired her hus

band. " He's now nearly fifteen, and it's

high time he was put to something."
" That depends on what profession he

selects, I suppose," replied the wife. " If
he fixes on medicine, or the church, or the
bar, he should go to college first, shouldn't
he?"

" Nonsense !" answered Mr Gaveston,
" what should a chap like that do at col

lege, that hasn't a rap in the world ?"
" He'd stand in the greater need of a good

education if that were the case," returned

Fanny. " But I should be very sorry to

think that was Harry's predicament. You
know, Walter, I am now of age ; and it

has always been understood between us,

that when that time arrived, Harry should

be compensated for the loss he sustained

by my father's having left no will."
" Nonsense ! Fanny," replied the hus

band. " How can you be so absurd ? You
don't imagine I'm going to give away ten

thousand pounds to a fellow that's neither

kith nor kin to me."
"But he's both to me, Walter," said

Mrs Gaveston. " I love Harry as if he

were my brother. Besides, I never could

feel happy were I to neglect the fulfilment

of my dear father's intentions."
" There is nothing so absurd, Mrs Gave

ston," returned the husband, " as arguing
a point on which one's mind is perfectly
made up. Now, I repeat, that I have not

the slightest idea of doing what you pro

pose. Therefore we may as well drop the

subject."
"You never made any objections be

fore," replied Fanny. " I'm sure I have

named it to you twenty times, and you

always appeared to acquiesce."
" Because I expected you'd grow out of

your folly, and that opposition would be

unnecessary," answered he.
" I shall never outgrowthe folly of being

just," replied Fanny.
Here Mr Gaveston took up the news

paper which he had laid down when his

wife commenced the conversation, and ap

plied himself to its perusal with an air of

perseverance, denoting that he did not in
tend to argue the matter further. d

" I hope you will not interfere to pre

vent my doing that which I consider so,"

continued Fanny. But Mr Gaveston re

mained silent. " An act," she added,

"which is necessary to my peace of mind.

I have had sorrows enough, Walter ; don't

add another to the catalogue."
" If you choose to coin sorrows out of

every opposition to your will, I can't help

it," said the husband. " When you are

ten years older you'll see the folly of what

you want to do now, and thank me for

preventing it."
" That I assuredly shall not," replied

Fanny. " But I think it extremely im

probable that I shall be in the world ten

years hence to entertain any opinion on

-« -
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has never recovered the shock it received
at my poor father's death, and—"

" I thought it was agreed, Mrs Gaveston,
that I was at last to have some respite from
that eternal subject," said the husband,
throwing down the paper in an angry
manner ; and abruptly pushing his chair
from the table, he began to stride up and
down the room. " It's the sauce to my
breakfast, dinner, and supper ; and I'm
sick of it."

" You wrong me very much," answered
his wife. " Painful as silence very often
is to myself, since you have forbidden the
subject, I never introduce it voluntarily
—but in talking of such a business as this,
it's scarcely possible to avoid it. How
ever, consent to what I propose to do for

Harry, and I'll give you my word, Walter,
I'll never mention it again in your pre
sence."

"But you'll mention it behind my back,
and complain that I don't allow you
liberty of speech, I suppose," said he.

" I am sorry you have no better opinion
of my taste than you have of my pru
dence," replied Fanny. " Whatever causes

of complaint I might have, I hope I shall
not forget myself so far as to entertain my
friends with them. However, I will nei
ther mention the subject before your face,

nor behind your back, if you will comply
with my request in this one instance."

" As I said before," replied Mr Gave
ston, " there is no object to be gained by
arguing a point on which one's mind is
perfectly decided. If you are willing to

have the boy put to some decent trade,
I'll go so far as to pay the fee of his ap

prenticeship ; but as for bringing up a

beggar's brat like that to be a gentleman,
or giving him ten thousand pounds to make
him one, I'll not do it ; and as you have
now my definite answer, I beg I may never
hear any more on the subject," and bang
ing the doorafterhim, he quitted the room.

As the door closed upon him, Mrs Gave
ston clasped her hands, and ejaculated,
" Oh, my father !" and then she relieved
her heart for some minutes, by showers
of bitter tears. After this, having com

posed herself as well as she could, she re

tired to her room, and wrote a letter to

her father's solicitor, Mr Olliphant ; in

forming him, that it had always been her
intention to provide handsomely for her
cousin Harry Leeson ; and now she was
of age, it was her desire to do so still.
That she had reason to apprehend Mr
Gaveston did not acquiesce in her views ;
but she could not feel that his dissent re
leased her from her promise, and an obli
gation voluntarily assumed ; and she there
fore begged that he would take the earliest
opportunity of letting her know what was
in her power, &c. But, greatly to her
disappointment, she had received no an
swer to this letter, when the period of
Harry's vacation arrived.

As the academy was not far distant,
Mr Jeremy, who was sent to fetch him,
took Harry's pony with him, that the
boy might ride home ; and as they jogged
on together towards Oakfield, the worthy
butler told him what he called " a piece of
his mind."

" Now, master Harry," said he, " you're
grown up to a fine young gentleman, and
it's time you learnt a little of what's what,
and who's who, and how you are yourself
situated with regard to these people."

" What people ?" said Harry.
" A certain person," replied Mr Jeremy.

" There's some people, that, like the devil,
one ar'n't over fond of calling by their

names, lest one should see them looking
over one's shoulder —but it's my master I
mean — that ever I should live to call him
so !—but I shan't call him so much longer ;

and would not now but for Miss Fanny's
sake."

" She's not Miss Fanny now," replied
Harry. " I wish she was."

"You may say that, Master Harry,"
replied Jeremy, " and nobody with more
reason ; and that just brings me to what
I wanted to say. As I observed just now,

you're grown up a young gentleman by
this time, and old enough to understand

something of human natur, and that sort
of thing —not that I think the person we're

speaking of has much of that sort of natur
in him ; but such as he has, you must learn

as well as you can to abide by it
,

and make

the best of it
,

for your own sake, and for

the sake of Miss Fanny—for as for calling
her by any other name it's a thing I can't

do."
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C8 SUSAN HOPLEY.

"But what has he to do with me?"asked

Harry, " I'm not obliged to care for him."
"I wish you wasn't," returned Jeremy,

" but he'll find the way to make you care,

or I'm much mistaken —which is a thing
I never was yet in man or woman. You
see, Sir, if your uncle had lived the time
that God Almighty intended he should,
he'd have provided for you handsomely,
I've no doubt ; but them as curtailed his
life, curtailed your fortin ; and that being
the case, you must cut your coat accord

ing to your cloth."
" But the money's all Fanny's, is not

it ?" said Harry.
" Not a bawbee of it," replied Mr Jere

my; " and that's the reason I want to

give you a bit of a caution. If the money
belonged to Miss Fanny, as it should have

done, you might have snapt your fingers
at a person that shall be nameless, for it's
little you have to thank him for ; but

things being as they are, he can make you
or mar you, just as the fit takes him ; and
the bit of advice I want to give you is this,
just to keep in with him, and put up as

well as you can with his figaries, and his
insolence, and what not, till you've got
settled in the world in some way to do

for yourself—and then you may pitch
him to old Nick for what I care, which,
according to my private opinion, is the

place he com'd from."
" Does he behave ill to Fanny ?" in

quired Harry.
" Does he !" ejaculated Mr Jeremy. " If

you'd been home this last vacation you
wouldn't need to ask that. He soon showed
his cloven foot, when the parson had
joined them together for better and worse.
Lord love you ! he's worse to live with
than a Turk, or a Jew, or a heretic !"

" Is he?" exclaimed Harry, alarmed by
the force of Mr Jeremy's imagery.

" Her eyes that was as bright as dia
monds, are dim with tears," said the but
ler, brushing a drop from his own eye
with the cuff of his coat, " and the roses

in her cheeks, that her father was so proud
of 's all washed out on 'em."

" Poor dear Fanny !" said Harry.
" He's no more heart than a flint," con

tinued Mr Jeremy, whose indignation made

him eloquent ; and a tiger's whelp has

more good-nature in his jawtooth than
he has in his whole composition ! so Mas
ter Harry, mind your p's and q's till you
can snap your fingers at him, that's all
I want to say."

Jeremy's advice was excellent, but un

fortunately not easily to be followed by
a boy of fifteen, who had more spirit than

prudence ; and indeed it would have re

quired a very considerable allowance of
the latter quality to endure with patience
Gaveston's tyranny and insolence to him

self, and his hard and arbitrary behaviour
towards Fanny. But as it is quite cer
tain that the most forbearing demeanour

Harry could have assumed, would have
been utterly unavailing towards placating
Gaveston, whose hatred to him was in
grained, his failure made no great differ
ence in the ultimate result.

As Mrs Gaveston still hoped to find the
means of providing for him, or at least of

setting him well afloat in some profession,
she took an opportunity of privately con

sulting him as to which he would select ;

and he told her that as his papa had been

a soldier, he should like, if she had no ob

jection, to be one, too ; and Fanny ac

quiesced willingly in his choice. It ob

viated the necessity of his going to college,

which she much feared she might not be

able to accomplish ; and would remove

him very much from Gaveston's path,
which, greatly as she grieved herself to

part with him, she saw was necessary for
all parties.

One day at dinner, shortly after this
decision, the conversation happening to
turn on the army, Harry said that he hoped
he should be a captain as young as his

papa had been, for that it was when he

was only nineteen, " and as I am only
fifteen now," he added,

" if I get my com

mission soon, perhaps I may."
" I hope you will, Harry," said Mrs

Gaveston. " I should like to see you with

an epaulet on your shoulder."
" How can you fill that chap's head

with such absurd notions, Mrs Gaveston?"
asked her husband. " How's he to get a

commission ?"
" By purchasing it

, I suppose," replied
Fanny ;

" I fear there's not much chance
of getting one without."
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" About as much chance as there is of

getting one with, I fancy," returned Gave
ston. " But it's really high time this sort
of nonsense was put an end to, and that
the boy was made to understand his real
situation, which you take as much pains
to blink from him as if you could prevent
his learning it at last."

" I know I have no money," said Harry,
blushing crimson. " There's no need to

tell me that."
"And, pray, who do you expect will

give you a commission, then?" said Gave-
ston.

Harry looked down upon his plate, and
the tears swam in his eyes, for he did not
like to say he expected Fanny would,
lest he should turn the tempest upon her ;

whilst her face reflected all the poor boy's
feelings ; and as for Mr Jeremy, who was
standing behind her chair, he grasped the

back of it
,

and clenched his teeth, to keep
down the indignation he durst not give
vent to.

" He expects I will," returned Fanny ;

" and with the best reason."
" Then the sooner he is undeceived the

better," replied Gaveston coldly.
" What

I am willing to do for him —and even that
lie has no right to expect — I have told you
already ; and if you did what's right by
the boy, you would have endeavoured to

open his eyes to the realities of life, instead
of filling his head with these romantic and
extravagant notions, which must end in
disappointment. If he chooses to be put to

some decent trade— a boot and shoemaker
for example—there's Wilcox that I deal

with, I have no doubt would take him
for a small sum—indeed, when I hinted
the thing to him, he said he would, to oblige
me— if you, young Sir, can make up your
mind to exchange the gold epaulet you've
been dreaming about for a leathern apron,
and the sword for an awl, I'll pay the fee

of your apprenticeship. If you don't, you
must shift for yourself as you can."

" Then I will shift for myself, Sir," said

Harry, rising from the table, and with a

bursting heart he quitted the room.
" Oh, Walter !" said Mrs Gaveston, "if

you knew how I love that boy !" and she

covered her face with her hands, to hide
the tears that were streaming down her

cheeks ; whilst poor Jeremy, unable any
longer to control his feelings, caught up

a plate and disappeared.
From that moment Harry's mind was

made up. He felt assured that Gaveston
would keep his word where the thing pro
mised was to make other people unhappy ;

and he felt moreover, young as he was,

that after the insults he had received, he
never could condescend to eat the bread
that that man's purse had provided. " No,"
said he,

" I'll keep my hands free, that

by and by, when he has broken poor
Fanny's heart, as I am sure he will do, I

may challenge him, and have a chance of

punishing him for all his cruelty and his
insults by blowing out his brains."

What Gaveston had said, had certainly
the effect of opening the boy's eyes, as he

called it
,

to his real situation. The darling
of his mother, and then the darling of Mr
Wentworth and Fanny, poor Harry had
never had occasion to learn what poverty
and dependence were ; but the lesson was
instilled into him now with all its bitter
ness. He saw that his cousin had no power
to protect nor to assist him ; and that his

presence was only aggravating the misery
of her situation in every way. He com

prehended what she suffered when she saw
him oppressed and insulted ; he found, that
instead of being a comfort to her, he was

only an everlasting source of irritation to

Gaveston, and of dissension betwixt her
and her husband.

It was not without many and bitter tears

that poor Harry came to the resolution of

leaving Oakfield, and throwing himself

upon the world —dear Oakfield, where he

had been so happy, and so beloved ; and
that he had felt to be as much his home,

as if it had been the house of his father.
He thought, too, of that noble and brave

father, whom he well remembered ; and
of his sweet mother, and his kind good

uncle—even Dobbs, and Andrew, and Su
san — the memory of all that had ever

loved him, rushed upon his heart, and

swelled it almost to bursting.
But it was time to think of the future —

that future which is the legitimate inheri

tance of youth, the field of their enterprise,
the arena of their glory, of which it is so
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70 SUSAN HOPLEY.

realities for vivid hopes, and mournful

truths for bright delusions.

There was but one plan he could think
of, and that was to go to London. He had

been there once with his uncle, and had

seen the morning parade of the guards at

St. James's ; and it occurred to him, that
if he went there, he might possibly con

trive to make the king acquainted with his
situation, and that his papa had been a

brave officer, who had fought many bat-
- ties, and had died in his majesty's service.

Then thought Harry, " he couldn't do less

than give me a commission." The first

I step is everything —having accomplished
this, the rest followed naturally ; his pro
motion would be rapid, his feats of bravery

j remarkable —they would inevitably reach
his majesty's ears, and when he was sum
moned down to tea, he had just been com
manded by the king to rise Sir Harry
Leeson.

Engrossed by these visions, Harry felt
himself at that moment quite independent
of Gaveston and his insolence. He reck-

1 oned confidently on the day coming when
he would be his superior, and be able to
render back scorn for scorn, and insult for
insult. Instead, therefore, of presenting
himself in the drawing-room with the sub
dued and mortified air that Fanny had

expected, he entered it with a bright coun

tenance and an erect bearing. She was
relieved, attributing it to the natural elas

ticity of youthful spirits that would rise
again, and fling off sorrow ; and she was

particularly glad, because, in the interval
between dinner and tea, two visiters had
arrived whom she intended to take an op

portunity of privately consulting about

Harry and his fortunes. These were Mr
Olliphant, the lawyer she had written to

on the subject, and Mr Simpson, her fa
ther's old clerk, now a joint partner in
the concern ; she was anxious that they
should form a favourable opinion of the
boy, and it so happened that he never ap
peared to greater advantage. The laurel
wreath he had so lately won was still upon
his brow, his satisfaction at his majesty's
gracious reception was still dancing in his

eyes ; and the glory of his martial deeds,
and the pride of his well-earned honours

pervaded his whole person, tinging his

smooth cheek with a bright carmine,
and lending firmness and dignity to his
carriage.

" How can any one dislike that boy ?"
was the question that occurred to three of
the party as he entered the drawing-room ;

as for the fourth, Mr Gaveston, who had

expected to meet him with a very different
aspect, something like a glimmering of the
truth suggested itself to him as the cause

of the change.
" He has got some project in his head

that's to make his fortune," thought he.
" He has found some fool's ladder by which
he expects to mount to wealth and fame

in a trice ; and he'll be cutting his stick
and away, some fine morning, to seek

them."

Harry had no intention of keeping him

long in suspense. On many accounts, he

felt, that if his project was ever to be exe

cuted at all, it could not be commenced

too soon. He had read in the paper only
that very morning, that the king, who
had been staying at Weymouth, had re

turned to London, where he was to remain
a fortnight, previous to going somewhere
else. Thus there was no time to lose.

Besides, the weather was beautiful, the

nights clear, and the moon at the full.
Then his pride spurred him on to the en

terprise, and urged him away ; and his
fears were not much less active. He could
not tell the moment that Gaveston would

carry him off against his will, and consign
him to some odious master, from whom it

might be no easy matter to escape ; and
the very idea of finding himself in his

enemy's power, away from Fanny or any
body that had an interest in him, was ter
rific. He saw clearly, that, for some reason

or other, he was the object of his intense
hatred, and a secret instinct told him that
Gaveston's hatred was not to be despised.
Since he had been older, and more capable
of reflection and observation, some vague

suspicions had arisen in his mind about
the fall in the pond, and other accidents
that he had been exposed to when in his

company. The notions had first found
their way into his head through some

words dropped by Andrew and Jeremy ;

and now that the antipathy was so evi
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 71

one to stand between him and it
,

he shrunk

instinctively from the idea of finding him
self at his mercy.

The evening passed in general conver
sation, in which Harry, when the stran

gers addressed him, freely took his part ;

and many were the approving glances that

passed between them at the answers and
remarks he made. As the visiters had not
arrived till after dinner, there was a sup

per, which Harry thought by no means

inopportune. He could not tell when he

might meet with another good meal ; and
as he had fared ill at the last repast, he

determined to fortify himself for his jour-
ney> by making himself amends now.

His pride and his hopes kept up his

spirits through the whole evening, till the

moment came that he was to take leave

of Fanny. Then, the feeling that it was
his last good-night, his last kiss to her that
he loved so much, and who so warmly re

turned his affection, almost overthrew his
resolution. He left her, too, so unhappy ;

subject to all the humours and tyranny of

her odioushusband. "But mystayingcan-
not mend that," he said to himself —" I

only make it worse ; and if I can succeed

in my project, and once write to her that I

am comfortably provided for, I'm sure she'll
be much happier, than in seeing me the

victim of ill treatment she can't prevent."
Soon aftor the supper was removed,

Fanny rose to retire ; and he rose too.

Gaveston took no notice of him, but the

visiters shook hands with him kindly ; and
then he followed Fanny out of the room.

They ascended the stairs together, and

when they reached his room door, he threw

his arms round her neck, and said, "God
bless you, dear Fanny !" She thought
his flushed cheek and unusual energy
arose merely from the events of the day,
and she returned his embrace with equal
ardour. She longed to tell him that she

hoped the visit of the two gentlemen be

low, would result in some satisfactory ar

rangement for him, and if he had appeared

depressed, she would have risked doing so

to raise his spirits ; but as it was, afraid
of awakening hopes she might not be

able to fulfil, she thought it better to wait
till she had had some communication with
her father's friends in the morning.

When Harry had shut himself in his
room, the tears he had suppressed in Fan
ny's presence, burst forth, and for some

minutes the pang of parting with her,
seemed greater than he was able to encoun
ter. Then once more he invoked the me

mory of all those who had loved him —his
brave papa,—his dearbeautifulmamma, —
his kind indulgent uncle, —his good and
faithful servants. The grief of a young
heart is so bitter whilst it lasts, that it's a

blessed thing it seldom lasts long. When
the paroxysm, whose violence soon ex
hausted itself, was abated, he arose from
his knees— for in that attitude, with his
face leaning on the side of his bed, he had

wept his last farewell to Oakfield, and re

commended himself, a friendless orphan
as he was, to the care of his Father in
Heaven — took up his little bundle, and

softly descended the stairs. He knew that
it would be much easier for him to get

away unheard before the door was locked
for the night, which in the summer was
not done till Mr Gaveston retired to his
room ; and he, with the two visiters, was

yet at the supper table. So Harry gently
opened the door, and stepped out upon the

gravel walk that surrounded the house.

Here he paused to take a last look at his
once happy home, at the windows of the

room that had been his uncle's, and at the

light that showed Fanny's shadow as she

moved about in her apartment. " Fare
well, dear Fanny !" he whispered, and was
about to move away, when it occurred to

him that he should have left a few lines to

account for his disappearance, and relieve in
some degree the grief and alarm he was sure

his departure would occasion her. He did

not dare return into the house lest he should

meet Gaveston, and his journey be imped
ed ; so with his pencil he wrote a few words
on a scrap of paper he found in his pocket ;

and folding it so as to attract observation,
he placed it on the ledge of the drawing-
room window, and secured it with a stone

from blowing away. Then without fur
ther pause or hesitation, he walked briskly
down the avenue ; and climbing the park

gate, which was already locked, he leaped

into the high road.
When Mrs Gaveston descended from her
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early walk, she found the two visiters al

ready at the door with their hats on. The
moment was convenient for the consulta

tion she desired, for she knew her husband

was gone to take a survey of some land he

was proposing to purchase, and would not

return till breakfast time. She, therefore,
joined them ; and opened the conference

by inquiring of Mr Olliphant if he had re

ceived her letter.
" It is that letter that has occasioned our

visit," replied the lawyer. " We thought
it was much better to see you than to
write ; and we should have been here be

fore, but I was out of town when your
letter arrived ; and my clerk considered the

business of too private a nature for him to
interfere in."

"Well," said Fanny, "you have seen

Harry —what do you think of him V
"I never saw a finer lad," returned the

gentleman. —"And it would be a thousand

pities that his prospects were blighted for
want of a little money," added Mr Simpson.

" Wouldn't it ?" said Fanny, " and that
was why I wrote to you, Mr Olliphant.
Unfortunately, Mr Gaveston does not see

him with our eyes ; but in a case like this,
where I know I should have my dear fa
ther's approbation, I shall venture to act
for myself. What is there in my power
that I can give to Harry V

" Nothing," replied the lawyer —" not a

stiver."
" Oh," exclaimed Fanny, in the greatest

alarm, " you don't mean to say I can do

nothing for him V
" I do mean it

,

indeed," said Mr Olli
phant.

" You must remember that before

your marriage, I pointed out to you the

consequence of marrying without settle

ments, or any arrangement of your pro
perty."

" I do recollect that when you were here

immediately after my father's death," re

turned she, " you said something about it

—but I was in such a state of mind that

I never thought of it again."
" But when Iunderstood you were about

to be married, Mrs Gaveston, I wrote to
you on the subject," said Mr Olliphant.

"Then I never received your letter,"
said she.

Mr Simpson and the lawyer exchanged

glances. " I said everything I could on

the subject," continued Olliphant ; " urged
by my friendship for your father, and my
regard fory ou. Besides, Ihad heard you say
you intended to provide for this boy, and

I thought it right to tell you, that if you
did not do it before your marriage, you
could not do it after."

" I assure you your letter never reached

me," repeated Fanny ; " though, possibly,

if it had, I might still have trusted to be

ing able to do it afterwards, with Mr
Gaveston's consent ; for I never expected
he would oppose it. But you distress me

very much —what is to become of poor
Harry?"

"
Though you can do nothing, my dear

lady," said Mr Olliphant, " here is some

body that's willing to do a great deal, if it

will contribute to your happiness," and as

he spoke he laid his hand on Mr Simpson's
shoulder.

" Yes," said Mr Simpson, blowing his

nose, and clearing his throat, for he felt

something there that almost choked his
voice, when he looked at the wan cheeks,

and listened to the desponding tones of the
once gay and blooming Fanny Wentworth,
the child of the man he had loved so much.
" Yes, my dear," said he, " let no anxiety
about your cousin Harry disturb your
peace. Olliphant and I have foreseen this

day, and have provided against it. I am

aware that it was your father's intention
to give Harry Leeson half the business and
ten thousand pounds. The ten thousand

pounds he shall have when I die ; and the

half of the business is his already. I ob

tained it not for myself —my salary has

always far exceeded my expenditure —but
for him. Everything I have in the world

I owe to your father, and everything I

have shall go to his children."
This was consolation indeed for Fanny ;

the warm pressure of her hand, and the

tears that swam in her eyes, touched the
honest man more eloquently than words.
" I'll run directly," said she,

" and bring
Harry that he may learn the good news,
and thank you himself. I wonder he has
not joined us before this ; but, perhaps, he

thinks we're talking of business. Harry,
dear," said she, gently opening the door
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 73

not up yet?" for the curtains of his bed

were still drawn —but as she received no

answer, she stepped into the room. The

bed had evidently not been slept in : she

flew down stairs—" Who has seen Harry
Leeson this morning?" No one. The

truth flashed on her mind. " He's gone !

He's gone !
"

she cried, rushing towards

the portico.
"And here is his farewell," said Mr

Olliphant. " I was looking at the clematis

by the drawing-room window, when this

bit of paper caught my eye, and I took it

up without reflection. It has evidently
been placed there for you."

" Oh, how unfortunate !
" exclaimed

Fanny. " When he might have been so

happy !
"

" Never fear," said Mr Olliphant.
" We'll find him again. We'll publish a

reward, and put an advertisement in the

papers inviting him to return ; and in the

meantime, you had better send out some

of your people on horseback to search the

country for him."
" He's gone to Lunnun, as sure as my

name's John Jeremy," said the butler —
" all boys think they can make their for-

tin there."
The measures proposed were adopted,

but without success. Harry Leeson was

not to be found.

CHAPTER XVI.

JULIA BEGINS TO RELATE THE HISTORY OF HER

PARENTS.

" I will tell you nothing but the truth,"
said Julia, in answer to Mrs Wetherall,
who in compliance with Mr Simpson's
directions, had requested her to commu

nicate as much as she might think proper
of her history, in order that he might the

better know how to serve her ;
" but to en

able you to comprehend my story, I must

first give you some account of my parents.
—I almost fear to begin," she continued,
after a short silence, and wiping away the

tears that were gathering in her eyes—
" you will repent of your charity, and of

having sheltered such an one as I am un
der your roof."

"Indeed, I shall not," returned Mrs
Wetherall ; " you have nothing to fear on
that head, either from me or my husband.
And if you had things to tell me twenty
times worse than I am sure you have, I
should still have reason to bless the chance

that brought you here ;
"—for Mr Wether

all, partly to relievehis own mind, and part
ly to engage his wife's cooperation in the

plans of retrenchment that he projected
immediately commencing, had, in the

course of the evening after Mr Simpson's
visit, confessed to her his guilt, and ac

quainted her with his miraculous escape

from detection, and with Mr Simpson's

generous offers of assistance ;—" I mean,
because it has been the occasion of our

knowing Mr Simpson," she added, ob- ;

serving that Julia looked surprised, "who
my husband says is one of the best of men,

and has already done us a great service.

So proceed, and tell me whatever you please

without apprehension.
" My father," continued Julia, " was

the only son of a tradesman, who aspired
to bring him up to the Church, and with

this view gave him the rudiments of an

excellent education ; but before this could

be completed, or the young man ordained,

misfortune, sickness, and death, overtook ;

the parent, and the son was left alone in
the world to shift for himself.

" It happened that my grandfather had

an acquaintance in the way of business at

Nantes ; and this person, who came over

occasionally to make purchases of English
merchandise for his trade, had been com

missioned by a brother-in-law of his, who

kept an academy, to look out for some

young man who would be willing to un

dertake the situation of English teacher

in his establishment ; which was chiefly

supported by the mercantile class, who

having considerable intercourse with this

country and America, made it a point that

their sons should be taught the language. I

" On learning the death of his friend and

the overthrow of my father's prospects,

this gentleman proposed the situation to

him, and advised him to accept it ; which,

after consulting the few friends he had on

the subject, he finally did, and accompany

ing the stranger abroad, was installed at

once in his office.
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74 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Here he remained for two years, with
little to complain of, except that his salary
was too low to allow him to lay by any

thing for future contingencies ; but at the

end of that period, the master of the estab

lishment died, and poorValentine, (that was

my father's christian name,) was thrown

once more destitute, on the pity of the

world. He had, however, by this time,
so far improved his acquaintance with the

language, that he thought himself fully
competent to undertake the office of French

teacher in an English school ; and he pro

posed to return to his own country with
that view ; but whilst his departure was

delayed by the want of sufficient funds for

the journey, a certain notary called Le

Moine, a relation of one of his pupils, of

fered him employment. This gentleman,
whose business lying amongst the mer

chants, frequently had deeds, agreements,

and processes, brought before him where a

knowledge of English was requisite, want
ed a clerk who understood both languages ;

and engaged my father at a comfortable

salary in that capacity. Here he was well
treated, and might have lived very happily,
but that one circumstance interfered with
his tranquillity.

" Monsieur Le Moine had an only daugh
ter, of whom he was extremely fond and

proud, for whom he destined the little for
tune he was acquiring by his professional
labours, and whom he aspired to see well
married. Myfather, however,had notbeen

many months under Monsieur Le Moine's

roof, before he perceived that this young
lady regarded him with a too favourable

eye. Numerous were the excuses she

made to visit the office to inquire for her
father, when she knew he was not there,

to get a pen mended, or to ask for a sheet

of paper ; and when Valentine was alone,
she would linger on one pretence or an
other, drawing him into conversations and

discussions, which she invariably contriv
ed to turn on the subjects of love and mar

riage. However flattered the young man

was by his conquest, as soon as he per
ceived her prepossession, he took every
pains to avoid giving it encouragement,
aware that it could only be to him a source

of fresh misfortunes. He was quite certain,
that so far from consenting to his union with

his daughter, the very first suspicion of
her attachment would be the signal for his
immediate dismissal from Monsieur Le
Moine's service. He was by no means in
a situation to take a portionless bride, had
he even been so much in love as to con
template marrying the young lady with
out her father's approbation ; added to

which, the obligations he lay under to

Monsieur Le Moine made him recoil from
any such idea. It must also be admitted,
that these good principles and prudential
views were considerably fortified by an
attachment he had formed for the youngest
daughter of the lately deceased school
master—an attachment which, though
mutual, was scarcely likely to terminate
more happily than the other, both parties
being penniless, and the young lady's sur
viving parent utterly averse to the con
nexion. The lovers, however, contrived

occasionally to meet and walk together in
the suburbs and remote parts of the town;
and sometimes a little note or a confiden-
tialmessenger would give Valentine a hint,
that the mamma and sister were to be ab

sent from home at a certain time, and that

Ma'm'selle Aurore would be alone.
" The continued insensibility my father

testified to the regard of the notary's daugh
ter, together with some other circum

stances, at length induced her to suspect
that his heart was defended by a previous
attachment ; and being a girl of high spirit,
and strong passions, her wounded pride
and disappointed affection urged her to

various stratagems to penetrate the secret ;

but as Valentine and his mistress were,

from the necessity of their position, ex

tremely cautious, her endeavours were for
a long time fruitless. At length, how

ever, accident seemed disposed to favour
her curiosity. Monsieur Le Moine hap
pening to be called to Paris on business,
Julie was at liberty to indulge her incli
nation, by spending more of her time than

usual in Valentine's company ; and, one

day, when, on some pretext or another,
she was lounging in the office, a little boy
entered, and gave the young clerk a note,

on opening which, she observed him to

blush and look confused.
" 'Very well,' said he to the messenger,
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

' that will do—you may go ;' and, con

scious of his own embarrassment, and that
Julie's eye was upon him, he threw the
note with an air of affected indifference
amongst other papers on the desk at which
he was writing, intending, the moment
she left the room, to destroy it. But she

had seen enough in his manner to awaken
her suspicions, and she resolved not to

quit her ground till she had satisfied them :

so drawing a chair to a part of the room
where she had full view of Valentine and
the papers, she took down a volume of the
Causes CeUbres,\haX, with other law books,
stood upon the shelves, and seating herself

began to read, or at least to pretend to do

so ; her whole attention, in effect, being
fixed on the young clerk and the note.

" In this way they had sat some time,
he wishing her away, and she plotting how
to get a sight of the billet, when a foot
man opened the door to say that Monsieur
le Comte d'Emerange was below in his
carriage, and begged to speak to Monsieur
Le Moine or his clerk.

" There was no alternative —Valentine
could do no otherwise than go on the in
stant ; and he had neither courage nor
presence of mind sufficient to destroy his
note first, or to take it with him.

" No sooner had he closed the door,
than like a hawk on her prey, Julie darted
on the paper, and with an eager eye de

voured the following words :—
" ' Come to me when your office closes

—I shall be alone to-night, and to-mor
row night ; Aurore

" When Valentine returned, he found
Julie sitting exactly as he had left her—
and as he took his seat at the desk, he

glanced his eye over the papers, and saw
the note lying just where he had thrown
it. ' I was mistaken,' he said to himself,
' she has no suspicion ;' and he took up
his pen and continued his work, whilst
she, shortly afterwards, with an air of per
fect indifference, left the room.

" It so happened, however, that on that
particular evening, Valentine was unable
to avail himself of his mistress's invita
tion, being underthe necessity of preparing
some papers of importance, for a cause

that was to come on the next day. He,
therefore, sent a note to her to that effect ;

75

at the same time, promising to be with
her on the following evening.

" In the meantime, Julie was eager
with impatience, for the moment that was
to satisfy her suspicions, and would, per
haps, moreover, afford her the means of
revenging the mortification she had en

dured on her happier rival ; for many in
dications led her to believe that the inter
course, of whatever nature it might be,
was clandestine, and she did not despair
of finding some way to break it off.

" When the usual hour for closing the
office approached, she dressed herself in a

black gown, shawl, and bonnet ; and seat

ing herself in an apartment, that, with the

door ajar, gave her an opportunity of see

ing whoever went in or out of the house,
she awaited Valentine's movements. But
the usual hour arrived, and passed, and
Valentine still wrote on. The clock struck

again and again, till at length she counted
twelve. ' He can't mean to go,' thought
she, 'or has he any suspicion I am watch

ing him?' and she arose softly and extin
guished her light, that when Valentine

opened the door, he might have no reason
to imagine her up so much after her cus

tomary hour for retiring. It was some

time past one, and Julie was beginning to

think that she might as well go to bed in
reality, as it must be too late for any ren
dezvous that night ; when she heard the

door bell ring violently and saw Valen
tine, a moment afterwards, on the sum
mons being repeated, pass through the

passage to answer it. Who the stranger
was she could not see, nor could she dis

tinctly hear what was said —but the voice
was a man's, and she fancied she distin

guished the words, ' Come, come quickly !'

At all events, they were but few, what
ever they might be—the interview was

momentary —Valentine returned hastily
into the office, snatched up his hat and
cloak, and accompanied the stranger from
the house.

" ' She has sent for him !
'

exclaimed
Julie; and, furious with jealousy, she

rushed out after them. The feeble light
of the street lamps only just enabled her
to discern two figures moving rapidly
away, and she ran lightly on, till she was
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76 SUSAN HOPLEY.

losing sight of them, trusting to her black
dress and soft step, to protect her from
observation. One walked rather in ad
vance of the other, and as they were both
about the same height, and both wore
dark cloaks, she could not distinguish
which was Valentine, and which the stran

ger—but she fancied Valentine was the
last.

" On they went—so fast, that it was
not without considerable difficulty Julie
succeeded in maintaining her distance—
through street after street they hurried,
till they reached the outskirts of the town,
and there they stopped at a small villa,
the door of which being ajar, they entered

and disappeared.
" 'Here, then, she lives,' thought Ju

lie, as she drew near to survey the pre
mises — ' the rest I shall easily discover—
whether she be maid or wife ; and she

shall pay a heavier price for her pleasure
than she dreams of ! But now I must
return, for Valentine will doubtless stay
till morning, and I can't remain here all
night ;' and the excitement being some

what abated, she began to contemplate
with terror her lonely situation, the hour,
and the distance she had to retrace." Just, however, as she was turning
away, she was startled by the sound of a

foot, and on looking round, she perceived
one of the figures that had entered, come

out again, close the door, and move rapidly
back towards the town ; but whether it
was Valentine or the other she could not
discern.

" ' At all events, I'll keep near him,'
thought she. 'It will be a protection,
whichever it is—besides, if it is Valentine,
I may be returning with half my er
rand, if I don't trace him further.' Who
ever it was, he walked back even faster
than he had come, and she was frequently
obliged to run, to keep him in view. He
returned by the same way, till he reached
the heart of the town —he then turned
down a narrow street, —stopped at the
door of a small inn or public-house, where
there was still a light glimmering through
the windows, knocked with his knuckles
against the door, which being presently
opened, he entered, and she saw him no
more. Whilst he was waiting to be ad

mitted, the town clocks struck three, and
the commencement of a heavy shower of
rain warned Julie to hasten away. ' That
is not Valentine,' said she to herself — 'he
has remained at the villa with his lady —
this was but the messenger that was sent

to fetch him,' and she returned to her
home, where Madeleine the maid-servant,
whose services she secured by a few francs
opportunely administered, let her in. She

went to bed, possessed with rage and

jealousy ; and passed the sleepless hours
till morning, meditating plans of ven

geance to be wreaked on her happy rival.
With the first dawn of light she arose.

She felt an irresistible desire to return to
the villa—to survey it by daylight —find
out by whom it was inhabited, and per
haps detect Valentine in the very act of
leaving it clandestinely. She dressed her
self hastily, and having warned Madeleine
not to be alarmed at her absence, she hur
ried along through the streets she had
carefully marked the night before, and
soon -drew near the spot, where she did
not doubt the man she loved was happy
in the arms of her rival.

" The front of the house looked on the
high road, the back into a garden ; and
on each side of the main door, there was a

small door in the wall which led into it.
One of these was locked, the other, which

opened into a little alcove, was not ; and
she lifted the latch to take a peep at the

garden, and to observe if there were any
outlet on that side, but there was none.

The garden was not large, but it was care

fully cultivated, and surrounded by a

wall of middling height. ' He must, then,
come out by the front,' thought she ; and
she took up her position in the recess

formed by the garden door that was lock

ed, determined to await Valentine's ap

pearance. She had not waited long when
she heard the door of the house open, but
instead of the person she expected to see,

there came out hastily, two women, appa

rently servants, who being neither young
nor handsome, had not the air of rivals to
be feared. Whoever they were, however,

they set off with all the speed they could
command towards the town, and were
soon out of sight.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Julie's attentive ears distinguished a sound,
that appeared like the opening of a win
dow at the back of the house ; and pre
sently afterwards, the sound of feet on the
other side of the door she was leaning
against—the latch was lifted and an effort
made to open it

,

which proving ineffectual
the feet retreated. She expected to see

the person, whoever it was, (and she had
little doubt but it was Valentine,) emerge

from the other door ; but in this she was

disappointed. The feet continued to re

treat till the sound ceased altogether.
" If it were, as she suspected, Valentine

taking his early departure, which way
could he escape ? She felt almost certain
from the short survey she had made, that
there was no back door. ' He has got out
of the window, and will climb over the
wall ;' and as the idea rushed into her

mind, she darted to the other door and

opened it. There, sure enough, she saw
what she was looking for. Valentine was

at the top of the wall; and before she

could make a step towards him, he had

leaped down on the other side. ' Perfi
dious traitor ! Barbarous villain !' every
epithet of abuse she could think of, was
lavished on him at this confirmation of
her suspicions ; forgetting, as ladies are

apt to do on these occasions, that he had
never made any vows to her. However,
her objurgations were squandered on the

vacant air. Valentine was beyond her
reach, and she had only to debate whe
ther she should return home the way she

came, or remain where she was, till she

had made some discovery with respect to
the inmates of the house. After some de

liberation, her desire to meet Valentine, to

confront him, to hear what excuse he

would make for staying out all night, de

termined her to the former measure, and
she retraced her steps as fast as she could.
When she reached home, he had not yet
arrived ; but secure that she should see

him ere long, she desired Madeleine to

bring her a cup of coffee, and sat down
at the window to watch his approach, and
meditate her plans of vengeance. But
hour after hour passed, and no Valentine

appeared ; and to account for his absence,

I must now relate his part in the adven
tures of the night.

" Anxious to finish the work he had in
hand, he had sat up far beyond his usual
hour, and was still diligently plying his

pen through the concluding lines of the

document he was preparing, when he was
roused by the loud and hasty summons of
the bell, which has already been alluded

to. At first, imagining from the lateness

of the hour, that it was either a mistake,
or a piece of mischief of some wanderer of
the night, he did not move ; but a second

peal, louder than the first, succeeding, he

hastened to the door to inquire the cause

of so unusual a disturbance.
" 'Is this the house of Monsieur Le

Moine?' eagerly asked a man who stood

there, muffled in a blue mantle and a

slouched hat.
" ' It is,' replied Valentine.
" ' Then come quickly,' cried the man,

seizing his arm as he spoke — ' the patient

is dying of a wound —there is no time to
lose —bring with you what is needful ;

and in the name of God make haste !
'

" ' I'll only fetch my hat and cloak,'
said Valentine, who concluded that the
service required was to draw up some tes

tamentary document of importance, and
that as Monsieur Le Moine was absent he

must supply his place as well as he could.

Equipping himself, therefore, in haste,

and thrusting a sheet of parchment in his

pocket, without stopping to ask more

questions, he set off after the stranger,
who, at a rapid pace, conducted him to

the house to which Julie had followed
them, pushed open the door, and without
even waiting to shut it

,

ascended the stairs

by the light of a small lantern which he

drew from under his cloak —unlocked a

chamber door, made a sign to Valentine
to enter, which he had no sooner done,

than he instantly closed it upon him, say
ing, ' You'll see what's necessary ;' and
turning the key, was heard descending
the stairs as fast as he had mounted them.

" Alarmed by so strange an adventure,
and fearing he had been lured into a snare

by a villain for some desperate purpose,
he used every effort to open the door, but

in vain. He then rushed to the window,
threw it open, and called as loudly as he

could for aid, but no sound answered his

appeal.
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78 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Whilst he was still looking out of
the window, endeavouring to discover by
the imperfect light how he was situated,
and whether there was any chance of es

cape that way, by letting himself down to

the ground, he fancied he heard a slight
movement in the room behind him, and

turning suddenly round to investigate the

cause, he, to his horror, beheld by the light
of a night lamp that stood on the table, a

ghastly figure of a man in a bloody shirt
and night cap, peeping out between the
curtains of the bed, who, the moment Va
lentine's eye met his, let go the curtain
and disappeared.

" Transfixed with fear and horror, the
young man at first stood motionless, star
ing on the curtains, from between which
he expected again to see the fearful appa
rition emerge ; but all remaining quiet,
he presently ventured to cast his eyes
round the room, to ascertain if there were
any one else in it besides himself and the
figure he had seen ; but perceiving no one,
he next summoned courage to advance to
wards the table, take up the lamp, and
approach the bed.

" Valentine was young, and his situ
ation was so extraordinary, that he may
be excused for hesitating some time be

fore he ventured to withdraw the curtain ;

when, however, at length he did so, there
lay the person he had seen, to all appear
ance, dead ; at least, he would not have
doubted his being so, had he not given
signs of life so lately. His eyes were
closed, his mouth open, his face of a ghast
ly hue, and both the sheets and his own
person smeared with blood.

" ' In the name of God, Sir,' exclaimed
Valentine, ' what is the meaning of this,
and for what purpose am Ibrought hither? '

but the man not only made no answer,
but he showed no symptoms of hearing
that, or any other question Valentine put
to him ; and after contemplating the body
for some time, he came to the conclusion,
that the exertion the person, whoever he

might be, had made in rising to look
through the curtains, had been a last effort
of nature, and that he was now really
gone.

" But now again recurred the ques
tion, for what purpose had he been brought

there to be shut up in a room with this
dying stranger, —where were the friends,
where the attendants that should have
surrounded the bed? The bed, too, of
ease and affluence ; for there was nothing
that indicated poverty or destitution. On
the contrary, the house appeared a good
one, and was situated in a respectable quar
ter ; and thefurniture of the apartment he

was in, was not only handsome, but abun
dant. Had the occupant of the bed been

murdered ? But no ; it did not seem pro
bable, that, in that case, a notary of all
persons should have been sent for, unless
by the friends of the victim ; and none

such appeared : so that he rather con

cluded the stains about the linen proceed
ed from the patient's having been lately
bled.

" Again he examined the room, the win
dow, and the door ; but without finding
any means of escape. He remembered
he had a clasp-knife in his pocket, and
thought that by its assistance he might pos

sibly pick the lock ; but it broke in the
attempt : so having tried all he could with
out success, he saw nothing left but pa
tience, and resolved to compose his mind
as well as he could, and sit down quietly
to await the events of the morning." In spite of his unpleasant situation, he

had not sat long, before he fell into a

doze, from which he was aroused by what
appeared to him some movement of the
person in the bed. Hastily he started
up, and seizing the lamp, drew aside the
curtain —but all was still as before. Again
he spoke—but no sign of life was given ;

so concluding it had been fancy, he once

more composed himself in an easy chair,
where, fatigue soon overcoming him, he
fell into a sound sleep, from which he did
not awaken till he was aroused some

hours afterwards by a knocking at the
room door.

CHAPTER XVII.

JULIA CONTINUES THE HISTORY OP HER PARENTS

AS FOLLOWS.

"'Come in,' cried Valentine, suddenly
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 79

_ he was; upon which injunction the handle
was turned, and efforts made to open the
door.

" ' The door's locked, Sir, and the key's
inside,' replied a female voice.

" ' Locked !' cried Valentine, rousing
himself, looking about, and beginning to
recall the events of the night — ' My God !

I remember now—so it is. For Heaven's
sake, get the door opened, and let me out !'

He then heard the woman move away,
and presently return with another ; and

by their conversation he made out that

they were searching for the key, wonder

ing what had become of it
,

and how the
door should have been locked. After an
interval they both assured him that the

key must be inside, as they had sought
for it in vain.

" ' My good woman,' exclaimed Valen-

] I tine, ' I tell you I am locked in. I was
brought here in the middle of the night,
for what purpose I can't guess, and shut

| into this room. I heard the man that
lured me hither turn the key ; and all

I beg of you is
,

to send for some one to
break the door open, and let me out.'

" After this, he heard the women whis
pering and tittering together; and then
they went away, and all was silent.

" Having waited some time in expecta
tion of their return, he looked about for

, a bell ; he found one, which he reached
by mounting on a table, for the cord was

> cut short ; but he rang it in vain. He
then made a noise at the door, and tried
to kick it open ; but no sound indicated
that there was any one in the house but

, himself. Desperate at the delay, and un
certain whether the women would return

j .or not, he next rushed to the window, and
threw it open, resolving to jump out at

j all risks, rather than longer submit to this
mysterious imprisonment. Now that it

- was light enough to distinguish surround
ing objects, the feat did not appear so dif-

: ficult as he had imagined. The window

j looked into a garden, and immediately
beneath was a flower-bed of soft earth,

j

which would serve to break his fall ; and,

accordingly, he succeeded in reaching the

ground uninjured. His next object was
to get out of the garden, and he tried the

only door he saw, but it was locked.

Every moment his eagerness to escape in
creased —he could not tell what trouble
and delay might await him if found where
he was ; so, without seeking further, he

climbed over the wall. On the other side

were fields which led by a back way into
the town ; and with all the speed he could
command, he hurried across them, resolv
ing to go straight to a justice of peace,
and tell his story ; aware of the importance,
under such mysterious circumstances, of

being first heard, and demanding an in
vestigation himself.

"The way by the fields was shorter
than by the road, and he preferred it

,

as

there was less chance of his being met by
any one before he had accomplished his

object; but there were several dykes and
enclosures in his path, and unfortunately
in leaping a wall, having failed to observe

a ditch on the other side, he fell and

sprained his ancle.
" The pain was so intense, that to move

was impossible, and there he sat, cursing
his hard fate, and as anxious to be dis
covered by some passenger, as he had been

a moment before to avoid observation.
" A heavy half hour he had passed in

this painful situation, when he was cheered

by hearing the voices of persons approach
ing by the way he had come, and he made

an effort to get upon his feet to ask their

assistance ; but before he could accomplish
his purpose, a man suddenly leaped over
the wall, who, the moment he set his eyes

upon him, called out, ' Here he is
,

the

rascal, crouching in a ditch,' and imme

diately seized him by the collar.
" ' Bring the fellow along !' cried two

others, looking over ; and without mercy

they roughly pulled him out of the ditch.
" In vain he attempted to explain his

situation, and the accident he had met
with ; not a word would they listen to ;

but reckless of his expostulations and the

pain they were inflicting, they dragged
him over the wall, and back across the

fields to the house he had so lately escaped

from ; where, flinging him into a dark

closet, two of them departed, leaving the

third to keep guard at the door, with strict

injunctions, rather to take his life than

let him away.
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80 SUSAN HOPLEY.

to induce the man outside to throw some

light on the mystery that seemed to be

thickening around him, he at length re

signed himself to his fate, and stretching
himself on the floor, in as easy a position
as the limited dimensions of his prison

would admit, he resolved to await the re

sult with what patience he could.

"He had passed about two hours in
this situation, when he heard the voices

of several persons entering the house ; and

one of them having inquired of his gaoler
' if all was right,' and being answered in
the affirmative, they proceeded up stairs.
In about a quarter of an hour afterwards

the closet door was thrown open, and he

was desired to come out ; but by this time,
his leg being so swollen that he was ut

terly unable to move, they placed him in

a chair, and so carried him up stairs

to the room in which he had passed the

night.
" The occupant of the bed was still

there ; but though looking as ghastly as

ever, he was not dead. He was sitting
up supported by pillows, and on one side

stood a gentleman, whom Valentine re

cognised as an eminent surgeon of the

city; and on the other a priest. At a

small table, near the window, sat a grave,

elderly man, in the costume of a justice
of peace ; and beside him, one younger,
apparently his clerk, before whom were
materials for writing. Two women, and

the men who had pursued and brought
him back from the fields, were also-pre
sent.

" The chair in which Valentine had been

conveyed up stairs was set down at the foot

of the bed, amidst a general silence that be

spoke the awe and wonder of the assistants.

Every eye was turned towards him, and

amongst them the glazed and lustreless
orb of the apparently dying man. As he

gazed on the features of the amazed and

agitated youth, a faint and transitory flush

passed over the blood-forsaken cheek, and

for a moment the dead eye shone with an
unnatural light ; slowly and with diffi

culty he raised his feeble arm, and point
ing his fore finger to Valentine, he ex

claimed, ' That is the man !'
" ' Bring him forward !' said the justice,

and they lifted the chair and placed it

nearer to the table. 'Now, Sir,' conti
nued he to the sick man, ' are you pre

pared to swear that that man is your as

sassin V
" ' I am,' replied the other.

Good heavens! Sir,' —eagerly inter

rupted Valentine.
" ' Silence !' ejaculated the magistrate,

' and wait till you are interrogated.
Write down, Bontems,' addressing the

clerk, ' that the accuser swears to the

identity of the criminal ;' and then turning
to Valentine, he inquired his name and

address.
" My name is Valentine Clerk, and I

am employed in the office of Monsieur le

Moine, who resides in the Rue de Mous-

seline,' replied the prisoner.
" ' That is true,' said the surgeon, ' I

recognise the young man's face.'
" The justice then turning to Valen

tine, urged him, according to the then

custom of French criminal jurisprudence,
to make a confession, since the circum
stantial evidence against him was so clear,
that there could be no doubt of his guilt.

" ' If by a confession you mean a rela

tion of the events of the past night,' re

plied Valentine, ' and of the circumstances

that have placed me in a situation I am

quite at a loss to comprehend, I will will
ingly give you all the information I am able ;

and I trust, strange as it may appear, that

you will listen without prejudice to my

story. And you, Sir,' he added, turning
to the sick man, ' I beseech you to pause

before you swear away the life of an in
nocent person. You are, perhaps, on the

threshold of the grave yourself —do not,
in your eagerness for vengeance, or for

justice, drag a victim with you thither,

who, as he stands beside you before the

throne of the Almighty, will prove your
last words to be a lie."

" After this appeal to the consciences of
his accuser and his judge, the young man

recapitulated every circumstance that had

occurred, from the summons of the stranger

up to the moment of his being discovered
in the ditch ; but he had the mortification
of perceiving that he was listened to by
all parties with a perfect incredulity,
which the examination of the witnesses

that followed had no tendency to dispel.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" The two women servants declared that
no one slept in the house but themselves

and their master ; that he had gone to

bed well on the preceding evening ; that
the house door was shut, but not locked,
and could not have been opened from with
out, but by picking the lock ; the lock
was picked ; they had heard nothing un
usual during the night ; and the first that
came down stairs in the morning had

stopped at her master's room to awaken
him, as was customary ; that on finding
the door locked, she had called her fel
low servant, and searched vainly for the
key ; that they had first supposed it was
their master that was speaking to them ;

but that on finding the house door ajar,
they were satisfied some one had got in
during the night ; and they had therefore
both ran off to the town instantly for as

sistance, neither having courage to stay
behind.

" The police officers then related how,
on receiving the summons, they had has

tened to the spot and broken open the bed

room door ; that there were evident marks
of an attempt to force the lock, and part
of the blade of a clasp-knife was found on
the floor.

"Here the clerk interrupted the evi
dence to suggest that the prisoner should
have been searched at the commencement
of the investigation. This omission being
repaired, they found on Valentine's per
son a purse, containing a few francs, a

silk pocket handkerchief, a note-book,
containing memoranda of the business he

had to do, and a clasp-knife, the broken
blade of which exactly fitted the fragment
the officers had picked up.

" Though Valentine had himself avowed
his attempt to make his escape by picking
the lock, yet, on the adjustment of the

fragments, everybody in the room looked
at one another triumphantly, and seemed

to consider this coincidence as the indis
putable condemnation of the prisoner.

"The officers then continued to say,
that they had found no one in the room
but the gentleman in the bed, who had de

sired them instantly to pursue the assas

sin, who had escaped by the window, which
was open, and to fetch a surgeon ; and
concluded their evidence, by relating how

No. VI.

81

they had found the prisoner hiding him
self in a ditch.

" ' Hiding myself !' exclaimed Valen
tine indignantly. ' Look at this swollen
limb, and you'll have no difficulty in con

ceiving why I was found in a ditch.'
" ' Doubtless,' rejoined Bontems, the

clerk, ' it was very unfortunate ; but for
that you might have escaped altogether.'

" ' It was a special providence,' said the
priest. ' The guilty man caught in the

Almighty's snare !' and he crossed him- j
self devoutly at the idea of this signal in- I

stance of Divine intervention.
"'Now, then, Monsieur Bruneau,' said

the justice, turning to the wounded man,
' we shall be happy to hear your account
of the affair. Imprimis, did you ever see

the prisoner before ?'
" ' Never, till I saw him in my room

last night,' replied Bruneau.
" ' Did you see him enter it ?' asked the

justice.
" ' No,' returned Bruneau. ' I was

asleep. It was the blow which inflicted
this wound, (and he opened the bosom of
his shirt as he spoke, and displayed the

bloody bandages that crossed his breast,)
which first awakened me ; but I believe

I fainted instantly. When I came to my
senses, I found myself bathed in blood,
and my first thought was to try and ring
the bell. But when with difficulty I had
raised myself in the bed for that purpose,
and drawn aside the curtain, I saw the
window open, and a man apparently en

deavouring to make his escape by it. I
fancy it was the cool night air from the

open window that had recalled me from

my swoon. I believe he heard me move,

for he turned suddenly round, and it was
then for the first time my eye fell upon
the face of the prisoner. The fright and
the exertion together overcame me, and I
fainted again. When I recovered the

second time, hearing the breathing of the
assassin near me, and fearful that if he

found me alive, he might be tempted to

complete his work, I lay as silent and

motionless as I could till I heard and saw

him escape by the window. Then I made

another attempt to ring the bell, but

found the cord had been cut away, and

that it was out of my reach.'
G
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82 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" ' Which indicates premeditation and

malice aforethought on the part of the

prisoner,' said the clerk.
"' Can you form any idea of his motive

for the crime?' asked the justice.
" ' None, unless it be robbery,' returned

Bruneau, ' as I never heard of his exis

tence before.'
" But not only was there nothing sus

picious found upon Valentine, but, on exa

mination, no indications of robbery, nor
of an intention to rob, could be discovered.

" ' Can you recollect any enemy who

might have hired him to commit the act 1"

inquired the justice.
" ' None,' returned Bruneau.
" ' Or any one who has an interest in

your death?'
"A strange spasm seemed for a mo

ment to convulse the features of the

wounded man at this question ; but he

answered as before,
' None.'

"
Nothing more could be elicited, and

here ended the investigation for the pre
sent. Valentine's appeals for justice and

asseverations of innocence, passed quite
unheeded ; and, indeed, he was so over

powered himself by thebody ofcircumstan
tial evidence that had been brought against
him, that he could scarcely expect his ac

cusers should listen to him ; nor was he

surprised to hear the magistrate directing
his clerk to draw up his committal, and
forthwith see him conducted to the gaol.

" Whilst the committal was preparing,
the surgeon humanely administered some

relief to his hurt leg, the torture of which,
but for the greater torture of his mind,
would have been almost insupportable.
But the greater evil somewhat subdued the
less. His thoughts were so bewildered and
distracted by the strangeness of his situ
ation, that they could grapple with nothing
—not even his acute bodily pain could fix
them ; and he was placed in a chair, and
carried through the streets to prison, in a

state of unconsciousness almost amount

ing to an annihilation of the faculties.
" ' It is a very singular case!' said the

Justice, as he arose from his seat, after
Valentine was carried away —' One can

hardly doubt the young man's criminality
—and yet— !

' and he raised his shoulders
to his ears.

" ' The evidence is certainly strong—
but still—'

said the surgeon, imitating
the gesture of the justice.

" ' If that man is not guilty,' said the
clerk, striking the table withhis knuckles,
' I never saw a criminal !

'

" ' Gentlemen,' said the priest, as he
crossed himself devoutly, ' behold the
finger of God !'

" 'What a pity !' said the women,
walking away, arm-in-arm —' he is really
a pretty young fellow !

'

CHAPTER XVIII.

CONTINITATION OF THE STORY OF JOLIa's PARENTS.

" It was not till towards mid-day, that,
by the arrival of Bontems, and an officer,
to search Valentine's chamber for proofs
of his criminality, Julie learned he was
thrown into prison, for having, on the
preceding night, attempted to assassinate

a gentleman of the name of Bruneau.
" ' He has a daughter that Monsieur

Bruneau?' inquired she eagerly.
" ' No,' replied Bontems, 'I believe not.'
" 'A niece, then? or perhaps a wife?

Some female connexion living with him ?'
" ' Certainly not living with him,' re

plied Bontems. ' He is an elderly man,
and has no one in the house but two maid
servants. '

" ' Mr Valentine is a very respectable
young man,' said Julie, whose jealous ire
was quelled by this last assertion of the
clerk's. ' It is impossible he can be guilty.
What motive could he have ?'

" ' That remains to be discovered,' re
turned Bontems. ' My opinion is

,

that he

has been an agent for somebody else.'
" ' Bah !' cried Julie, indignantly. 'Va

lentine act the part of a hired assassin ! It
would be easier to believe he did it on his
own account, than that. But what does

he say himself?'
" ' Ah ! that will come out on the trial,'

answered the cautious Bontems.
" ' I must know before that,' thought

she ; and equipping herself in her bonnet
and shawl, she started for the prison.

" 'I don't know whether I ought to ad
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SUSAN HOPLEY. S3

mit you, my pretty lady,' said the gaoler ;
' but as no orders are yet given to the con

trary, I'll venture to do it,' and he con
ducted her to Valentine's cell. There,
with his elbows resting on his knees, and

his head on his hands, she found the un

happy young man.
" ' Julie !

' cried he, starting, as he raised
his head and saw who it was ; ' Is it pos
sible I see you here ?'

" ' Certainly,' said she, calmly seating
herself by his side on the ground, ' Do

you not need assistance ?'
" ' What assistance can you give me,

Julie?' said he kindly, affected by her

devotion.
" ' We shall see,' replied she,

' time will
show that. Meantime, tell me yourstory.
—You are innocent?'

" 'As you are yourself,' returned he.
' But the evidence against me is so circum
stantial, that I see no possibility of justi
fication.'

" After detailing to her all the occur
rences of the night, 'you see,' he continued,
' all my chance of safety rests on the dis

covery of the stranger who fetched me.

But what hope is there of that ? I can

give no clue ; I should not know him if
I met him in this room, for I never saw
his face. It is not likely he'll come for
ward of his own accord, for he must
doubtless either be the assassin himself,
or be connected with him. No, there is no

hope !
'

cried he, giving way to his de

spair ;
' I must die the death of a mur

derer, and leavea blasted name behind me.'
" ' You must depart immediately, ma-

dame,' said the gaoler, interrupting them ;

'orders are arrived that no one is to be

admitted to the prisoner.'
" 'Adieu,' said Julie, as she took her

leave ; ' and trust to me.'
" All the circumstances Valentine had

related, corresponded so exactly with what
she had herself witnessed, that she never
doubted for a moment the truth of his
story ; but she saw that her evidence would
tend nothing to his exculpation ; although
she were to brave the exposure of her mo
tives, by coming forward to give it. ' I
must discover this man,' said she to her
self, as she mused on the means of extri
cating Valentine —' and then—then per

haps— if I could be the means of saving
his life—myself —by my own courage and
address —who shall say what might fol
low?'

" 'Madeleine,' said she, shutting herself
into her chamber with her confidante. ' I
have a project in hand in which you must
assist me.'

" ' Well, mademoiselle,' said Madeleine,
' what is it?'

" ' I want a suit of boy's clothes that
would fit me. How can I get them ?'

" ' Boy's clothes !
'

said Madeleine ;
' why, let us see. Mr Valentine's would
be too large—though he's not very big
either, Monsieur Valentine.'

" ' Much too large,' replied Julie ; 'be
sides, I should prefer a more ordinary
suit.'

" ' Ah !
' cried Madeleine, clapping her

hands together, 'I've got it—you shall
be a footman.'

" ' A footman ! The very thing !
' re

plied Julie. ' Where can I get a livery ?'
" ' At my aunt's,' returned Madeleine.

' There's a little rogue there —he was page
to Madame la Comtesse de Rodement —
but he was turned off for his tricks, and
he is lodging at our house. He has two
suits ; and no doubt will be glad enough
to lend you one for a trifle.'

" ' Go, then, directly,' said Julie, ' and
fetch it ; for there is no time to be lost ;'
and away went Madeleine, the interval of
whose absence, Julie employed in cutting
off her hair.

" ' Ah !' cried Madeleine, when she re

turned, staring at her, ' what a pity !

all your beautiful hair !'
" 'Never mind ;' said Julie, 'what does

it signify? It will grow again. You
must cut it closer behind for me, still,
or it may spoil all.'

" ' Oh, this love, this love !
' said Made

leine, as she unwillingly clipped away
the hair that Julie had not been able to

reach. The page's suit fitted quite well

enough for Julie's purpose, and when fully
equipped, she looked like a smart lad of

fifteen or sixteen.
" 'Now,' said Julie. 'if I don't return

to-night, or even to-morrow, you have no

occasion to be alarmed. I am not going
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84 SUSAN HOPLEY.

any one inquires for me, say, I am gone

to stay a few days with my aunt.'
" ' Very well,' replied Madeleine, ' I

will. But good Heavens !
' she exclaim

ed, as the suspicion struck her, 'you're
not going to shut yourself up with Mr
Valentine in the prison.'

" ' Not I,
'

said Julie, ' what good would
that do ?'

" ' For you know, mademoiselle,' said

Madeleine, ' that a young man will be a

young man, whether he's in prison or any
where else ; and although you will be

dressed as a boy, you will be a young lady
all the same.'

" In spite of her eagerness to com

mence her enterprise, Julie had to wait
upwards of an hour before she dared ven

ture into the street ; for, till the evening
had closed in, she did not think it prudent
to risk the chance of being seen to leave

the house by her neighbours and acquain
tance, lest any suspicion should be awak
ened ; besides, that, being a novice in her

part, she preferred making her first ap

pearance by candle-light. As soon, how

ever, as the dusk of the evening gave her
confidence, manfully she sallied forth, and
took her way towards the little inn to

which she had followed the stranger the

night before.
" 'May I come in?' said she, stepping

into a small room or kitchen on the right
of the passage, the door of which was
ajar, and from which voices were heard to

proceed — ' may I come in ?
'

and she took
off her hat with a boyish grace, that gave

good earnest of her abilities for the part
she had undertaken.

" ' Come in, come in, my pretty youth,'
said a withered, haggish-looking old wo
man, with an array of wrinkles that none

but an old Frenchwoman could show, who
sat knitting on one side of the large open

chimney, where a brisk wood fire was
burning on the hearth ; 'come in, you are

welcome.'
"'It rains like the devil,' said Julie,

shaking the rain from her hat, consider-'
ing the devil as part of her 'stage directions.

" ' Make a corner for the youth,' said

the old woman to those who sat round the
fire — ' dont you see he is dripping?'

" The seats were pushed a little aside,

and a chair drawn forward for Julie, who
had now an opportunity of seeing the
faces of the company.

" There was no woman present but the
one that had spoken to her, who was evi
dently the hostess ; the men were six in
number, apparently of very low grade,
with one exception.

" The first glance convinced Julie that
not one of them could be the man she

sought, unless it were he who formed the

exception. The others had all the air and
dress of artisans, mechanics, or labourers,
but it would have been difficult to assign
to this man his exact position in society.
His dress was that of a gentleman, but (i

t

occurred to Julie that he was not its first
wearer. He sat exactly opposite to the
old woman on the other side of the hearth ;

he appeared quite at home, and it was he

who had handed Julie a chair. The hos

tess called him by the name of Rodolphe ;

the others addressed him as Monsieur Ro
dolphe. As she had not seen the face of
the stranger she had traced to the house

on the preceding night, Julie had nothing
to guide her but height, the figure even

having been too much enveloped by the
cloak, to leave her any notion of it ; but
with respect to height, she thought, when
he rose to give her a seat, that there was
co n siderable resemblance.
" 'What weather !

' said one of the com

pany, as Julie seated herself.
" ' The vineyards are drowning,' said

another, who appeared to be an agricul
turist.

" ' We shan't get wine for our money,

if this weather continue,' observed an ar
tisan.

" ' Messieurs,' said the hostess, ' the

price is risen already a penny a bottle.'
" ' Worse luck,' exclaimed the last

speaker.
"'Won't you take something?' said

the hostess to Julie, ' to keep out the
cold ? We have good beer, or brandy if

you like it better.'
" ' I should prefer wine,' replied Julie,

who comprehended that to say no, would

spoil her welcome.
" The old woman arose and produced

the wine, assuring her, that for the price
there was none better in Nantes.
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 85

"'Madame et Messieurs,' said Julie,
' will you pledge me 1

' and after pouring
herself out a small quantity, she sent

round the bottle, which returned to her
emptied of its contents. The evidently
favourable impression produced by this
liberal proceeding, induced her to call for
a second.

" 'Ah!' exclaimed one, 'there is no

thing like wine after all ; it warms one's

inside.'
" ' When will the moon change ?

' in
quired another.

" ' She is in her last quarter, I think,'
said the artisan.

" ' Pardon me,' said the labourer, ' we

had a new moon last night.'
" ' A bad beginning,' observed a third,

' for I fancy it rained the whole night.'
" ' By no means,' said Rodolphe, '

you
are mistaken, the weather was fine the
first part of the night. The rain began to

fall just as the clock struck three.'
" Julie's heart bounded— ' It is him !

'

she said to herself.
" ' That is the Rodement livery you

wear?' said the old woman.
" ' Yes,' said Julie, ' it's the Rodement

livery.'
" ' You're in a good service,' added the

old woman.
" ' I was,' replied Julie, shrugging her

shoulders expressively.
" ' What ! have you lost your place V

inquired the hostess.
" 'Worse luck,' said Julie, 'but I hope

to get back again.'
" ' What did you do,' said the hostess.
" ' Tricks,' returned Julie.
" ' Bah !' said the old woman, ' young

heads ! young heads ! what can be ex

pected ?'
" ' I wonder,' thought Julie, ' if this

Rodolphe lives here, or is only a visiter
like the rest —for I must, somehow or

another, contrive to keep him in view, till
I can be sure he is the man I seek.'

" The consequences of making a mis
take she saw would be fatal, as it might
give the real criminal, whoever he were,
time and warning to escape.

" The conversation, after turning on a

variety of subjects was beginning some

what to flag, when one of the company

said, ' What is this story about a mur
der ? does anybody know ? I heard some

shopman had stabbed his master and was
carried to prison.'

" ' Not his master,' said the artisan, ' a

certain Monsieur Bruneau, a gentleman.'
" 'Bruneau !

' exclaimed the old woman
and Rodolphe at the same moment, in ac

cents of astonishment.
" ' It's not him,' said Julie to herself.

' That surprise is genuine.'
" ' I think that was the name I heard,'

said the artisan ;
' I was passing the jail

as the criminal was carried in, and I in
quired of the people that were standing by,
what he had done.'

" 'And what was it?' said Rodolphe
and the old woman together.

" ' Broken into the house of this Mon
sieur Bruneau, as I understood,' replied
the artisan, 'for the purpose of robbing
him, and meeting with some resistance,
he attempted to murder the old gentleman,
who, however, succeeded in securing the
villain, and kept him fast till the arrival
of the police.' j

" The eyes of Rodolphe and the old wo
man met, and astonishment was depicted
on the countenances of both.

" ' And this was last night ?
'

inquired
Rodolphe.

" ' Yes,' said the artisan, ' they were

taking him to prison as I passed to my
work this morning.'

" ' What sort of person was the crimi-
j

nal?' inquired Rodolphe.
" ' A little man—young —perhaps five-

and-twenty,' returned the artisan.
" The old woman and Rodolphe were

evidently anxious for more information,
but nobody present could give any. The
conversation, from this, turned upon mur
ders and robberies, and the crimes that
had been lately committed, in which the
hostess and Rodolphe took very little
part, the minds of both, according to Ju
lie's observation, being occupied with
what they had heard. She observed seve

ral expressive glances pass between them,
and after a short time had elapsed, Ro

dolphe arose, and taking down his hat
that was hanging on a peg against the

wall, he said he was sorry to be obliged
to leave the company, and went out.
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86 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" That he was gone for the purpose of

investigating the report he had heard, was
as evident to her as if he had told her so ;

and she felt quite satisfied that he not

only knew something ahout Mr Bruneau,
but that he was, on some account or
other, particularly interested in the intel

ligence he had just received. Still, that
I he was either the criminal, or concerned

with him, she doubted. The emotion be

trayed both by him and the old woman,
was that of surprise, curiosity, and inte
rest ; not fear or confusion. But might
not that confidence arise from his absolute
certainty of not being known, and from
his assurance, that, by shutting Valentine

i up in the room with the wounded man, he

j had effectually shifted all chance of suspi
cion from himself ? But, then, why should
he be so astonished at the success of his
stratagem ; and would he not naturally

j have contrived some means, in the course

of the day, of ascertaining the fate of his

j victim ? Of one thing she felt assured, that
she was on the right scent, and that whe
ther the inn was his home or not, that he

would return to communicate the result of
his inquiries to the old woman ; therefore,
thought she, ' I must not quit my ground.'
But the difficulty was, on what pretence to

stay. The rain had furnished a very good

excuse for entering ; but unless she pro

posed remaining there all night, it was now
time to think of moving — the rest of the

company were dropping off one by one, she

would ere long be left alone with the hos-
I tess. Would she be allowed to stay, too ?

That was another question, or were there

means for her accommodation? Whilst
she was pondering on these difficulties, the
two last of the party rose to depart.

" ' I think,' said one of them, walking
to the window, ' the rain is over for the

i present, and we may take advantage of the
I opportunity.'

" 'Adieu, Messieurs,' said the old wo-

i man, and she spoke with an alacrity of tone

that indicated she was not sorry to be re

lieved of their presence.
" Julie arose also, and taking up her

hat, stood smoothing round the nap, which
was ruffled by the rain with the back of her
hand. The men paused a moment, appa
rently thinking^he meant to accompany

them, but she seemed intent upon repair
ing the disarrangement of her hat, so say
ing once more 'Adieu, madame ! Adieu,
Monsieur !

'
they took their leave.

" The old woman raised her eyes from
her knitting, and looked at her over her
spectacles, as much as to say, ' Well !

why don't you go too?' But Julie stood

still by the fire, turning her hat about in
her hand, with an air of perplexity and de

pression.
" ' Don't you return to the Countess of

Rodement's to-night?' at length said the

hostess.
" ' Alas ! no,' replied Julie.
* 'But you have friends?'
" ' I have some,' returned Julie,—' but

then—'
" 'A mother?' inquired the old woman.
" ' Alas ! no,' answered Julie, despond-

ingly.
" ' How ? Is it that you are afraid of

your friends' displeasure, when they learn

you have been turned away V
" 'That's the truth,' replied Julie.
" 'Poor child !' said the old woman.
" 'In short,' said Julie, 'to say the

truth, I should be glad they did not learn
it at all, till I have ascertained whether I
have any chance of being reinstated ; be

cause, you know, if within a few days I
should recover my situation, my friends
need never know anything about the mat
ter.'

" ' That's true,' said the old woman.
" ' If I knew anywhere to go— '

con
tinued Julie hesitatingly.

" 'What?— to sleep?'
" ' Yes,' replied Julie, ' for a few days.'
" ' You have money ?'
"'Oh, yes,' returned Julie, 'enough

to pay.'
" ' You would not like to stay here ?

'

" ' Yes, I should,' said Julie ;
' if you

have no objection.'
" 'None in the world,' returned the

hostess. ' Will you have a room to your
self?' continued she, 'that will be six
pence ; or if you like to sleep with my son

Rodolphe, that will be cheaper.'
" ' I should prefer a room to myself,'

returned Julie, with an involuntary shud
der at the latter proposal —' I have been
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

that I fear a companion would disturb
me.'

" ' As you please,' said the old woman.
'It's the same to me, since our spare room is

unoccupied. Last night we had company,
and I could not have accommodated you.'

" 'Who was that ?' thought Julie, ' was
it the person I seek, and where is he now ?'
She would have been glad to ask some

questions about the lodger the old woman
spoke of, but she did not know how to

manage it.
" ' They are mostly travellers, stran

gers, that you accommodate, I suppose ?'
she said.

" ' Sometimes,' said the old woman,
' but oftener servants out of place, like
yourself. Would you like some supper V

" Julie had little inclination to eat, es

pecially anything she was likely to get
there : but her object was to make her
self welcome, so she accepted the offer
with all the alacrity she could assume.

" ' He is your son, then, Monsieur Ro-
dolphe?' said Julie to the hostess, who
with more activity than she would have
imagined her capable of, was preparing
the repast.

" ' ifes, he's my son,' replied the old
woman ;

'
my only son.'

" ' He is a fine looking young man,' ob

served Julie.
" ' He's well enough,' returned the hos

tess, as she quitted the room to fetch some

" Julie felt a great desire to learn what
might be the means or occupation that
enabled Monsieur Rodolphe to live, and
to maintain a style of dress that appeared
so inconsistent with the situation of his
mother ; but she was afraid of giving of
fence by betraying her curiosity; or of

awakening suspicion of her motives, if
they really happened to have anything to

conceal. However, the old woman seemed

disposed enough to give her the informa
tion she wanted.

" ' Yes, he's well enough, Rodolphe,'
said she, as she broke her eggs into the

stew-pan—' he was always fond of dress,

and ambitious to be a gentleman ; and
we never could make him take to any
trade that soiled his fingers—worse luck !

So he has got a little employment in the

town —but it's not the way to make money.
Better work while he is young and able,
than wear fine clothes, and lead an easy
life, trusting to other people to keep him
when he is old. I have little faith in
promises, for my part.'

" ' Whatever God's word may be,' re

turned Julie, 'the word of man is not
bread.'

" ' That's true,' replied the old woman,
nodding her head approvingly ;

' and now,'
she continued, as she placed an omelette,
with some bread and cheese and a bottle of
wine, on the table before her guest, ' I'll go
and prepare your bed whilst you eat your
supper ;' and accordingly, after selecting a

pair of sheets from a cupboardnear the fire,
she disappeared, and Julie presently heard
her foot bustling about above.

" When the young heroine was left
alone, she began to review her situation ;

and it was not without some surprise at her
own temerity, that she reflected on the ar

rangement she had made to sleep under the
obscure roof of this old woman, of whose

character she knew nothing, and in the
near neighbourhood of a man, whom she

was by no means certain might not be the
assassin she was in search of. Altogether,
whether he were or not, her opinion of
Monsieur Rodolphe was not very favour
able ; he had that nondescript sort of air
that made it difficult to assign him to any
class, and inspired the suspicion thathe did
not adhere very strictly to the duties of any.

" Of the old woman, however, she

thought better. In spite of her haggish ex

terior, there was a certain degree of frank
ness, and good faith in her manner ; and

many an honest parent, she reflected, has
an idle and good-for-nothing son. It was

true, no human being interested in her fate
knew where she was ; and she might have

disappeared from the face of theearth,if her
hosts had a mind to evil, without leaving a

single trace of her destiny behind her, un
less a clue were discovered by her chance

association with the humble companions
with whom she had passed the evening.

" ' However,' said she to herself, ' no

thing venture, nothing have ! Is it not by
the energy and courage I display in his

cause, that I hope to win Valentine's
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88 SUSAN HOPLEY.

have to fear is bad accommodation and an

extortionate bill.'
" She had just arrived at this comfort

able decision, when the door opened, and a

man in a cloak entered, looking so exactly
like the one she was in search of, that she

involuntarily started with surprise.
" ' Don't be alarmed,' said he, throwing

off his cloak, 'it's only me ;' and she per
ceived that it was Rodolphe, who, having
made that addition to his dress after he

had left the room, was thus changed in
his appearance.

" ' Pardon me !
'

said she, endeavonring
to assume as much tranquillity as she

could, ' I did not recognise you at first .'
" ' It's the cloak,' said he carelessly.

' Where's my mother?'
" ' Up stairs, preparing a bed for me,'

replied Julie.
" ' You sleep here, then ?' said he, in a

tone that rather indicated annoyance than
satisfaction.

" ' Yes,' returned Julie, ' if you've no
objection.'

" ' None at all,' replied he, ' it makes
no difference to me.'

" ' He speaks as if he didn't think me

worth killing,' thought Julie; 'there's
some comfort in that.'

" ' Will you take a draught of wine
after your walk?' said she.

" ' Thank you,' replied he, ' presently,'
and quitting the room, she heard him
ascending the stairs, and immediately
afterwards his voice reached her in earnest
conversation with his mother.

" A great deal she would have given to
overhear the dialogue, of which she felt
quite certain she knew the subject ; but
although every intonation of their voices

penetrated the rafters that formed the

ceiling of the room she was in, not a sin
gle word could she make out. At length
the door above opened, and she heard the

old woman say, ' It's very alarming, at
any rate ; and if Monsieur Rodolphe does

not send —'

" ' Hush !
'

said her son,
' we can talk

it over by and by.'
" They then descended the stairs, and

resumed their places by the fire with Ju
lie ; who again invited them to take a

share of her bottle of wine. She felt a

great desire to ask Rodolphe if he had
heard anything about the murder, and
was besides particularly anxious to learn
whether Mr Bruneau was dead, or likely
to recover ; but her dread of exciting sus

picion or resentment, by introducing a

subject in which she was assured they
were somehow or other more than com

monly interested, made her voice falter and
her heart beat so much whenever she ap

proached it
,

that she was constrained to

renounce her intention ; so she sat slowly
sipping her wine, and picking the crumbs
of bread off the table cloth, conscious that
her hosts desired her absence, but feeling
every instant an increasing dislike, bor

dering upon horror, to the idea of retiring
to bed under a roof, and amongst strangers,
over whom there hung a mystery she could
not penetrate. But the conversation flag

ged —the old woman nodded in her chair,
and Rodolphe yawned audibly. 'Bless
me!' exclaimed the former, starting out
of a doze into which she had fallen ' what
o'clock is it ?'

" ' It is very late,' replied Rodolphe.

' Would it be agreeable to Monsieur to
retire ?

'

" ' Certainly,' returned Julie, ' I had

really forgotten myself.'
" Upon this, the old woman arose, and

lighting a bit of rushlight, said she would
have the pleasure of showing Monsieur to
his apartment. She accordingly proceeded

up the narrow creaking stairs, followed

by her unwilling lodger, whose courage
might truly be said to be ' oozing out at
her fingers' ends.' On the landing-place
at the top were three doors, the centre one

of which she opened, and introduced Ju
lie to a better apartment than might have

been expected. The furniture was hum
ble and coarse, but clean and decent, and,
but for the fear that beset her, there was
no reason why she might not be reconcil
ed enough to the prospect of passing the

night there.
" ' You'll sleep well there, my child,'

said the hostess. ' It's a good bed—every
body sleeps well in it.'

" Julie looked sharply at her, for terror

made her suspicious, and she thought the
words sounded oddly.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

who seemed to be struck by her counte
nance ;

' you're not afraid, are you ?'
" ' Afraid ! Oh no !

'
replied Julie,

' what should I be afraid of?'
" ' If you are afraid of sleeping alone,

you can sleep with my son,' continued the

hostess.
" ' By no means,' replied Julie. ' I

am quite satisfied.—Do you sleep near
me?'

" ' I have a little closet close to you —
here on the right,' said she, pointing to

one of the doors, ' and Rodolphe my son,

sleeps on the other side of you. Oh, you'll
be quite safe —fear nothing.'

" ' I shall sleep like a dormouse,' re

turned Julie, wishing to appear at ease.
" ' To be sure you will,' replied the hos

tess, with a chuckling laugh, that seemed

to Julie's excited nerves to carry some

strange and sinister meaning with it ; and

wishing her good night, the old woman
descended the stairs. As soon as she was
gone, Julie's first impulse was to look
under the bed, and examine the walls of
the room, lest there should be any closet

or secret door, but there was nothing to
alarm her ; and the only thing she dis
covered, which she had not observed on
her first entrance, was a small portman
teau which stood on the floor in one cor
ner.

"As nothing was unimportant to her in
her present situation, and she could not
tell what slight tokens might put her on
the right track, and forward the object for
which she was encountering so much an
noyance, she took her rushlight to exa
mine it. It proved to be a small black
leathern portmanteau, just sufficient to

carry a change of linen, and the few arti
cles for the toilet a gentleman might re

quire in an expedition of a few days ; it
was locked, and on the top were the ini
tials, R. B. 'R. B.' thought she—' that

may be Rodolphe something' —for she did
not know the second name of the persons
under whose roof she was—' it is most

likely his, as he is so fine a gentleman.
Well, I suppose I must go to bed —I wish

they would have let me sit below all night
—I did not feel half so wretched there in
the chimney corner, with the bright fag
gots blazing ; but there's something terri-

8!)

fic in a bed when one's frightened ; it looks
like a grave. However, I won't undress ;

I'll just lie down in my clothes, so that if
there's any alarm, I could be ready to show
myself in a moment.'
" There was a rude wooden bolt to the door,

which she drew, though without much re

liance on its efficiency ; it was enough for
honest people, but it would have made a

feeble defence against force. Just as she

was about to lie down, another thought
struck her—' I shall presently be in the
dark, and as I am sure I shall not sleep,
that will add greatly to my terrors.' It
was but a few inches of rushlight the old
woman had given her, and that was fast

burning down to the socket : so she drew
back the bolt again, and opened the door,
resolved to go down and beg for more light
from those whom she still heard talking be- '

low. As she had taken off her shoes pre- |

paratory to stretching herself on the bed,

her step was noiseless, and seemed to cause

nointerruptioninthe conversation between
mother and son ; and she was just placing
her foot on the first stair, when the words
Monsieur Rodolphe again caught her ear,

but this time it was in the voice of her son.
" ' Again Monsieur Rodolphe,' thought

she — ' then this is not Monsieur Rodolphe,
or there are two,'—and she crept down a
few stairs more, as softly as she could.

" ' I admit I can't comprehend it,' she

heard the old woman say ;
' the thing's

incomprehensible, but I'm not the less

convinced that my apprehensions are well
founded. He falls upon us here as if he

came down the chimney ; nobody knows
how or why, with a cock-and-bull story,
that means nothing —it's true I had my
own notions—I thought it was somebody
—some intrigue or another, —and then

he's off again like the cork from a bottle

of champagne.'
" ' But what should he have to do with

this young Englishman?' returned the

son. ' I'm satisfied he knew no such man.'
" ' How can you tell that ?' rejoined the

mother ?—' you think you're in all his

secrets —but I doubt it.'
" ' We shall see,' replied Rodolphe ;

'for doubtless the youth, being taken,
will confess everything when brought to

trial. He won't die with closed lips.'
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90 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" ' Not he,' returned the old woman ;
' why should he ? He'll lose his recom

pense and his life— he'll have a good right
to cry out.'

" ' It appears to me,' said the son,
' that

be the truth what it may, it is of the last

importance that we should inform Mon
sieur Bodolphe of the capture of the young
Englishman.'

" ' By no means,' replied the old wo
man, emphatically; 'are you going to in
volve yourself in the business ? Haven't
you got the eyes of the police upon you al
ready ? Besides, where is he ? Most likely
not at home ; and into whose hands might
the letter fall ? No, no ; take my advice,
know nothing, ask nothing, tell nothing.
No one knows he was here but himself and
us. None else need ever know it. The

youth must die —he has but his deserts.

Monsieur Rodolphe, doubtless, will take
care of himself, and keep out of the way —
if not, what do I care ! I have had trou
ble enough about him, and through his
means ; and shall still, I dare say. Apro
pos ! I wish he had taken his portmanteau
away with him !

'

" At this moment, Julie's rushlight,
which, as her room door was open, afforded
her some light, flickered and went out ;

and the darkness she was in, was only re
lieved by the faint glimmer that shone

through the half-open door below. With
out loss of time, therefore, she crept back,
and after making a noise with the bolt
sufficient to attract the attention of the
speakers, she called out from the top of the
stairs that her light was out, and begged
for another.

" ' What !' cried the old woman, who
ascended to her with a candle— 'you are

not undressed yet?'
" ' No, '

replied Julie ; ' I sat down to
think of my troubles, and to consider what
I should do to get back to my situation
again. —I believe I had fallen half asleep,
when I was aroused by the light going out.
But now I shall go to bed directly.'

" ' Go to bed, to be sure,' returned the
old woman. ' Sleep, child, by night, and
think of your troubles by day.'

" And Julie did go to bed, and to sleep
too. She had heard enough to satisfy her
of her own safety, and to convince her that

she was on the right tract, and had a very
fair prospect of saving the life and the hon
our of the man she loved,—' and surely,'
thought she, as she closed her eyes —' he

will love me, when he hears all I have done

for him ; he'll forget Aurore —that is
,

he'll
write to her and say, ' Mademoiselle, or
Madame, —just as it may be,— I regret ex

tremely that circumstances of a very par
ticular nature —particular nature —will
preclude—my having the happiness —to—
to unite myself —to you —in—in— ' and
here her drowsiness overcame her, and she

fell fast asleep."

CHAPTER XIX.

THE STORY OF JCLIa's FA

" When Julie awoke on the following
morning, her eye immediately sought the

portmanteau. ' You are my compass,'

said she, as she looked at it
, ' and I must

not lose sight of you. I wish I could

get a peep at the inside—who knows but

I might make further discoveries. If I

could but learn the name of the owner, it

might not be difficult to discover in what
relation he stands to Mr Bruneau. Bru-
neau !' she repeated, rising on her elbow
as the thought struck her. ' R. B., Ro
dolphe Bruneau ! Oh, Heavens ! then,

perhaps, it's his son ! How dreadful, if

it be so—and for me to be the means of

bringing such a tragedy to light ! I

tremble at the idea of moving further in
the business—and yet Valentine must be

saved, and vindicated, be the consequences

to others what they may ;' and with this

determination she arose, and having ad

justed her toilet as well as she could by a

bit of broken glass that hung against the

wall, she descended to the room below.
" Rodolphe was not to be seen ; but the

old woman was busily engaged preparing
coffee for two of the men who had been

there on the preceding evening.
" 'Ah, good morning, Monsieur !

' said

they on Julie's appearance, ' what ! you
have passed the night here V

' And slept well, I hope,' added the
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" ' Never better,' returned Julie. 'Your
bed is a capital one.'

" ' Shall I give you some coffee ?' said
the old woman.

" Julie accepted the offer ; and a basin
of coffee with a slice of bread being placed
before each of the party, they sat amicably
sipping their breakfast around the hearth.

" ' Is there anything new this morn
ing ?' inquired Julie of the artisan.

" ' Nothing, that I have heard,' replied
he.

" ' Nothing more about the assassina

tion you mentioned last night?' said Ju
lie ; and before the words had passed her
lips, she repented of her rashness, and re
solved to allude to the subject no more ; for
she was conscious of blushing, and felt
that the old woman's eye was upon her.

;
" ' Only that the assassin is an English-

'
I man.' replied the artisan, ' and supposed

to be the agent of another.'
• j

" Her fear of exciting suspicion, induced
her to turn the conversation after this, and
the subject was introduced no more. The
men soon took their leave ; other parties
dropped in, and took their morning re

freshment of a basin of coffee, and depart
ed in their turn ; whilst Julie still sat in
the corner of the chimney, not knowing
very well what to do next.

" In the first place, she had a great ob

jection to going out, and walking the
streets whilst the daylight lasted, in her
present attire ; and in the second place,
she was terribly afraid of losing sight of
the portmanteau. On the other hand, sit
ting there all day might appear strange,
and excite surprise ; besides that, she was
anxious to set on foot some inquiries about
Mr Bruneau and his connexions, which
might forward her discoveries. But irre
solution and fear conquered, and still she

sat on ; gazing into the fire, and feeling,
rather than seeing, the glances of wonder
and curiosity that the hostess cast upon
her, ever and anon, as she passed back
wards and forwards about her avocations.

"'What!' said she at length; 'you
don'tgo out, and the sun shining so bright t

" Julie shook her head sadly, and an
swered, 'No.'-

i"'Bah!'
said the old woman; 'take

courage. You musn't be cast down. If

91

you have lost one situation, there are

others to be had. You should be stirring,
and look about you.'

"'So I shall,' replied Julie, 'if I find
there are no hopes of getting back to the
countess ; but the truth is

, I have a friend
in the family, who is at work for me. To
night, when it is dusk, I shall go out and

inquire what hopes there are. If none, I

must then turn my thoughts elsewhere.'
" This explanation seemed sufficiently

satisfactory, and no more was said on the
subject, till about an hour after noon,
when a hasty foot was heard approaching,
and Rodolphe suddenly appeared, with a

countenance that denoted considerable agi
tation. On seeing Julie, he stopped short
at the door, and the words that were on his

lips remained unuttered. He was evi

dently annoyed, and beckoning his mo
ther into the passage with an impatient
gesture, Julie heard him say, 'What ! is

that young jackanapes going to stay here
all day V

" ' Never mind,' answered his mother ;

' what does it signify ? He has his rea

sons, poor child. But what's the matter?'
" ' He is dead !

'
returned Rodolphe.

" ' Jesu Maria !
' exclaimed the old wo

man ;
' is it possible ?
'

" After this the conversation was car
ried on in a lower key, and Julie only
caughtafewwordshere and there ; amongst
which, Monsieur Rodolphe, however, fre

quently recurred.
" The Monsieur Rodolphe of the inn,

dined at home with her and his mo
ther. The meal passed in silence, except
that now and then an ejaculation would
burst unconsciously from the old woman,
the offspring of her disturbed thoughts ;

whilst the son sat in gloomy abstraction,

eating mechanically, without seeming to

know what he was about, and only awak

ening from his reverie to cast, ever and

anon, an impatient glance at Julie, whose

absence would, evidently, have been much
more agreeable than her company.

" The dinner over, after some further

private colloquy with his mother, he de

parted ; and when the evening arrived, Ju
lie took up her hat, and telling the hostess

she was nowgoingto ascertain what chance

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



92 SUSAN HOPLEY.

that she should return to sup and sleep,

she sallied into the street.
" Her first business was to direct her

steps homewards, in order to relieve the

anxiety she did not doubt Madeleine was

feeling, and to learn if there were any tid

ings of her father's return.
" ' Oh, gracious !

' cried Madeleine, as

soon as she saw her, ' what a night I have

passed ! Do you know, that if you had

not come back before midnight, I had re
solved to go to the police, and send them
in search of you.'

" Beware of doing any such thing,' re
turned Julie. ' For my part, I have pass
ed the night in a comfortable bed, and I
believe, under an honest roof, to which I
am about to return. But those with
whom I am lodging, believe me to be

what I appear, the Countess of Rode-
i mont's discarded servant. Had they the

slightest suspicion of my disguise and of
its motives, I cannot tell what danger I
might incur. I charge you, therefore,

comply strictly with my directions. I
will return here every evening when it is
dark. If, however, three evenings should

elapse without your seeing or hearing
from me, I then give you leave to go to

the police, tell all you know of the causes

of my disappearance, and add, that all
the information you can give to aid their
researches, is

,

that they may seek me at
Monsieur Rodolphe's.'

" ' Stay,' said Madeleine, ' let me write
that down.'

" ' There is no letter, nor tidings of any
sort,' continued she, in answer to Julie's
inquiries ; ' no one has been here but peo

ple to the office. I have asked everybody
for news of Mr Valentine, but can learn
none. Being a foreigner, nobody seems

to be interested about him. Ah ! by the
by, I had forgotten, —there was a young
lady here last night — '

"'A young lady!' exclaimed Julie;

' was she handsome V

" ' Yes, she was,' returned Madeleine,
— ' a pretty fair girl— '

" ' Fair, was she ?' said Julie.
" 'Yes,' replied Madeleine, — ' with light

hair and blue eyes — a mild, gentle, little
creature — she wept bitterly, poor thing — '

"'Ah!' said Julie, 'she'll weep, but

she'll do nothing. But what did she come

for?'
" ' Simply to learn what we could tell

her of Mr Valentine !
'

" 'But you could tell her nothing ?'

" ' Nothing, but that he was imprison
ed for an assassination, which she knew
before. Then she asked if she could see

Monsieur Le Moine, but I said he was
from home ; so she went away in tears.
Poor little thing!'

" ' Never mind her,' said Julie. ' But,
Madeleine, where is my father's little
portmanteau ? did he take it with him ?'

" ' No,' replied Madeleine ;

' he took
the large one—the little one is here.' .

" ' Then fetch me the key of it,' said
Julie.

" This done, Julie having repeated her
cautions and directions to Madeleine, bade

her good night, and took her way to the

prison, where she rang the bell, and beg

ged to speak to the gaoler. The man who
had let her in the day before, presented
himself at the gate, but he said all access

to the prisoner was forbidden. ' But you
could take a message?' said Julie, slip
ping a piece of money into his hand.

" '

Perhaps I might,' replied the gaoler,
with a nod.

" ' Listen,' said Julie, in a low voice :

' I am page to a great lady — a very great
lady,' and she placed her finger on her lip,
to imply that there was a secret — ' you
understand ?'

" The gaoler nodded his head signifi
cantly.

" ' If,' continued she,

' you treat your
prisoner well, she will remember you. In
the meanwhile, tell him, to keep up his

spirits. That those are at work for him
that know he is innocent ; and who will
not rest till they have brought the guilty
to justice.'

" ' With all my heart,' returned the

gaoler-; ' there is no harm in telling him
that.'

" ' None,' replied Julie ; 'so good night !

we shall rely on you. But, by the by,

I forgot ; has any one been here to see

him?'
" ' Yes,' answered the gaoler ;

' there
was a handsome young lady here.'

" ' But she did not see him V
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" ' Yes, she did,' answered the gaoler.
" ' A fair girl, was she ?

'
inquired Ju

lie eagerly ;
' little, too.'

" ' No, no,' returned the gaoler ;
' a

handsome brunette, tall, and well made.'
" ' Perhaps it was yesterday,' said Ju

lie, beginning to perceive it was herself
he spoke of.

" ' Yesterday,' answered the gaoler,
' before orders came to admit nobody.'

" ' Any one else ?' asked Julie.
" ' There came a man here last night,'

replied the gaoler,
' to make inquiries

who the prisoner was— his name, and
where he lived, and so forth.'

" ' A man in a blue mantle ?' inquired
Julie.

" ' Exactly,' answered the gaoler ;
' in a

blue mantle, and a hat low on his brow. I
couldn't distinguish his face.'

" 'Adieu, and remember!' said she, as

she turned away, adding to herself, ' that
was Monsieur Rodolphe.'

" At that moment she heard a voice be

hind her say, ' Yes, it's him, assuredly.
One can't mistake the livery.'

" She looked back to see who the words

proceeded from, and caught a glimpse of
two men crossing the street ; but the im

perfect light did not permit her to distin
guish who they were.

" ' Heaven forbid it should be Monsieur
Rodolphe !

'
said she ; but she did not

think it was. Certainly, neither of the

persons wore a cloak, nor did it appear to
be his voice. ' Now to visit Monsieur
Bruneau's,' she added, and forthwith di
rected her steps to the scene of the mys
terious murder.

" ' I am sent,' said she, her summons
on the bell being answered by a female
servant, 'to inquire how Monsieur Bru-
ncau is.'

" ' He's dead, poor man,' answered the
woman, shaking her head. ' He died this
morning from the effects of his wound —
or rather from the fright ; for the doctor
says, that the wound was not mortal, but
that the terror, and getting no assistance

for so many hours, has killed him.'
" ' Poor man !

'
exclaimed Julie. ' How

sorry my mistress will be '.
'

" ' She knew him, your mistress ?' said
the woman.

" 'Intimately, I believe,' replied Julie;
' at least, I judge so, from the concern she

expressed. Ah ! by the by, she also de

sired me to inquire about Monsieur —Mon
sieur—something Bruneau —Goodnessme!
I forget—but it must be his son, I fancy.'

" ' He has no son,' answered the woman.
' His nephew, perhaps, Monsieur Ernest.'

" ' That was not the name,' replied Ju
lie—who felt that, somehow or other, there
was such a mystery attached to the awful
name of Rodolphe, that she could hardly
shape her lips to bring it out. ' No,' said
she, musingly, as if trying to remember,
' I'm sure that was not the name— is there
not another —a Monsieur —Monsieur —
Rodolphe.'

" ' I know of no other,' returned the
woman. ' It must have been Mr Ernest

you were told to inquire for. He is sent

for,and willbehere to-morrow, we expect.'
" Julie's efforts to extract any informa

tion more to her purpose, proved quite in
effectual—it was evident the woman told
all she knew, and that she knew nothing
likely to be of any service ; so there was
nothing left, for the present, but to return
to the inn, and follow out hcrperquisitions
there.

" Some of the visiters of the preceding
evening were already seated round the
hearth ; and the old woman, who received

her cheerfully enough, placed a chair for -

herin the corner asbefore. She had scarce

ly, however, thrown off her hat, and taken

possession of it
,

before Monsieur Rodolphe
entered the room. His eye dartedkon her
with a scrutinizing glance, as he advanced
and took his seat beside her ; and there was
that in his countenance that made her
think of the words she had heard whilst
she was talking to the gaoler. Her heart

quailed atthe possibility of hishaving over
heard the conversation, and she turned

away her face, that he might not read the

confusion she was conscious it betrayed.
" The first words that were addressed to

her were not calculated to diminish it. ' It
was you, I think, we saw talking to some

one at the prison gate as we came along,'
said one of the men to her.

" ' Me ? no,' said she, with as much

firmness as she could command ;
' I have

not been in that quarter.'
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94 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" ' That's odd !' said the man ;
' I could

have sworn it was you,'
" ' And I too,' rejoined another.
" ' The livery, perhaps, deceived you,'

said she ;
' but the countess has more

pages than one.'

I
" ' No doubt that was it,' returned the

man, appearing satisfied with the expla
nation.

" Julie stole a glance at the old woman,
who went on knitting her stocking, seem

ing to take no notice of what had been said ;

but as Monsieur Rodolphe sat beside her,
I she could not look at his face without

turning her head directly towards him,
which she had not courage to do. How-

j ever, he said nothing —indeed, he seemed,

as far as she could judgeof him, to be habi

tually a silent and abstracted man, and on
this evening he was more than usually ta-

' citurn. She was silent, too, from anxiety,
and the fearthat she felt returning as night

'
approached, and the mystery thickened
round her. She called for wine, and shared

j it with the company as she had done the

|
night before ; the strangers and the old

I woman chatted familiarly over theirs,
whilst she sipped hers, with her looks fix
ed on the log of wood that smouldered on
the hearth ; and ever and anon catching,
from the corner of her eye, a side view of
Monsieur Rodolphe's legs, which were
stretched out and crossed before him in an
attitude, the immobility of which, combin
ed with his rigid silence, filled her with
awe.

" She felt a growing inclination to throw
up her enterprise, and leave the house at
once; but she had not courage to an
nounce a resolution that from its sudden
ness, must appear strange, and excite curi
osity. She was yet meditating on the pos

sibility of taking her departure with the
other visiters, when they rose and took up
their hats —she advanced to the table where
her own lay, when she recollected that the
preliminary step to going away, was topay
her bill, and before she could have done

that, or even have learned its amount, the

strangers were gone, and she found herself
alone with the mother and son.

" ' Shall I get you some supper?' in
quired the old woman.

" '
Certainly,' answered Julie, with as

sumed cheerfulness ;
' I am exceedingly

hungry.'
" 'And have you good news?' rejoined

the hostess. ' Will the countess receive

you again?'
"'I think she will,' returned Julie ;

' I am to hear positively to-morrow.'
" ' That's well,' said the old woman,

' I wish you joy,' and she broke her eggs,
and tossed up her omelette, and spread her
table, every now and then uttering an eja
culation, as she stumbled over Monsieur

Rodolphe's extended legs ; whilst he sat
with his hands in his pockets, his lips com

pressed, and his eyes as fixed as if he were
in a cataleptic fit j Julie, the while, walk
ing about the room, catching stolen glan
ces at his portentous face, wondering how

she was to swallowthe supper with a throat
as dry as a dusty road in August ; and, in
spite of love and jealousy, ardently wish

ing herself safe at home with Madeleine.
" Many's the time that love has con

quered fear, even in the most timid breasts,

as it had thus far done in poor Julie's —she

must be forgiven, if fear for a short time

gained the ascendant, and the heroine sunk
into the woman."

CHAPTER XX.

THE STORY OF JULIA'S PARENTS CONTINUED.

" It was on the morning of the fourth day
after Julie's visits to Madeleine, the gaol,
and Monsieur Bruneau's, as related in the
last chapter, that a woman, bathedin tears,

as she was described by those who saw

her, demanded an interview with the lieu

tenant of police, and was admitted to the

private sanctuary of that astute official.
" From the duration of the audience,

her information was judged to be impor
tant ; the more especially, as, when she

departed, the lieutenant himself conduct

ed her to the door, and was overheard

strictly charging her to observe an invio

lable silence, till she heard from him :
' further,' said he, ' you will not come

here by daylight, but in the dusk of the

evening, unless the communication you
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

muffle your head in a shawl, and avoid
observation as much as possible.'

" She was no sooner departed, than the
lieutenant summoned to his presence a

man called Simon, whom he generally em

ployed on occasions that demanded parti
cular adroitness or sagacity.

" ' Do you,' said he,
' know of a house

kept by a man called Rodolphe V
" ' There is no such name in my list,'

replied Simon.
" ' I was afraid not,' said the lieutenant ;

' the name is doubtless fictitious.'
" ' May I ask what is the affair inhand ?'

said Simon.
" ' It appears,' returned the lieutenant,

' that five days ago a young lady, in short,
the daughter of the notary in the Rue de

Mousseline, that the Englishman lived
with, he who is in prison for the assassina

tion of Bruneau —'

" ' Le Moine,' said Simon.
" 'Exactly,' returned the lieutenant.

' Well, it appears that five days ago, this

young person left her home in the dis

guise of a page— she wore the livery of
Rodemont, which her servant, the woman
who was here just now, procured for her.
On the following evening she returned,
charged the servant to make no inquiries
about her, unless three evenings elapsed
without her appearing —that she might
then come here and apply for assistance ;

but that all the indication she could give,
was, that she was to be sought at Mon
sieur Rodolphe's —the woman thinks she

would not be more precise in her informa
tion, lest she, the servant, either from

curiosity or apprehension, should follow
her to the place of her concealment, and
either betray her, or disappoint her plans;
—finally she went away, taking with her
the key of a small portmanteau, and has
not since been heard of. The prescribed
period having elapsed, the woman, who
is naturally under the greatest alarm, has
come to give information of the circum
stances.'

" ' Does she know nothing of her mo
tive?' asked Simon. ' Is it an intrigue?'

" ' That is the most curious part of the

story,' replied the lieutenant. ' It appears
that she is in love with the young Eng
lishman, her father's clerk, and that her

95

enterprise is somehow connected with the
accusation brought against him. The
servant says, that, by certain words she

dropped, she gathered, that she, the young
lady, whose name, by the by, is Julie—
Julie Le Moine, is not only aware of the

young man's innocence, but knows also

who is the real criminal—and it seems,

that, on the night of the murder, she was
absentfrom her home for some hours. The
servant does not know exactly when she

went, being herself in bed, but she return
ed soon after three o'clock ; she then lay
down, but arose at dawn of day, went out
again, and was absent about an hour and
a half.'

" ' That's strange !
' exclaimed Simon,

knitting his brows.
" 'Now,' said the lieutenant, 'the first

step is to discover the house she's gone to
—probably an inn or public-house —but
we must be cautious—for—'

" ' Undoubtedly,' said Simon, filling up
the pause of his principal —' for they have

probably found out that she knows too

much ; and if they have not silenced her

already —which is to be feared—they will
be apt to do it in the panic, if our perquisi
tions are heard of.'

" ' At the same time,' added the lieu
tenant, 'there is no time to lose, delay may
be as fatal as too much precipitation.'

" ' Trust to me,' said Simon, taking up
his hat. ' You'll be pleased to give me

twenty francs.'
" Themoney was given,and Simon took

his leave. ' At Mon—sieur—Ro—dol-

phe's—' murmured he to himself, as he di

rected his steps to his own lodging, which
was hard by, and attired himself in the
dress of a mechanic. 'First,' continued he,

taking out his list of the numerous public-
houses in Nantes, ' it is not that —they are

honest people —I know them ;—nor that;
—nor that;' —and so he ran his finger
down the list till he came to the name of
Lobau —Jacques Lobau, Rue de Maillc—
' ah,' continued he, ' I'll mark you, Jac
ques Lobau —I've observed Gamier, the

sharper, and others of that fraternity, go

ing in and out of your house very familiar
ly, lately, —and on Sunday last I saw

Madame Lobau, as she calls herself, in a

pair of ear-rings, that were never pur-
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96 SUSAN HOPLEY.

chased by the sale of sour wine and small-
beer. — Robineau — Pierre Robineau — a

rogue—connected with smugglers and
thieves—there's a mark for you, Robi
neau. — Grimaud — Mother Grimaud — a

good woman, so report says. But stay,
didn't I hear she had a son —marker at a

billiard table—a fellow that dressed above

j his means, and would never settle to any
thing?—he may demoralise the house —

I that must be looked to— ' and having run
through his list, and marked the suspected
houses with a cross, Simon sallied forth on
his mission of discovery.

" He had not gone far from the police-
office, where he had called to ask some

I questions that had occurred to him, with
respect to Madeleine's evidence, when he

was surprised by seeing advancing towards
i him, the very person, at least, so it appear

ed to him, that he was in search of—a

young lad of about fifteen or sixteen, with
dark hair and eyes, and wearing the Rode-
mont livery. The boy advanced straight

j to the police-office, and entered, followed
by Simon, who had turned to watch his

j motions, and was close at his heels.
" ' I am come to make a complaint to the

lieutenant of police,' said the youth.
" ' Then you will come this way,' said

Simon, who immediately conducted him
into the presence of his chief.

" 'You have succeeded already?' ex
claimed the lieutenant to Simon.

" ' I believe 'so,' replied Simon ;
' but

i it's by accident. I met this young person
not a hundred yards from the door.'

" ' I am come,' said the lad, not waiting
to be questioned, ' to complain of a woman
who borrowed of me a suit of clothes ; for
a few hours, she said ; but she has now had
them nearly a week, and I cannot get her
to return them, nor give any account of
what she has done with them.'

" ' Ah ! I understand,' replied the lieu
tenant, nodding his head to Simon, who
nodded his in return, as much as to say, he

understood too.
" 'The worst of it is,' continued the lad,

' it was my best suit, and I shall be ruined
by the loss of it. The countess, my mis
tress, who discharged me about ten days
ago, in a fit of anger, has agreed to take
me back ; but if I go without my new

clothes, which had been given me, they
will think I have sold them ; and I shall
be turned out of the house again, and lose

my character into the bargain.'
" ' I believe,' said the lieutenant, ' I

know what is become of your clothes, and
shall probably find means to recover them
for you ; at all events, I shall be able to

satisfy the countess that your story is
true, and prevent any suspicion attaching
to your character from the circumstance.'

" ' If said Simon, ' the youth would

place himself at my command for a few
hours, and abide strictly by my directions,
I dare say we might recover the clothes,
and he earn twenty livres into the bar
gain.'

" Andre—which was the name of the

young page —willingly acceded to the
terms offered, the lieutenant becoming
guarantee for the payment of the money ;

and Simon once more set forth on his
expedition, accompanied by his new ally.

" 'All I require of you, is,' said Simon,
' that wherever we go, you speak as little
as possible, only corroborating what I say,
and that you permit me to call you nephew.

Above all, make no allusion to the loss of

your clothes ; nor even to your being dis
missed from your service —let it simply
be understood that you are in the coun
tess's establishment ; and leave the rest to

me. I shall have to call probably at va
rious houses, at each of which I shall
offer you drink ; but take as little as pos

sible, lest your head be affected, and you
lose your discretion.'

" These preliminaries being arrang
ed, Simon led the way to the house of
Pierre Robineau, where ho found a good

ly company, many of whom he knew to
be rogues, drinking, and playing at domi

noes, or morra, and other such games as

form the diversion of the lower classes.

Pierre Robineau, himself, was amongst
them, and Simon fixed his eyes intently
on his countenance as he entered the room,
followed by the page. But there was no

emotion, nor surprise ; nor did the ap

pearance of the youth seem to excite the

slightest attention from any one of the

party. ' It is not here,' said Simon to

himself ; and having called for a small

measure of beer, they left the house, and

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



SUSAN IIOPLEY.

proceeded to Jacques Lobau's. Jacques
himself was tipsy, and took little or no
notice of them ; but madame, his wife,
or who passed for such, fell to ogling the

handsome page, and was evidently bent
on making a conquest of him. She made

them more than welcome ; and Simon, who
felt satisfied there were no discoveries to
be made there, had some difficulty in get

ting away, and rescuing his companion
from her civilities.

" In this manner they visited one after
the other, the houses that Simon thought
most likely to be the scene of some myste
rious or illegal proceeding, but so far
without the slightest indication of suc

ceeding in his object. '
Come,' said he,

' we'll try one more,' and he turned down
a narrow street, and entered the house of
Madame Grimaud.

" There was no one in the room but an
old woman, who was at that moment on
her knees gathering up with a wooden

spoon a heap of barley seeds which appeared
to have been accidentally spilt on the floor.
As she heard the sound of Simon's foot,
she looked round, and seeing, as she sup
posed, a customer—she said, 'Ah! your
pardon, Monsieur, come in, and I shall be

at your service directly — I must just
gather up these first, lest they be trod on.'

" ' Permit me to help you,' said Andre,
who at that moment emerged from behind
his companion, and advanced towards her.

"'How?' cried, or rather screamed

Madame Grimaud, 'You have — ?' and
there she stopped, with her mouth open,
and her eyes fixed on Andre's face, which
evidently puzzled and confounded her.

" ' Ha !
' said Simon to himself — ' right

at last!'
" ' Yes,' added he, aloud, addressing the

old woman, apparently willing to finish
her interrupted sentence, 'yes, he is a

gcod-natured lad, my nephew, and not at
all proud, although he's in a high service.
He was always taught to respect and assist

the aged —were you not, Andre V
" ' Yes, uncle,' replied Andre, as he in

dustriously collected, and poured into a

basin the scattered seeds.
" By this time Madame Grimaud had

recovered herself, and saw her way. She
remembered that the countess might have

No. VII.

07

more pages than one, or that this might be
he who had replaced her late lodger ; so the
seeds being gathered up, she arose from her
knees, composed her countenance, and in
quired their pleasure.

" Simon threw himself into a seat like a

man that was tired, and called for some .

thing to drink.
" ' I have walked hither,' he said,

' from Rennes to see my nephew ; and I
am glad to find myself at my ease in a snug
public-house. Ah ! Madame Grimaud,'
added he,

' and you don't remember me

now?'
" ' No,' replied she, looking from one to

the other of the visiters, and visibly per
plexed how to conduct herself —' No, I
don't know that I ever saw you before.'

" ' I can't wonder at it,' answered Si
mon, ' for I should not have known you if
we had met under any other roof : but yet
I have drank many a good glass in this
room—but it is long ago, before I went to

live at Rennes. And my old friend, Gri
maud, how is he ?'

" ' Ah, you knew him ? You knew my
husband V said the old woman, brighten
ing.

" ' To be sure I did,' returned Simon.
' How goes it with him ?'

" 'Ah ! he is dead !' said she, shaking
her head —' dead these seven years, come

Martinmas.'
" ' The deuce he is !' exclaimed Simon,

with becoming indignation ;
' how fast

you drop off here ! There's my sister,
the mother of this child, and her husband

gone too ; and there's scarcely a person
alive that I knew when I left it twenty
years ago. And your children —you had

children, I think ; it appears to me that
I remember a little lad—a little black-

eyed rogue— V
" ' Yes, I had a son,' returned Madame

Grimaud, in a more reserved manner than
she had last spoken.

"'Had!' said Simon; 'I hope he is
not dead, too?'

" ' No—no,' replied Madame Grimaud
—' oh, no ; he is not dead.'

" ' Then he stays to comfort your old

age, I hope,' said Simon. ' I suppose he's

the landlord, now. I shall be glad to see

him.'
n
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" ' He has nothing to do with the house,'
returned she, drily. ' Neither is he at

present in Nantes.'
" ' Uncle,' said Andre, according to the

instructions he had received, that when
ever he judged from the tone of Simon's
conversation, that the object was attained,
he was to find an excuse for going away,
' uncle—it is already evening, and I fear

my mistress may require my services ; I
shall be eluded if I am absent when she

calls for me.'
a <yery true,' said Simon, starting as if

suddenly awakened to the propriety of
the boy's suggestion—' You had better go
home immediately; and I will see you
again to-morrow.'

"Andre took an affectionate leave of
his uncle, made a bow to the hostess, and
returned to the police office, as he had
been previously directed, to communicate
the result of their expedition to the lieu
tenant.

" As the evening advanced, some of the

frequenters of the house dropped in, with
whom Simon drank and conversed, care

fully supporting his character of a stran
ger ; but nothing was said that tended to

throw any light on the mystery, except
that one of the men inquired of Madame
Grimaud if her son was still absent, and
another who came in afterwards, repeated
the inquiry, but instead of your son, said,

Monsieur Rodolphe.
" When night drew on, Simon said, be

ing tired, he did not wish to look further
for lodgings, and proposed sleeping there ;

but the hostess said she could not accom
modate him ; so having waited till the last
of the company, he took his leave.

" As he passed up the street, he made

signals to three different persons who were

separately lounging about within sight of
the door ; one was a woman, the others
had the appearance of workmen. Simon,
by calling at a few of the houses where a

billiard table was kept, had no difficulty in
ascertaining the one to which Monsieur Ro
dolphe was attached ; and he there learned
that the marker had been absent for two

days, being, as they understood, summoned
to the country by the death of a relation.
He nextpresentedhimself to the lieutenant .

" ' If Mademoiselle Le Moine is alive,

and still in the house,' he said, ' I be

lieve her to be perfectly secure from any
extreme violence ; the old woman would
never sanction anything of the sort. She

will perhaps consent to her detention,
or to any measures that would not en

danger her life, or do her bodily harm,
if she thinks it necessary to the preser
vation of her son ; but nothing more. But
I doubt her being there. From any part
of that house, which is very small, she

could make herself heard—besides, I was
there some time alone with Madame Gri
maud, and observed nothing to indicate
that there was any other person within
its walls. This Rodolphe, who is pro
bably either the assassin of Monsieur
Bruneau, or concerned with him, has,

no doubt, on discovering Ma'm'selle Le
Moine's suspicions, made his escape, or
concealed himself. But what has become

of her ? It would be easy to seize the old
woman and examine her ; but I know
them—we shall extract nothing from her
that will implicate her son, unless she is

certain he is beyond our reach. We can
also search the house for the young lady,
it's true ; but if we raise the alarum, this

Rodolphe may slip through our fingers
altogether ; or he may take desperate

means to rid himself of her, in his panic.
Altogether, it's a ticklish affair.'

"'The house is watched?' said the
lieutenant.

" ' Strictly,' returned Simon, ' no one

can go in or out unobserved ; and I think
I will therefore employ the next few
hours in endeavouring to ascertain if any
persons answering the description of this

Rodolphe, have been seen leaving the city.
I have contrived to obtain a pretty cor
rect description of his appearance from the

billiard-rooms, without exciting any sus

picion of my object ; and I almost think
I could clap my hand upon him if I met
him.'

"

CHAPTER XXI.

the story of julia's parents continued.

" About eight o'clock on the same even
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Grimaud, on the road from Le Mans to

Nantes, and about ten miles from the lat
ter city, two horsemen alighted to refresh
themselves and their animals, at a small
house of entertainment for travellers,
whether man or beast, that stood by the

road side. The wayfarers were much of
the same height, age, and complexion ;

and though there was no real resem

blance of feature, there was a striking
similarity in the appearance of the two
men,—a similarity which extended to
their dress, both as to colour and form ;

both being wrapped in blue mantles, and
wearing slouched hats that hung over
their brows. The attire of one of them,
however, was much fresher than that of
the other ; and he might be said to wear
it ' with a difference.' To him, also, seem

ed to belong precedence and sway, his
companion falling back to allow him to

pass first ; and evincing other slight marks
of deference and consideration. They de

clined entering into the public room, but
desired to be shown to a private apartment.
There they took some slight refreshment,
after seeing their horses attended to ; and

having rested about an hour, they again
mounted their steeds, and proceeded on

their way.
" ' I perfectly agree with you,' said he

who appeared to take the lead, after they
had ridden some yards from the inn in
silence ;

' I wish the thing could be avoid
ed, but it cannot. Self-preservation is the

first law of nature. I am quite clear,
whatever may be his motive, that if I
don't take his life he'll take mine ; and
there can be little doubt, that somehow
or other, though how, I can't imagine,
he is in possession of the truth, and has
the means to do it. We may lay this
salvo to our consciences, that it is not
a death of our seeking, but of his own.
Had he not thrust his head into our
affairs, he might have lived on to the
end of the chapter without harm or

damage from me. The whole affair, I
don't deny it

,
is unfortunate ; and I regret

it
,

from first to last. But since I cannot
undo the past, since I cannot retrace my
steps, I must wade on. I confess, of the
two, I rather pity the other, the lad that's
in prison, since his misfortune was not

of his own seeking— this foolish boy's is ;

and he must take the consequences.'
" ' Setting his interest aside,' said his

companion, ' and to return to our own ;

it is certainly peculiarly unfortunate that
he was seen by so many people at our
house. The livery is remarkable ; and

if he should have any friends that think

it worth their while to inquire for him, he

will, doubtless, be traced to my mother's,
through the evidence of those men.'

" ' We shall probably be away before

any steps of importance are taken, if ever

they are,' replied the first. ' According
to what you gathered from the countess's

porter, he is a young rascal that nobody
cares for, and without friends. He has

probably some connexion with this Eng
lish lad ; but he's bound hand and foot ;

and will never see daylight again, ex

cept it's on his way to the galleys or the
scaffold. Besides, when a thing must be

done, there's no use in anticipating the

consequences, or calculating the difficul
ties. As I said before, I am sorry ; but

I have a choice of two evils, and I have
not the slightest hesitation as to which

I shall select. I prefer my own life to
his, twenty to one ; and I see no means

of securing the one without taking the
other—therefore, he must die, and the
sooner the better. You will then look
to your own safety by instant departure ;
and I will not fail to meet you at the

appointed spot, as soon as I have had
time to receive my share of the inherit

ance, and convert it into money. We
will afterwards set out, and range the
world together, turning our backs on this
cursed city for ever.'

" ' I am of opinion, now,' said the same

speaker, when they had reached a spot

where the road divided 'within two miles
of the city, ' that we should separate, and

enter the town by different avenues. We
shall excite less observation. It will also

be better for me to avoid any communi
cation with your house, or even with you.
In short, I— I don't see anything that

need keep you here above an hour— no

thing so weak as delay or deliberation

in these affairs —few men would face a

battery, if they paused to contemplate the
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100 SUSAN HOPLEY.

other feat that demands resolution —let

it be done, and away. Just send me a

line to the Golden Lion, where I shall

put up, to say that all is right. Not in

those terms, though —they're suspicious,
if seen or intercepted — say, ' Sir, the

papers you required are safe, and shall be

produced whenever you desire it,' and

sign it merely by initials—not your own

though ; any others you please. That
can lead to nothing. Thus, if the boy
is inquired for, you'll be away, and no
connexion can be traced between us. As
for your mother —'

" ' My mother, Sir,' said his companion,
' as you well know, will never say a word
to betray either you or me. I own, I—I
have feelings about my mother. She has

spoiled me—perhaps ruined me —at least

helped to do it—but I—I couldn't bite off
her ear at the scaffold for all that—'

and
the voice of the speaker faltered.

" ' You're growing sentimental, friend,'
said the superior —' touching on the con
fines of the pathetic. Bah ! nonsense —
Do you repent ? Do you wish to retract V
continued he, after a pause, finding his

companion made no answer to his last ex
hortation — '

because, if you do, now's

your time to say so. Two alternatives
will then remain for me —I must go on,
and change places with the young Eng
lishman ; or I must turn my horse's head

and get beyond the borders of France as

soon as I can—I shall then be condemned

in my absence, my flight will confirm
the evidence of the two lads, I shall be

outlawed —lose my inheritance, and be

doomed to poverty for the rest of my
life. As for you, you'll wear fustian,
and live on onions and black bread for the
remainder of yours. Make your choice.'

" ' I have chosen,' said his companion,
doggedly, ' and have no intention of re

tracting.'
" ' Good,' replied the other ;

' then we

will say no more about it. And now,' con
tinued he, drawing his rein, 'here we
will part. You to your business ; I to

mine. Let the future be our motto—
Forward ! the word ; and remember, that
the beginning, middle, and end of our
drama, must be action—action—action !

Adieu! we meet again at Phil ippi !'

" ' Adieu !
'

cried the second, as he turn
ed his horse's head away, slowly pursu
ing the right-hand road—' Adieu !—But
for the future,' and he drew in a long
breath—' who can foresee it !

'
" ' It's natural —perfectly natural !

'

murmured the first, turning round on his
saddle to look after him — ' he has neither
so much to lose nor to gain as I have.
Poor Rodolphe ! Besides, he has a mother,
whilst I have not a human being in the
world to care for, or who cares for me,
unless it be himself.'

" We will here leave the travellers to

pursue their separate ways, and return to

the police office, where Simon, fatigued
with his peregrinations, arrived about one

o'clock in the morning, having spent the
intermediate hours in an unsuccessful
endeavour to discover whether Julie had
been conveyed out of the city. His con
clusion, however, was, that she had not ;

the livery she wore being sufficiently re

markable to have excited attention. But
with respect to Monsieur Rodolphe, there
was no saying —his appearance being much
less distinctive.

" ' There is no intelligence,' asked he,
' of any importance V

" ' Only that Blase was here just now,
to say that a man in a blue cloak and
slouched hat was seen to enter Grimaud's
house about midnight. He let himself in
with a key.'

" ' Was the lieutenant informed of it 1
'

said Simon.
" ' The lieutenant was gone —but Blase

says he can't escape them ; there are three

watching the house ; and they will not
lose sight of him if he comes out, but will
send some one to let us know.'

" ' Good,' said Simon, 'the bird's limed,
then ; which being the case, I'll take an
hour's rest, and a snatch of something to

eat, for I'm devilish tired. He has been

conveying the girl away somewhere or

other,' thought he ;
' drowning her in the

river, I shouldn't wonder ; and now he's

returned, thinking all's safe, poor fool.

They're always so—they never see an
inch before their noses, but walk right
into the noose. It's their fate, and they
can't help it.'
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 101

not to arrive at home till there was a

tolerable certainty of his mother not only
being in bed, but asleep. It is true, she

had lent herself to his plans up to a cer

tain point ; but he was certain that her

compliance would stop short of any vio
lence being offered to Julie. In short, he

could not have proposed such a thing to
her. He had won her consent to what
she considered only a temporary confine
ment and inconvenience imposed on the

young page, by representing that it was

indispensable to the safety of one they
both loved—he more than she, certain
ly ; but still there was ' one part of
her heart' that would have been sorry
for her son's friend and namesake, for
he was her foster child —Rodolphe's fos

ter brother ; and that is a bond of at

tachment, that amongst the lower orders
of Frenchwomen, as with the Irish, is

rarely broken. He had caused her much
woe, for he it was who had enticed Ro-
dolphe from the sphere and occupations
to which by birth he was destined, made

him discontented with his home and his
fortunes, led him into vice and ill com

pany, and given him habits and desires

that could not, in his station, be hon

estly satisfied ; yet she could not learn
that his life was in danger, without feel

ing that she loved him still. His mother
had died in her arms within the hour
that gave him birth, and up to the age
of seven years, the children had equally
shared in her care and affection. At that

period, Rodolphe Bruneau was sent to a

distance to be educated, whilst the pa
rents of the little Grimaud proposed to

give their son such instruction as accord
ed with his situation and prospects ; but
from the moment of the departure of his

play-fellow and companion, the child
pined visibly—he had always been of
an unusually grave and taciturn dis
position for his age — but now he re

nounced all diversion, fled from all fel

lowship, neglected his whip, and his ball,
and his hoop, and passed his hours seat

ed on a little stool, in one invariable cor
ner of the room, silent, still, and sad.

" ' This will never do,' said Robert
Grimaud to his wife, one day, when he

had been quietly smoking his pipe in the

chimney corner, and contemplating the
melancholy child — ' the boy will sink
into an atrophy — this separation has
struck upon his heart. We are not so

ill to do, but we may afford to give our
Rodolphe an education too, as we have
no other child ; and perhaps make a

priest of him, or let him study the law—
why not?'

" Madame Grimaud saw no reason why
not—the house was then a flourishing
concern ; her vanity was flattered at the
idea of making her Rodolphe a gentle
man, and the child was accordingly sent

to join his companion. But although Ro
dolphe Bruneau was educated and main
tained with considerable liberality at a

distance, he was never suffered to return
to Nantes. The late Monsieur Bruneau
had had two sisters, on whose male heirs
his property devolved, if he himself died

without children. Rodolphe was the son

of the sister he most loved ; but she had
made a marriage degrading in itself, and
odious in the eyes of her brother, who
extended the hatred he felt for the father,
to this sole offspring of the inauspicious
union. When his age made it necessary
for him to choose a profession, the youth
selected that of an advocate, whilst his
humble and still constant companion fixed
on a lower walk in the same line—but
the selection was only in word, not in
deed. Rodolphe Bruneau was idle, dissi

pated, and vicious ; Rodolphe Grimaud
had a morbid craving for excitement,
was irresistibly fascinated by gaming of

every sort, and never happy when he was

away from his friend. Thus they jour
neyed on the road to ruin together. Gri- j

maud sometimes came back to see his

parents ; and got what money he could
of them ; and Bruneau, whenever he was
in funds, shared them liberally with his
companion.

" At length an awkward transaction in
which they were both involved, but the
chief discredit of which fell on Grimaud,
caused a temporary separation, and an

apparent, but only apparent alienation.
Grimaud returned to his mother, who
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102 SUSAN HOPLEY.

a billiard table, the only thing he was fit

for, and lodged at his mother's ; soothing
himself with the prospect of rejoining his
friend when circumstances should be more

propitious.
" In the meantime, affairs went ill with

Rodolphe Bruneau. His uncle turned a

deaf ear to his applications for money,
and he was without resources. His exi

gence was so great, that he even ventured
to break through the condition upon
which maintenance had hitherto been

afforded him. He came to Nantes and

presented himself to the old man ; but so

far from the enterprise proving successful,
the sight of him seemed only to augment
the dislike that had been coeval with his
birth. He returned with rage in his
heart ; matters became worse, and he

desperate. He was aware that at his
uncle's death, the one half of his property
must devolve to himself. He arrived

suddenly one night at Grimaud's, an

nouncing he was come on business of a

very private nature ; and having left his

portmanteau, and borrowed a dark lan
tern, he went out, saying he should re

turn shortly. Some time afterwards, he

did return, apparently much agitated ;

and declaring he had got into a quarrel,
and must leave Nantes immediately, lest
his uncle should hear he had been there.
He started within ten minutes, on foot,
leaving his portmanteau behind him.
More than that, the Grimauds knew not ;

but when the story of the assassination
reached them, they naturally believed

that Rodolphe Bruneau was involved in the

guilt, and that Valentine was his agent.
" But it happened, by a singular coin

cidence, that on the evening Julie called
at home to comfort and encourage Made
leine, and for other purposes of her own,
that Rodolphe was standing at the win
dow of a gaming-house, exactly opposite,
led thither by a certain curiosity to con
template the house where the young Eng
lishman, who had become so singularly
mixed up with the fortunes of his friend,
had resided. The glaring colours of the

livery caught his eye. He saw her enter
—watched her out, and followed her.
Learned what she had said to the gaoler,
who saw no motive for concealing it

,

pursued her to Monsieur Bruneau's, and
easily extracted the same information
from the maid. It needed no more to
convince him that his friend was in dan
ger ; and upon this he acted ; placing the
page in a durance from which he judged
he could not escape ; and departing him
self in pursuit of Rodolphe Bruneau,
whom, however, he met on the road mak
ing his way towards the city, summoned
thither by a letter, which informed him
of the old man's having been assassinated

by an Englishman ; and that his presence
was necessary to the arrangement of the
affairs. On hearing Grimaud's story, he

comprehended at once the mistake he had
made, and the importance of silencing
the page ; and was, moreover, extremely
anxious to secure, if possible, his share of
the inheritance before the trial came on.
There was, therefore, no time to lose ;

and instead of turning back on learning
his danger, he only hastened forward
with the greater speed." In pursuance of his plan to avoid an
interview with his mother, Rodolphe Gri-
maud contrived not to reach his own door
till after midnight. He was certain she
would long ere that have retired to her
bed, and in all probability be asleep ; and
as she was somewhat deaf, and he had the
means of entering the house without her
assistance, it was not very likely that his
stealthy pace would disturb her slumbers ;
and it having been agreed between them
that no nightly lodger should be harboured
during his absence, he had no other inter
ruption to fear.

" The streets were nearly deserted by
the time he turned into that narrow one

wherein his mother dwelt. One or two
persons, apparently hastening to their
nightly rest, crossed him as he passed
down. Softly, softly, he inserted the key
and turned it in the lock —at that moment
a man in the dress of a labourer came

hastily by— ' Can you tell me,' said he,

' if it be past midnight?'
" 'Midnight has struck,' answered Ro

dolphe.
" ' Good night,' said the man, as he

moved on his way, and Rodolphe entered

and gently closed the door. He turned
into the room where Julie had first
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 103

him, and which served the purpose both
of kitchen and parlour. It was empty as

he expected, and all within the house

seemed silent. He took up a piece of
wood that lay upon the hearth, and raked
back the ashes with which the old wo
man had covered the smouldering logs to

keep in the fire till morning ; then he

took a rushlight out of a drawer —lighted

it
,

and sat down in his mother's chair.
He felt that the deed once done, he must
fly, and that all the pause he had was

before. He knew that he should never see

his mother again, and after some reflec
tion, be resolved to write to her, and leave

the letter where she would find it in the
morning. So he wrote, not saying why
he had returned, nor alluding to Julie ;
but giving her his last farewell, and bid
ding her not curse him. Then he arose,
made a strong effort to call up the man
within him, and cast off the softness that
the thought of his mother had gathered
round his heart—walked firmly to a

drawer where knives were kept, examined
them deliberately and artistically — re

jected them all, saying — ' No, a razor is

more sure,' and taking off his shoes, pro
ceeded up stairs to his own bed-room to

fetch one. He placed his ear to his mo
ther's door, but no sound reached him,

' she sleeps sound,' he murmured, ' that's
well ;' and he descended the stairs again.
Before he put on his shoes, he passed the
razor over the sole of one of them to clean
the edge—then he took off his coat, tucked
up his shirt sleeves above the elbow, and
with the candle in one hand and the razor
in the other, he left the room, proceeded

along a narrow passage which led to the

back of the house, put the razor into his
mouth, and the candle on the floor, whilst
he raised a trap-door which formed the

entrance to the once well filled cellar,
where they still kept the small quantity
of liquors their humble trade demanded.

There was a bolt to the trap which should
have been drawn — it was not ; but Ro-
dolphe's mind was too much absorbed to

observe the neglected caution. The pan-
nel being raised, a ladder appeared, by
which the descent was to be made ; but

being almost perpendicular, it was neces

sary to turn round and go down back

wards. Rodolphe did so, cautiously and
softly, for he would have been glad that
his victim were asleep —step by step he
descended —the razor still in his mouth,
and the candle in his hand—he reached
the last round of the ladder —the next

step was deeper —he stretched out his foot
to place it firmly on the ground —he trod
on something— it was not the earth— it

gave way beneath his weight —he stooped
the rushlight and looked down —and saw
he was standing on his dead mother's
breast ! Horror seized him —he dropped
the razor and the light—rushed up the
ladder, and fled amain."

CHAPTER XXII.

THE STORY OF JULIA'S PARENTS CONCLUDED.

" Crouching in the corner of the cellar,
in darkness and in terror, sat Julie the
intended victim. In truth, she had suf
fered enough within the last few days to

have turned many a stronger brain.
" She had gone to bed on the night

we last left her, beset with fear from the

strangeness of Rodolphe's manner, and

yet willing to persuade herself she had no

cause, from her confidence in the old wo
man. Long and earnestly she heard the
son and mother talking below—the voices

for the most part reached her but faintly ;
but now and then a sudden burst in a

louder key, betokened the energy of the
debate. But the door of the kitchen being
closed, no word passed through the rafters,
with sufficient distinctness to throw any
light on the subject of the colloquy.

" ' It cannot be about me,' at length
she said. '

They have enough to talk of,
there's no doubt of that —and if they had

any suspicion, they would surely never let
me stay here to be a spy on them;' and,
comforting herself with this conviction,
she went to bed, but, as she had done the

night before, without undressing. ' As I

know all I want now,' thought she, as

she laid her head on the pillow,

' to-mor

row I'll go to the police office —tell every

thing I have discovered, and leave the rest

to them.'
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104 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" At first she thought she should not

sleep ; but gradually her eyelids became

heavy, her thoughts wandered, and she

dozed. A slight sound at her chamber
door aroused her. She lifted up her head,

and saw through the wide chinks and

seams of the old shrunk wood, that there
was some one on the other side with a

candle, who with the blade of a knife
thrust in, was endeavouring to withdraw
the wooden bolt. The feat was soon ac

complished, the door opened, and Rodolphe
entered the room. Julie started from
the bed, trying to make for the door ;

but he seized her arm with a powerful
gripe, and holding the knife he still held
in his hand to her throat, he said in a

low but firm voice, ' Obey me, and you
shall suffer no harm —but if you resist,
or seek to raise an alarm, you die.' He
next tied a handkerchief over her eyes,

and led her down the stairs ; at the bot
tom, the voice of the old woman said to
her, ' Fear nothing, you shall not be

hurt,' — then conducting her along the

passage, going himself first,—he guided
her steps to the bottom of the ladder.
There he took off the handkerchief, and

repeated his inj unctions and threats ; whilst
his mother went up stairs to fetch the
mattress and blankets, which she handed
down to him. This done, after making
her bed on the ground, they both retired,
enforcing again that her life depended on

her silence, and closing the trap-door,
left her in darkness and alone. After
that, the old woman regularly brought
her her food, and seemed willing to re

lieve her discomforts as much as she could ;

but though she saw no more of Rodolphe,
she never doubted his being in the house
— indeed, his mother, at every visit, as

sured her he was close at hand.
" A few hours before Rodolphe's arrival,

when Simon left the house, Madame Gri-
maud having prepared Julie's supper,
proceeded to descend with it as usual to
the cellar. The pannel was heavy, and
being old and rather feeble, she had al
ways some difficulty in lifting it

,

but on

this occasion, whether from want of cau
tion, or want of strength, she let go her
hold a moment too soon, and falling for
wards into the cellar, pitched upon her

head, and broke her neck ; whilst the
trap, dropping back, closed over the scene,
before Julie had time to discern who it

was that had made this sudden irruption
into her prison. A t first she momentarily
expected the person, whoever it might
be, to speak or stir, but as minute after
minute passed, and all remained motion- 1

less and silent, fear and surprise grew
into horror —she was no longer alone,
she knew she had a companion, though
to her invisible ; who was it ? what was

it ? was the visiter alive or dead ? ' Per- |

haps,' thought she, ' it's a corpse ; some

murdered bleeding wretch they have-flung
down here !' and she crawled farther and
farther away, and squeezed herself closer
and closer to the cold damp wall, her

living, creeping flesh scarce less damp and
cold than it. From this horrid trance
she was at length aroused, by the lifting
of the trap-door a second time, and seeing

Rodolphe slowly descending the ladder
with the razor between his teeth. That
he came to murder her she felt assured ;

but in an instant, before she had time to
discern the cause of his precipitate retreat,
the light was suddenly extinguished, and
he was gone. When the house was en

tered shortly afterwards by the police-
officers, the trap was found open ; the old
woman lying cold and stiff at the foot of
the ladder, with the candle and razor be

side her ; and Julie sitting of a heap, with
her face buried in her lap, utterly speech

less.
" In the meantime, Rodolphe Bruneau

arrived at the Golden Lion, which was a

small and obscure inn in the suburbs, and
not far from the residence of his late

uncle, attributes which accorded especially
with the views of one who desired to avoid

observation, and have as little communi
cation with the town as possible.

" Having supped and slept, he presented

himself on the following morning to his

co-heir and the legal gentleman engaged in
the settlement of the affairs, to whom he

had been hitherto a stranger, and by whom

he found himself very coolly received. He
returned coolness for coolness —declined

any discussion of the late catastrophe,

saying, that,asfrom hisearliestchildhood,
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 105

his uncle and his house, he could not be

expected to feel a very vivid interest in
the event ; and that as he was wholly
unacquainted with his affairs and con

nexions, it was impossible he could form

any idea with respect to the motives of the

assassin. He also represented, that being
called to a distant part of the country, by
business of an urgent nature, which might
occupy him an indefinite time, he wished
his claims on the estate to be settled, and

discharged as soon as possible. The at

torney answered, that the affairs being
perfectly understood and arranged, he had

only to affix his signature to certain docu
ments, and appoint some one on the spot,
to receive, and give a discharge for the

money, and he might depart immediately ;

but Rodolphe, having powerful reasons

for hastening the payment, could not

agree to this ; but obtained a promise that,
by the third day, he should be released

with the money in his pocket ; the attor
ney himself consenting to advance it

,

for the consideration of a certain sum
which he was to be permitted to retain to
repay himself the interest. Thus, as the
assizes were not held till the following
month, Rodolphe considered the matter

satisfactorily arranged, and he waited as

patiently as he could the moment that
was to set him free.

" One thing, however, disturbed him ;

he did not receive the promised intimation
from Rodolphe Grimaud. Had the heart
of his ally failed him, and had he permit
ted the page to live? The silence was
perplexing ; and when the eve of his de

parture arrived, the attorney having ap

pointed an early hour on the following
morning for the payment of the money,
he could no longer restrain his anxiety,
but resolved to go to the Rue St Jacques,
and endeavour to find out what was doing
at the inn.

"
Accordingly, when the evening closed

in, he wrapt his cloak about him, and
set forth. The house, when he reached

it
,

looked much as usual — the outer door
was open, and a light in the kitchen shone

through the chinks of the shutters ; so

he stept in. Two men were sitting by the

fire smoking, who instantly arose and
laid their hands upon his shoulders.

" ' There heis!' exclaimed one of them;

' did I not say he'd come back ? Trust
me ; I know their ways ; they never can

keep out of it—it's their destiny—they
can't help it.—Come, Monsieur Rodolphe,'
continued he— ' for I think you won't
deny that you are Monsieur Rodolphe?'

" ' I cannot deny that my name is Ro
dolphe, certainly,' replied the young man,
whose conscience gave him every appear
ance of guilt— ' but by what authority,
or for what reason, you treat me thus

rudely, I am at a loss to comprehend.'
" ' Doubtless,' returned Simon, for it

was he who had spoken— '

persons in
your situation generally labour under a

like difficulty of apprehension. However,

it is not my business to enlighten you —

that is the affair of my superiors. Mean
while, you will have the goodness to ac

company these gentlemen and me— '

and
so saying, assisted by two other of their

fraternity, who were in the street watch

ing the door, without farther explanation,
they led him away to prison.

" On the following day, he was brought
up for examination before the magistrate ;

who, with Bontems beside him, and a

copy of Valentine's deposition on the table,
was prepared to find in the prisoner the

confederate of the young Englishman.
As for the prisoner himself, confusion and

terror were depicted in his countenance ;

he concluded that Grimaud, had, somehow

or other, allowed the young page to escape,

whose information, however obtained,
would be sufficient to convict him, and
that he was a lost man.

" But the very commencement of the

interrogatory, overthrew the conjectures
of both parties.

" 'Your name,' said the justice, 'is Ro
dolphe Grimaud V and Bontems had writ
ten, 'name, Rodolphe Grimaud,' before

the magistrate had completed the question.
" ' No, it is not ;' replied the prisoner.
" The justice and clerk looked at each

other, and raised their eyebrows ; whilst

Simon, who was standing behind, smiled

contemptuously.
" ' What name do you profess to answer

to, then ?' said the justice.
" ' To my own name, Rodolphe Bru-

neau,' returned the prisoner.
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106 SUSAN HOPLEY.

£! ' It makes no difference,' replied the

magistrate.
' I fancy you are not the

less the person we are in search of, whe

ther you choose to call yourself hy one

name or the other.'
" Rodolphe very much feared that in that

respect the justice's notions were correct.
" ' You are, at all events, the son of

the woman calling herself Grimaud, who

lately kept a certain inn in the Rue St

Jacques?'
" ' No, I am not,' replied the prisoner.
" ' But you have passed for her son,

and lived with her under that character ?
'

" ' Never,' returned the prisoner.
" 'Do you mean to deny that you

have been dwelling under her roof, calling
her mother, whilst she addressed you as

her son ?'
" ' I do deny it,' replied the prisoner.

' I cannot deny that I have been in the

house of the woman you speak of—but I
never either eat or slept under her roof
since I was seven years old. As a child,
I may have called her mother, because

she was my nurse, and the only mother I
knew —but I have never done so since.

In short, it is evident that you mistake

my identity ; you take me for another

person. I am altogether ignorant of the

motive of this inquiry, or of what crime I
am suspected ; but that I am not the per
son you take me for, I can easily prove.'

" ' When we seized you in the house,

you made no attempt to convince us of
our mistake,' said Simon, who felt consi
derable vexation at the turn affairs were

taking. He was a man who prided him
self extremely on his dexterity and astute

ness, in matters of this nature, and he had
been greatly annoyed at the escape of Ro
dolphe Grimaud, who, under the influ
ence of the horror which had seized him
when he left the cellar where his mother

lay, had rushed out of the house, and

through the street with such rapidity,
that he was away and out of sight before

the persons who had been set to watch
the door, and who were not prepared for
such an explosion, had had time to lay
hands on him.

" ' I did not deny that my name was
Rodolphe,' replied the prisoner ;

' which
was all you asked me—why should I?'

" 'What took you to the inn at all?'
inquired the justice.

" ' I have been here for a few days on
business,' replied the prisoner ;

' in short,
I am one of the co-heirs of the late Monsieur
Bruneau ; and I wished before I departed,
which, had I not been detained, I should
have done ere this, to pay a visit to Madame
Grimaud —who, as I have explained, was
my nurse, and whom I had only seen once

since I was seven years old. In short, I
never was in Nantes since that period,
except about two years ago, and then it
was only for a few hours, till within the
last three days, when I was summoned
hither by letters, which informed me of
the death of my uncle, and that my pre
sence was required. If you will take the
trouble of sending for Monsieur Ernest
Bruneau, and a certain attorney, called
La Roche, you will be satisfied that I
speak the truth.'

"
Accordingly, a messenger was de

spatched for these two gentlemen, who
shortly appeared ; and on being asked if
they knew the prisoner, answered without
hesitation, that he was Monsieur Rodolphe
Bruneau, and corroborated the account he

had rendered of himself.
" The magistrate rose from his chair

and apologised ; Bontems wiped his pen
on his coat sleeve, and replaced his papers
in his portfolio ; whilst Simon, crest-fallen
and disappointed, left the room.

" ' But may I be permitted to inquire,'
said the attorney, 'the meaning of all
this ?—On what grounds has this gentle
man been arrested, and why have we been

called upon to speak to his identity ?'
" ' Gentlemen,' replied the justice, with

an ingratiating suavity of manner, ' I
owe this gentleman, Monsieur Rodolphe
Bruneau, as he has satisfactorily proved
himself to be, an explanation. Do me the
pleasure to be seated forafewminutes; and
I will have the honour of relating the cir
cumstances that have occasioned the mis
take he has so much right to complain of.'

"Thereupon he narrated all he knew
of Julie Le Moine, her motives, and her
adventures ; with the reasons they had
for imagining that she was in possession
of some material evidence with respect to
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 107

and that Rodolphe Grimaud was implica
ted in the crime. ' But, gentlemen,' added

he, ' the poor girl is incapable of giving
her testimony ; and it is even doubtful
whether she will ever be in a condition
to do so. She was found in the cellar

speechless, and has remained so ever

since ; in short, her life is despaired of,
and it is too probable that the secret will
descend with her to the grave.'

" To the whole of this story the attorney
listened with an attentive ear, moved by
curiosity at first, but as the narrative pro
ceeded, enchained by a stronger interest ;

whilst ever and anon, as the circumstances
were unfolded, he darted, from his small

gray eyes, over which the wrinkled fore
head, and bent brows portentous hung,
glances that shot through the soul of
Rodolphe Bruneau.

" When the voice of the magistrate
ceased, Monsieur la Roche took out his
snuff-box, and deliberately patting the
lid, and furnishing his finger and thumb
with an ample provision, which he slowly
transferred to his nostrils, he said, 'It
must be admitted that the affair is em

barrassing, and that it is not easy to see

one's way through it. In short, there is
a mystery. What interest, for example,
could this Rodolphe Grimaud have in the
death of my late friend and patron ? Pos
sibly you, Sir,' and here he faced round
upon Bruneau, 'who have always been

so intimately connected with him, could
throw some light on the affair.'

" '
Really,' answered Rodolphe, with a

voice and countenance that betrayed an
agitation he could not control, ' it would
be impossible for me to conjecture —hu
man motives are often inexplicable. But
I must say, that it does not appear to me

by any means evident, that Grimaud has

had anything to do with the affair, at all.
It was not him, but the Englishman that
was discovered escaping from the house,
and that my uncle recognised as his
assassin.'

" ' That's true,' said the attorney ;
' and

it is certainly possible that the suspicions
which have led this young lady to the house

of the Grimaud's may have been misplaced.
But, if there was nothing to conceal ; if
her testimony was not apprehended, why

was she confined in the cellar? That
Grimaud must have had some interest or
other in keeping back her evidence is
clear, and a powerful one too ; since the

razor that was found at the foot of the
ladder furnishes a strong presumption
that security for himself and his confe

derates, was to be purchased with her
life. Did you ever see this Grimaud?'
added he, turning to Ernest, ' What sort
of person is he ?'

" ' I never saw him,' replied Ernest.
'"Here's the deposition of the young

Englishman,' said Bontems, taking a

paper from the portfolio, 'in which he

describes, as far as he was able to distin
guish it

,

the appearance of the man, whom
he affirms, conducted him to the villa, and
shut him up there ; and we are left to
presume, if there is any truth in his story,
which, till these late circumstances came

out, nobody supposed there was, that that
man was Grimaud.'

" At that moment the door of the room
was gently opened by Simon, who, putting
in his head, made a signal to Bontems,
that he desired to speak to him. Bon
tems arose, and handing the paper to the
attorney, left the room ; whilst the latter

slowly drew his spectacles from his pocket,
slowly released them from their shagreen
case, which he as slowly returned to the
same pocket, before he, with the like deli
berate measure, fixed the glasses on his
nose ; which process being at length accom

plished, he commenced reading aloud that
particular part of Valentine's deposition,
pausing every now and then, and casting
his eyes up at Rodolphe, as if comparing
his person with the description set down.

" The truth was, La Roche was at a

loss how to proceed without committing
himself, if his conjectures should happen
to be erroneous ; and his object was tc

gain time for reflection, and if possible tc

turn the magistrate's suspicions in the

same direction as his own. But this was

not so easy. The justice was altogethei
unacquainted with the circumstances on

which the attorney's distrust was founded
—namely, Rodolphe's previous character

and conduct, and his intimacy with Gri
maud, which were perfectly well known
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108 SUSAN HOPLEY.

years the legal adviser of Monsieur Bru
neau ; and in addition to these presump
tions against him, there was his extraor

dinary haste to secure his inheritance and

depart, even at the sacrifice of a pretty
considerable sum ; the circumstance of

several urgent applications for money
having been found among the murdered

man's papers, some of a date immediately
previous to the catastrophe ; and, finally,
the palpable terror and confusion he

evinced on the present occasion. ' If he

be really guilty,' said the attorney to him

self, ' once out of this room, he'll be off

and away out of the kingdom —but on
what pretext to* detain him?'

"As for Rodolphe, his desire to go was
evident ; but that very desire tied him to
his chair, so much he feared to betray it.

"At this juncture the door opened again,
and Bontems entered, followed by Simon,
Andre the page, and a stranger. The
first holding in his hand a torn letter and
a key, and the second a small portman
teau. Hereupon, Rodolphe Bruneau arose,

took up his hat, made a bow to»the jus
tice, who courteously returned his saluta
tion, and moved towards the door.

"'I beg your pardon,' said Bontems,

gently placing his hand against his breast,

to arrest his egress, — ' I beg your pardon ;

but this business concerns you—have the

goodness to resume your seat;' and he

again drew forward the chair Rodolphe
had previously occupied, who saw no
alternative but to take it.

"'What have we here?' said the jus
tice. ' What portmanteau is that ?'

" ' It has been found in the house,' re

plied Simon, ' where the young lady was

confined, and is marked by the initials
R. B., by which we judged that it might
possibly belong to this gentleman.'

" At the announcement of this supposi
tion every eye took the same direction, and
turned towards Rodolphe Bruneau ; whilst
the attorney said, with animation, 'Bravo,
the interest of the drama is increasing;' the

justice, too, who began to perceive that
there was something more in the matter
than he had suspected, polished his glasses
before he put them on, in order that he

might have a clearer view of the scene

that was acting around him.

" ' Here is a key, too, which fits the
lock,' said Bontems.

" ' Has the portmanteau been examin
ed ?' inquired the justice.

" ' It has been looked into at the police
office,' returned Simon, ' in the presence of
the lieutenant ; but the contents are left

exactly as they were found.'

"'Let us see them,' said the justice.
Upon which, the portmanteau being open- i

ed, they discovered, rolled up, and lying
on the top, a shirt which had evidently
been worn, and which, on being unfolded,
exhibited stains of blood upon the wrist.
There were also a few other articles of
dress, and necessaries for the toilet, one of
which was wrapped in a letter, which on
examination proved to be in the writing
of the late Monsieur Bruneau, and was
addressed to Rodolphe, at Le Mans. It
was evidently an answer to an application
for money ; and conveyed, with many re

proaches, a positive refusal. The post

mark was on it
,

and it appeared to have

been duly sent and received. But when

Simon shook out the shirt, another piece

of paper appeared, which had been wrapt
in it. It was the half of a letter also in
the hand of Monsieur Bruneau, and clearly
addressed to the same person as the other
—and there was enough of it legible to

decipher, that it contained a proposal, on
certain conditions, of making an addition
to his annuity of four thousand francs.
There was no post mark on the paper,
nor did it appear that it had ever been

forwarded.
" ' That letter,' said the attorney, ' must

have been written on the very evening pre

vious to the assassination, and taken out
of the house by the assassin, whoever he

was ; for it was on that very afternoon,
that Monsieur Bruneau spoke to me on

the subject, and proposed this means of

shaking off an annoyance that kept him
in a constant state of irritation.'

" ' Do you admit that the portmanteau

is yours ?' said the justice to Rodolphe.
" ' I admit that it was,' replied he, ' but

I presented it some time since to Grimaud.'

'"With its contents, I presume?' said

the attorney, ironically.
" ' With respect to the key,' said Bon

tems, 'it was found by this lad, Andre',
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

in the pocket of the dress when it was
returned to him this morning.'

" ' And I intended taking it to the

woman who borrowed the dress of me,'

said Andre, ' but before I had time to do

so, the tailor that I had sent my clothes
to, that he might repair the lining that
was unripped, brought me this letter.'

" ' Which I found concealed betwixt the

lining and the cloth,' said the tailor.
'"So I thought it better to take them

both to the lieutenant of police,' added

Andre.
" ' Gentlemen,' said Rodolphe, ' the plot

is cunningly laid, certainly ; and the ob

ject of it is evidently to transfer the crime,
and its penalty, from the shoulders of the

young Englishman to another's. But al
low me to ask, how should this girl, Julie
Le Moine, who has been playing so extra

ordinary a part in this drama, have become

honestly possessed of the key of a port
manteau, which, whether it be mine, as

you seem to suspect, or Grimaud's as I
assert, assuredly was not hers?'

" ' That I can answer for,' said Simon.
'The key is not that of your portmanteau,
but of a similar one belonging to the young
lady's father ; and she procured it from her
own servant the night she called at home.'

"'Still,' rejoined Rodolphe, 'it must
have been for the purpose of opening what
did not belong to her—and in all proba
bility her object was, by placing the letter
taken by the assassin in the box, to fix
the crime on Grimaud.'

"At this suggestion the attorney, Si
mon, and Bontems, all shook their heads

incredulously ; whilst the justice desired

to hear the contents of the letter the tailor
had found ; which proved to be the other
half of that which had dropped from the

shirt, and contained the offer of the aug
mented annuity, on the condition that
Rodolphe quitted the kingdom, and never
returned to it during Monsieur Bruneau's
lifetime, nor troubled him with further
applications.

" ' It is my opinion,' said the attorney
in a low key to the justice, ' that the young
lady has opened the portmanteau, and
there found the torn paper ; or she may
have divided it herself with some view of

" ' It is not exactly easy to perceive how
she obtained her information ; but the
direction in which her suspicions turned
is plain enough.'

"'And correct enough, I fancy,' said

Bontems. ' The others may have been

agents and confederates, but I suspect
this is the principal.'

" ' I confess,' said the attorney,
' I find

myself rather inclining to believe in the

young Englishman's story, only that it is

impossible to discover what motive could
have induced the assassin to take him
there.'

"'Perhaps to fix the crime on him,'
said the justice.

" ' It's not impossible,' replied the attor

ney ;
' but I doubt its being simply that.

There was more danger likely to accrue
from the proceeding than advantage to be

gained by it. But meantime, what is to

be done next V
" After some further consultation, in

which the attorney did not hesitate to

give it as his decided opinion that Ro
dolphe was implicated in the crime, it
was judged prudent to commit him to

prison, till it was seen whether Julie re

covered so far as to be able to give her

evidence, or till the affair could be other
wise further inquired into.

"From this moment La Roche, who
had been the intimate friend of the late
Monsieur Bruneau, devoted himself with
energy to the investigation of the truth.
He offered a reward for the discovery of
Grimaud, who, however, never appeared ;

and he obtained that a pardon should be

promised to any one who, not being a

principal in the crime, would come for
ward and give evidence on the subject.
But nothing was gained by this measure
either.

" He also procured permission to visit
Valentine in the prison ; and after hearing
the young man's story from his own lips,
came away strongly impressed with the

truth of it ; and satisfied that the stranger
who had conducted him to the villa, and

left him there, was either Bruneau or

Grimaud ; but as Valentine was unac

quainted with the features of the men, the

personal description and dress answered

as well for one as the other. ..
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110 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" In the meantime the period for hold

ing the assizes had arrived, and its busi
ness was drawing to a conclusion, whilst
there appeared little prospect of Julie's
being in a condition to communicate the
information she had suffered so much to

obtain.
" Much therefore to La Roche's annoy

ance, it seemed likely that the trial of the

prisoners would be postponed ; and al

though he was himself fully persuaded
of Rodolphe's guilt, he was beginning to

despair of procuring such proofs as should
vindicate Valentine and set him free, when
an advertisement caught his eye, from the
host of an obscure inn in the suburbs, dis
tinguished by the name of the Red Mullet.

" The advertisement was to the effect,

that if the gentleman who left his horse
on a certain night in the stables of the
Red Mullet did not return to claim him,
he would be sold to reimburse the host for
the expenses of his keep. The date struck
La Roche —it was the very night of Mon
sieur Bruneau's assassination.

"Now the attorney had taken con
siderable pains to find out if there were

any traces of Rodolphe Bruneau's having
visited Nantes on that night, but without
success. He had written to a friend at
Le Mans, and had, through his inquiries,
ascertained that he was not there at that
particular period ; but although he had
inquired at the coach offices, and interro

gated the different drivers, he had found
no indications of him on the road.

"'Come!' said he, after reading the
advertisement, as he took up his hat and
walked out of the cafe —'we'll try the
Red Mullet.'

"'Monsieur,' said he to the host, 'I
have seen an advertisement of yours,
about a horse that was left here. Per
haps you'll permit me to see him, for I
have a notion I am acquainted with the
owner.'

" ' Willingly,' said the landlord ; who
straightway conducted him to the stable.

" ' Did you receive the horse of the gen
tleman yourself?' inquired La Roche.

" ' I did not,' replied the host ;
' it was

the lad in the stable who took him. Gil-
les,' cried he to the ostler, ' show this gen
tleman the brown gelding.'

" Having ascertained that the traveller
had arrived on that particular night and
gone away again after committing the
horse to the charge of the ostler, without
entering the house, the attorney inquired
if they had also the saddle.

"'To be sure we have,' said Gilles ;

'we have not only the saddle, but the

whip. I believe he left that by mistake ;

for he ordered me to unstrap the portman
teau which was fastened on the saddle,
and took it with him.'

" The heart of the attorney bounded at
the word portmanteau.

" ' Should you be able to recognise the
owner of the horse if you saw him X in
quired he.

"'Undoubtedly,' replied Gilles; 'the
rather that I happened to see him again
on the same night.'

" 'Indeed !' said the attorney. 'Have the

goodness to explain how that happened.'
" ' Why,' returned Gilles, ' on that night

my poor mother was very ill—she is since

dead, God rest her soul ! She died of spasms
in the stomach—well, they had sent to say
she wished to see me, and I was just going,
when the stranger arrived. I was obliged
to stay to put up his horse, and I rubbed
him down and fed him as carefully,' added

Gilles, glancing at his master, ' as if my
mother had been already in her coffin.—
However, that done, I hastened to her bed

side, to give her what comfort I could ;

but she got worse, and I went out to a

certain shop where they sell drugs, in
the rue de Mousseline, to ask for a cor
dial. It was late, but they opened the
door when I rang, and gave me what I
wanted. Whilst the man was mixing it

,

the gentleman who had left the horse,
entered precipitately, and inquired if there
was a surgeon to be found in the neigh
bourhood ; and they directed him to Mon
sieur Le Moine's, hard by — '

" ' Is there a surgeon of that name in
the rue de Mousseline?' interrupted the

attorney.
" ' There is,' answered Gilles ;

' and the

gentleman hurried away to fetch him. I

suppose he came to Nantes to see some

sick friend. I don't think he observed

me, but I recognised him immediately.'
"Here ended the mystery. Not only
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SUSAN HOPLEY. Ill
Gillcs, but the man in the druggist's shop,
swore to the person of Rodolphe Bruneau,
who, when he found further subterfuge
was vain, admitted his guilt. There was,

however, one saving clause in the dark

story which mitigated his sentence from
death to the galleys. The crime was no

sooner committed, than remorse seized

him —he had hurried out of the room and
the house, carrying with him the letter he
had seen lying on a table by the bed-side

addressed to himself, and which by the

light of the lantern he bore he contrived
to read. Then it was he hastened in
search of a surgeon, by whose assistance

he thought his uncle's life might yet be

saved ; certain, that as the blow had been

struck when the old man was asleep, he

himself had not been recognised, and quite
satisfied that the Grimauds, the only per
sons who were in the secret of his having
visited Nantes, would never betray him.
It had been his original plan, the murder
once committed, to remount his horse and
return with all speed to Le Mans ; but
the apprehension and dismay that instant
ly took possession of his mind, confounded
his arrangements. He, therefore, after he

had shut up the supposed surgeon in the
wounded man's room, which, by the way,
he locked lest Valentine should pursue and

trace his own steps to the inn, hastened
thither himself, ascended to the chamber
above, where he changed the stained shirt
for one he had provided himself with in
case of such an emergency ; and then,
without disclosing the truth to the Gri
mauds, or bearing about himself any signs
of guilt, instead of returning to the Red
Mullet to fetch his horse, the doing which
he feared might make it more easy to trace
him, he hastened out of the town on foot.
Thus did the very precautions he used,
lead to his detection ; and thus may we
say with Simon, ' Tis their destiny, which
they cannot escape.'

"

CHAPTER XXIII.

WHICH CONTAINS THE STORY OF JULIA.

" Thus you see," said Julia, when the
story of her parents was concluded, " my

earliest misfortune was, that I had a

speechless mother —for the heroine of this
strange adventure did not die. She reco

vered her health and her memory, though
not her speech ; and it may easily be ima
gined that her devotion and her sufferings
left Valentine no alternative but to offer
her his hand. But the object she had
taken so much pains to attain, brought
her little but sorrow and disappointment
—the union was not a happy one. She
felt that her husband had married her
from gratitude, not from love ; and she

could never dismiss from her mind that
he had preferred another. The conscious
ness, too, of her own affliction irritated her
temper, and rendered her suspicious. She

might have trusted that the recollection
of its origin would be sufficient to endear

her to a generous mind ; and perhaps she

would have trusted, had she known her
self to have been the object of Valentine's
free and uninfluenced selection ; but she

was not ; and that bitter drop in her cup
empoisoned all the rest. Her husband did
his best to reassure and make her happy ;

but his efforts were vain ; and when ex
perience convinced him that his endeav

ours were useless, he resigned the struggle.
Kind, reasonable, and patient, he contin
ued ; but he no longer tried to give her
confidence in an affection that she was

determined not to believe in.
" Herfather had consented to thematch,

though not without many pangs of dis

appointment ; but after all that had hap
pened, and the publicity of the history,
there was no alternative. He was still a

poor man, for he had not long been estab

lished in business on his own account, and
had had but little time to make money ;

but what he could do for them he did.
He took Valentine as a partner, with the
view of qualifying him to become here

after his successor ; and he made arrange
ments for the young couple to live with
him at a much cheaper rate than they
could have done with a separate estab

lishment. But all these advantages were

counteracted, and finally rendered of no

avail, by Julie's temper and jealous suspi
cions. Aurore, the fair and gentle Aurore,
of whom she had truly predicted, ' she will
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112 SUSAN HOPLEY.

a dweller in the city of Nantes. She did

weep the loss of her lover for some time ;

but she had the consolation of feeling that

she could not blame him ; and that he was

guilty of no premeditated or voluntary
infidelity to her. She herself could not

have advised him to act otherwise than

he did, and—Aurore was a woman —she

knew that she still lived in his heart ; and

that still, were he free, she would be his
choice ; so the thing was bearable ; and

after a reasonable measure of time and of

tears, she gave her fair hand to another.
"But this so far from improving the case,

rather rendered it worse ; as, according to

the manners and customs of the city of

Nantes, and indeed of the French nation
in general, a married woman was a much

more dangerous rival than a single one.

Like other people, Aurore was to be seen

at the promenades, the gardens, the thea

tres, and the festivals —and the sight of

her was death to Julie, and the sound of

her voice was worse. If she went to these

places she was wretched ; and if she staid
at home she was wretched too, unless
Valentine was by her side ; for she be

lieved every hour he spent away from her

was passed in the society of Aurore.
" At length the disquiet of the unhappy

couple reached such a climax, and became

so annoying to Monsieur Le Moine, that
he consented, and advised Valentine to

consent, to what Julie had long been urg
ing ; namely, to return to England, and
either establish himself as a French

teacher, or set up a school ; his acquain
tance with the language, an accomplish
ment, at that time, far from general, giv

ing him a fair prospect of success.

"This plan," continued Julia, "was
finally executed ; and my father and

mother quitted Nantes and removed to

England, bringing me, then a child of
four years old, along with them."

" But it is easier to change our country
than our character ; and matters did not

go much better in England than they had

done in France ; for Julie brought her
misfortunes with her. The temper and

the passions which had always been vio
lent, indulgence and the absence of re

straint had rendered uncontrollable ; and

if
,

during the first month of their mar

riage, Julie could not believe that her
husband loved her, still less could she

believe it now, when she was conscious
she had done so much to alienate his
affections, and to efface the obligations he

owed her.
" The poor man made his first essay as a

French teacher in his native town, where,
as the neighbourhood was large, he might
have done well enough, if his wife would
have permitted him to stay there ; but
she became jealous of a lady, who having
been a companion of Valentine's in his
childhood, and since prosperously mar
ried, was anxious to be kind to him, and

do him what services she could ; and
after committing many minor offences,

she at length, in a fit of passion, struck
her supposed rival in the street. Shame
and vexation at the exposure she had

incurred, rendered the place odious to
her, and she never rested till she had won
her husband's consent to leave it. But
the next experiment succeeded no better.
There were ladies everywhere ; and where
there were not female friends, there were
female pupils. Every ebullition of pas

sion or folly reacted on her own temper,
and produced a fresh crop of suspicion
and violence, till she rendered herself
obnoxious to everybody. People began

by wondering, and ended by fearing and

avoiding this tall, tremendous dark, dumb
woman ; and though they compassionated
the fate of the unhappy husband, they
could not venture to employ or associate

with him, under the almost certain pen
alty of being annoyed and insulted by his
wife. Thus was the unfortunate Valen
tine driven from place to place, growing
poorer instead of richer, being obliged
to expend for their daily support and

frequent transmigrations, the little money
his father-in-law had given him ; till his

energies were exhausted, his spirit bro
ken ; and hopeless, sad, dejected, he gra
dually relaxed in his exertions, and re

signed himself patiently to the wretched

ness and poverty he saw no means of
avoiding.

"The only pleasure that remained to

him, in short the only object or occupation
that seemed capable of rousing him from

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



SUSAN HOPLEY. 113

that was overgrowing his faculties, was the

education of his little girl. She had been

from her birth extremely pretty, rather

resembling her father than her mother ;

and in spite of her hereditary claims to
violence in the female line, she was gentle,
mild and amiable, but timid to excess.

In short, her passions, whatevertheymight
have been by nature, had been frightened
out of her.

Julie Le Moine was born with the spirit
of a heroine, the passions of a Medea, and
the temper of a vixen ; and the circum
stances of her youth had rather tended to

foster than subdue these dangerous en

dowments. But the training of her child
was exactly the reverse of her own. Fear,

privation, and suffering, were the earliest
lessons of the little Julia. During her

infancy, whilst her father was engaged
and called from home by his business,

she was left wholly to the charge of her
mother, who loved her as love could only
exist in that heart of fire, passionately ;

but, unhappily, the only sentiment she

inspired in the bosom of her child was
awe ; an awe which time and circum
stances augmented into terror.

Thus the poor girl advanced from
childhood to womanhood, beautiful in
person, not uncultivated in mind, but a

stranger to enjoyment ; without energy,
without hope, and steeped in poverty
to the very lips.

Atlength the small, very small earnings
of the father proved inadequate to the
support of the family ; and it was found
necessary to put Julia in a way of adding
something to their resources. They were
at this time residing in a small lodging
in the suburbs of London ; and after

looking about for some weeks, they suc

ceeded in getting Julia employed in a

ready-made linen warehouse in the city.
Here she worked early and late, returning
home only to sleep ; and for scanty wages
and indifferent food, performed tasks as

monstrous, irksome, and dispiriting, as

the labours of a galley-slave.
She had been some time chained to

this weary captivity, when, one day, a

foreigner entered the shop to order a set

of shirts ; and as he spoke English with
difficulty, Julia, who had been taught

No.' VIII.

French by her father, was called from
the back room, where the tired fingers
plied from morn till night, to act as in
terpreter. The stranger was evidently
struck with her, and on some pretence or
another he repeated his visit on the fol
lowing day ; but this time he came not
alone : he was accompanied by an Eng
lishman, younger than himself, and of a

much more showy exterior. At the first

difficulty of apprehension that arose be

twixt the mistress of the shop and the

foreigner, the Englishman was about to

explain ; but the other making him a

signal not to interfere, requested the assis

tance of the young lady who had served

as interpreter on the preceding day ; ad

ding, in a low tone, to his friend, " I am

going to show you a pretty girl."
Julia was again called forward ; and

if the Frenchman had admired her, the

Englishman seemed to admire her much
more ; at least his admiration was much
more openly exhibited, and from that

day he neglected no means of making
an impression on the heart of the young
sempstress. He almost daily returned to
the shop with his friend, who had first
introduced him, or with other foreigners ;

and although it was evident to Julia that
he spoke French with facility, he always
declined exercising this accomplishment,
and requested her assistance. His next

step was to hover about the door at night,
till the hours of labour were expired, and
the poor prisoners set free ; and then he

would accompany her home. At first the
timid girl was as much frightened as flat
tered ; but gradually the attention of her
admirer gained upon her, till at last her

daily toil was cheered by the prospect of
her evening walk.

But, as may be imagined, this devotion
on the part of the lover was by no means

disinterested. He looked to be rewarded
for his pains ; and lost no opportunity of

dilating on the wretchedness of the life she

was leading, and of pointing out how much

happier she might be, if she would throw
herself on his protection, and allow him to

provide her with all the appliances of ease,

comfort, and leisure, to which she was so

much a stranger, and which her beauty and

merit so fully entitled her to enjoy.
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Poor Julia was not gifted with much

power of resistance, and the serpent

charmed her wisely, for she was wearied

to the very marrow of the life she led ;

but there was one link that held her still,
and that was her father. She loved him

and she pitied him ; and she knew that to
leave him, was to extract the last drop of

cordial from his cup.
One night she had been kept at her

work later than usual, and when at length
she was released, her usually constant
attendant was not to be seen. She con
cluded he was weary of waiting, and had

gone away, so she hastened home through
the cold, wet, foggy streets as fast as she

could ; for it was winter, and she was
anxious to gain the shelter of her
humble lodging, and the warmth
her scantily furnished bed-clothes could

supply.
She rang the door bell, expecting her

mother, who was in the habit of sitting up
for her, to open it—but no one came. She

rang again and again. At length, a win
dow above opened, and a voice, which she

recognised as that of the owner of the
house, inquired who was there.

" It's me," replied Julia ;
" ia my mother

gone to bed V
" Your mother !" exclaimed the woman

in an angry tone, " your mother's gone to

gaol, and your father too ; and I recom
mend you to go after them. It's the fittest

place for them, beggarly French folks, as

they are ! I only wish they'd been there
long ago, instead of living in my parlour
floor for nothing, for I've not seen the
colour of their money this six months,
I'll take my oath. Putting me off from

day to day with promises ; till at last down
comes Giblet the butcher, this morning,
and arrests them, and I'm left in the lurch ;

for all the rags they've got put together
ar'n't worth twenty shillings ; curse 'em!"

At the close of this oration, the excellent
woman shut down the window with a

bang ; and left Julia standing in the street
bewildered with fear and surprise. Had
she known more of the world, she would
not have been astonished at that happening
at last, which had been long threatening.
But she knew wonderfully little. Her
speechless mother had been unable to teach

her anything ; and her poor, dejected, dis

appointed, hopeless father, though he gave
her such education as he had the means of

communicating, seldom or never conversed

with her on general subjects ; but lived
on in a sort of dreaming existence, appear
ing to take no part in the affairs of a

world, in which so scanty and bitter a

portion had been allotted for him. Friends
or acquaintance they had none—they
were too poor to make any in a respect
able station ; and Julie was too proud,
and Valentine too indolent and indifferent
to seek, or accept of others : so that their

daughter grew up singularlyunacquainted
with all worldly affairs. She knew they
had very little money, but she did not

foresee that that little would be reduced
to none ; they never told her so ; and as

she left home early, and returned to it late,
she had neither seen nor heard anything
of the daily struggles and difficulties her

parents had to contend with ; and had con
tinued in happy ignorance of the weekly
menaces of the butcher and baker, and
the hourly objurgations of the landlady.

Sire waited some time, thinking it im

possible the woman could intend to shut

her out, and expecting every instant to

hear her foot in the passage ; but she

was overrating the hostess's benevolence.

That worthy woman, on closing the win
dow, had straightways returned to her

bed, drawn the blankets comfortably round

her shoulders, and whilst Julia was shiver

ing at the door below, was gradually sub

siding into an easy doze.

At length when waiting seemed vain, the

poor girl turned off the step, and stood

looking through the hazy atmosphere up
and down the street, at a loss which way
to go, or where to apply for shelter.

"If I knew where my father and mo

ther are confined," said she to herself,
"-Feb go there and try to get admittance ;"
and she bethought herself of addressing
her inquiries to the butcher. But when

she reached the spot where she had been

often sent for a pound of coarse beef, or a

few bones of the scrag of mutton, she

recollected that the man had only a stall

there, and had his dwelling in some neigh

bouring street —where, she knew not. She
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 115

it was to go back to the shop where she

worked, and try to get shelter there.

Perhaps as she tramped back through the

weary way she had trod but an hour before,

when she believed she was hastening to her

parents and her bed, she contrasted the then

and the now; the former state appearing,
now that it was lost, so much better than
she had imagined it—the present seeming
worse if possible than it was ; and she

felt how, in the depths of poverty and
wretchedness, there is a lower deep re

maining still—and, perhaps, she thought
of her lover.

With a faint heart she approached the
door, for her mistress was a hard woman,
and would doubtless be angry at being
disturbed at so late an hour—her hand
was upon the bell to ring it

,

when an arm
was thrown round her waist, and a well-
known and too welcome voice, said,
" Julia, my love, what are you doing
here at this time of night 1

"
" I 'm going to ask Mrs Walker to let

me sleep here, Sir," replied she ; for the
timid Julia had never got beyond Sir.

" On what account ?

"
inquired he.

" Why don't you go home ?

"

" I have been home, and they won't let
me in Sir," answered Julia.

" Your father and mother won't let you
in !

"
ejaculated he, with surprise.

" It is not my father and mother, Sir,"
returned she, unwilling to expose the real
cause of her dilemma —"

they're not at
home—it's the woman of the house."

A glimmering of the truth broke on the
mind of the young man, who, by the way,
had made himself known to her as Mr
William Godfrey ; and the opportunity
seemed too favourable to be lost. He soon

extracted from the simple girl all she knew
of her parent's situation ; and he then
eloquently represented to her the proba
ble abuse and insult she would draw upon
herself by an application to Mrs Walker;
whose stock of compassion being far too
limited to divide betwixt the twenty poor
young sempstresses she employed, each of
whom had miseries enough to have en

grossed the whole of it
,

had prudently
closed the avenues of her heart to all their
sorrows and sufferings at once, thus spar
ing herself pain, and them disappointment.

" Then," continued he,
" even if she were

to take you into the house now, which, as

I said before, she won't, what are you to
do to-morrow night, and the next night,
and for months that your father '11 be in
prison —perhaps for his life ?—Nothing
more common, I assure you, than these

sort of events. You can't earn enough
to pay for lodging, fire, and so forth for
yourself and your mother ; and she can
do nothing by your own admission. How
much better trust to me. You shall have

every comfort yourself, and something
to assist your parents. Come, Julia, be

advised," and he wound his arms with
tenderness about her, and pressed her to
his heart—" come my Julia, come, and

put your trust in me."
She did put her trust in him ; and the

remainder of poor Julia's story may be

too easily anticipated.
When the father was arrested, the

owner of the lodging unhesitatingly turn
ed the mother out of doors ; at all events,

Julie would have wished to accompany
her husband, for extremities of that sort
called forth the best part of her character;
so she hastily wrote a line to her daughter,
desiring her to beg shelter for that night
of Mrs Walker ; and in the event of its

being denied her she directed her where
she would find her parents, intrusting the
letter to a neighbour who promised to
deliver it. But the ambassadors of the

poor are apt to be negligent ; the duty
was at first deferred, and at last forgotten,
till it was to late to be of any avail. On
the following day the mother sought her

child at the linen warehouse ; but Mrs
Walker knew nothing about her; and
after seeking her wherever she thought it

possible she might have taken refuge, she

returned amazed and disconsolate to her

husband.
In the meantime Mr Godfrey was

by no means willing to run the risk of

losing his conquest whilst it had yet the
charm of novelty. He placed Julia in a

lodging a little way out of town, as re
mote as possible from the direction in

which she had formerly lived. Timid,
inexperienced, irresolute, and knowing

nothing of London but the ground she
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11G SUSAN HOPLEY.

over ; in fact, a mere child of sixteen, it
required a degree of energy far beyond
anything she could command, either to
find her own way to her parents, or to
insist on being conducted to them. She

ardently desired to see her father, and

urged her wishes frequently on her lover;
but he put her off on one pretext or an
other ; and in some degree satisfied, or at
least relieved her mind, by enclosing
small sums of money in letters which she

wrote, and which he assured her should
be duly delivered to her parents.

He was indulgent and kind; whilst she

enjoyed many comforts that she had never
known before ; and as he was occupied
by business and other engagements, the
hours he passed in her company were too
few to give rise to satiety, or afford time
for ill temper. She became gradually
reconciled to the separation from her
parents,—a separation, indeed, which as

far as regarded her mother had never been

very painful ; and when at the end of a

twelvemonth the little Julia came to
awaken a new interest in her heart, and
furnish an occupation and amusement for
the many hours she had hitherto been

doomed to spend alone, she might be

said to be really happy, for she was too

unknowing and inexperienced to foresee

the reverse that awaited her.
Shortly after the birth of the child, Mr

Godfrey announced that he was going on

a journey, and should probably be absent

about three months ; but he left her in the
charge of a friend, who was to call fre
quently and see that she was well taken
care of ; and he arranged with the people
of the house to provide her with board
and lodging during the interval.

The friend, who called himself Dyson,
endeavoured, as is the custom of friends,
from time immemorial, on the like occa

sions, to make an interest for himself in
the heart of his fair charge ; but Julia
was incorruptible. Without being vio
lently in love with Mr Godfrey, she liked
him, and felt grateful to him for the pro
tection and comforts he had afforded her ;

and she was moreover bound to him by
her passionate affection for the child.
It was the first vivid sentiment that had
been awakened in her heart, and it rushed

over it with the spring and vigour of a

newly opened fountain —filled it to the
brim, and inspired her with a new life.
So she sought no further —her full con
tent was in the cradle of her babe. The
only favour therefore she accepted of Air
Dyson, amongst the numerous attentions
offered her, was, that he would find out
where her parents had been conveyed,
and conduct her to see them ; a request
to which he most willingly acceded. But
when they arrived at the Fleet, where
Valentine had been confined, they learn
ed that, about six months before, some

wealthy foreigner, who had visited the
prison, having been touched by the story
of the poor French teacher and his dumb
wife, had paid their humble debt and set

them free. Whither they were gone no
one could tell, nor did Mr Dyson's in
quiries in the neighbourhood of their
former lodging, throw any light on the
subject.

Thus Julia lost all traces of her parents,
as they had previously done of her ; for
as for the letters their daughter had in-
intrusted to Mr Godfrey, they never
advanced further on their way to the
Fleet than the first convenient fire he

came to ; and thus was she thrown wholly
on the tenderness or compassion of her
lover. But alas for the tenderness and

compassion of a libertine !

At the end of a few months, Mr God
frey returned, and appeared for a little
while to take some interest in her and
her child ; but gradually the interest be

came weaker, the visits more rare, and
the means of maintenance less liberally
furnished. Julia was not very speedily
alive to the change ; for she did not ex

pect it
,

in the first place ; and in the

second, her affection for Mr Godfrey was
not of a nature to render her either jealous
or susceptible. But at length, after a

gradual alienation of some months, he dis

appeared altogether, leaving her a letter,
in which he strongly recommended her
to have recourse to the protection of his

friend Dyson ; and promising, provided she

followed his advice, to pay her a weekly
maintenance for the child.

The poor girl saw no alternative but
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arms—one lover had forsaken her, and

the other swore she should never want a

home whilst he had a guinea in his pocket
—her heart was with neither of them ;

it was with her child —so she took him

at his word, and accepted his protection.
After some months Mr Godfrey again

returned, and, from that time, he used

frequently to visit Mr and Mrs Dyson,
as they were called. The two gentlemen
often went out together at night, and not

uncommonly, made excursions of several

days into the country.
This state of things lasted some time,

but at length Mr Dyson's funds seemed

to be on the decline, and Julia was often

put to sad shifts to furnish the necessities

of her scanty table. She was beginning
to dread that the time was not far distant
when he would actually not have a guinea
in his pocket, and that she would be

again thrown upon the world with no

thing to rely on but the compassion of
her first seducer.

Suddenly, however, the scene brighten
ed ; at least, as far as regarded the pecu
niary department. Mr Dyson declared
that he had won a large bet at Newmar
ket ; and, careless and profuse of money,
Julia's wants were now as liberally sup
plied, as if the sum were inexhaustible.
But with this access of good fortune, came

other changes less agreeable. Mr Dyson
was an altered man. His spirits were

much more unequal than they had been ;

his temper much more irritable. He had

strange fits of gloom ; was suspicious,
nervous, restless ; curious about things
which appeared to Julia of no conse

quence, and was seized with an unaccount
able mania for changing his lodgings.

In the meantime the money fled ; and
that at such a rate, that in a very short
time their circumstances became as strait
ened as before the last access of fortune ;

and poverty stared them in the face.

Just at this period Mr Godfrey called one

day, and said, that he had the charge of
a young woman from the country, who
was on her way to the continent ; that
she was taken extremely ill, and had im
bibed such an inveterate aversion to the

persons he had placed her with, that she

talked of giving up her journey altoge

ther, and returning to her friends. He
therefore begged Julia to go and see her,
and endeavour to reconcile her to wait
ing patiently where she was, till her health
should permit her to travel. Accordingly,
Julia visited the young lady, whose name
she learned was Miss Jones, and who was

suffering from the effects of a neglected
cold, caught, she said, on her journey to
London ; Mr Godfrey having neglected to
call in medical advice, till she was so bad,

that the servant of the house she was

lodging in, had one night taken fright,
and ran out for an apothecary, of her own
accord, when he was absent.

Miss Jones disowned any sort of attach
ment to Mr Godfrey ; was quite indignant
at Julia's natural suspicion that he was
her lover ; and declared that she was on

her way to the continent to be married.

She was otherwise by no means communi
cative ; and Julia neither learned where

she came from, nor whither she was

going.
In due time, by the care of the apothe

cary, she recovered, and Julia was in
formed that Mr Godfrey being unable to

accompany her abroad, the charge of

escorting her to her destination was to

devolve on Mr Dyson.
Accordingly they departed ; and in a

very short time, as Julia had foreseen, the

woman of the house, when she found that

the ostensible husband did not return,

gave the wife warning to quit within
twenty-four hours ; adding, that but for
the sake of the child, whom she had grown
fond of, and whose pretty playful ways

might have melted a heart of marble, she

should certainly have seized her clothes

to pay the arrears of rent. In this di
lemma Julia might naturally have applied
to Mr Godfrey for assistance ; but with
Mr Dyson's departure, the visits of the
friend had ceased ; and where to seek him
or to address a letter to him, she could
not tell ; for, from the very commence

ment of their acquaintance, he had care

fully abstained from giving her any in

formation on the subject. Like the wind

he came and went—she neither knew

whence nor whither.

Fortunately, her wardrobe was toler
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118 SUSAN HOPLEY.

Dyson ; and she had a few trinkets that

he had given her in the flush of his for
tunes. These she pawned ; and after

taking a very humble lodging in Holborn,
she next proceeded to the shop of her
former mistress at the ready-made linen

warehouse, and requested to be supplied
with work which she might do at home,

where the care of her child confined her.
She obtained a little employment, and by
the aid of what she thus earned, and the

gradual disposal of her wardrobe, she con
trived for a time to pay her rent, and
purchase food for herself and her infant.
But in process of time the wardrobe was
exhausted—next, the little girl was seized

with measles and hooping-cough, and was

very ill ; some money inevitably went for

drugs, and much time was spent in nurs
ing and attendance. Matters became

daily worse and worse ; the child reco

vered from the maladies, but remained
weak and helpless ; pining for want of
air and exercise, and craving for food
which could not be supplied. The love
for the infant, which had hitherto given
her energy, and enabled her to support
this hard struggle, now that she saw the
struggle was in vain, and could no longer
be maintained, only added a thousand
fold to her despair.

At length the dreaded night arrived,
that found her houseless, penniless, with
out a friend to turn to, or a hope to cheer ;

and with the fearful agony of those cruel
words " mamma, I'm so hungry," for ever

wringing at her heart.
For several hours she wandered through

the streets, the inhospitable streets, that
furnish nothing to the penniless wretch
that cannot beg —amongst crowds of busy
and incurious strangers, hurrying on
their several errands and rudely brushing
with their elbows, as they passed the
fainting mother and the starving child ;
—on she wandered. Ever and anon the
broad, gray sheet of the gloomy river,
with its sable canopy of fog hung over it

,

appearing betwixt the divisions of the

streets, and reminding her that beneath
its dark waters there was a last refuge
for the destitute— a bed wherein once

laid, no sound can wake them, no cold
can shiver them, no hunger tear their

entrails, nor cries of starving infants pierce
their hearts.

Who shall condemn her that she sought
its rest ?

CHAPTER XXIV.

WHICH NARRATES THE PROGRESS OF HARRY'S
JOURNEY ; AND HOW HE FELL INTO UNPLEAS

ANT COMPANY.

It was a fine moonlight night when Harry
Leeson leaped over the park gate of Oak-
field into the high road, and he walked on

bravely —bravely for fifteen. It can't be

denied that there was something heavy at
his heart ; that he thought of what his life
and his prospects had been ; of his uncle
and the happy days at Oakfield when he
was alive, and all the world wore smiles
for Harry— of Fanny, kind, gentle, affec

tionate Fanny, that, although she could
not protect him, still loved him as much
as ever. It must be confessed too, that he

occasionally thought of the comfortable
bed he had left behind him ; and that
when, by dint of walking and the fresh

night air he got an appetite, the alluring
picture of the hot rolls, and the well-
spread breakfast table in the library,
would, in spite of his heroic efforts to

despise all such considerations, present
themselves to his imagination in a too
fascinating form.

Then, though Harry would not have
admitted to himself that he was afraid,
or that there was anything to be afraid of ;

yet ever and anon, when there was a dark
turn in the road, or a mysterious looking
shadow of some old tree with its arms

waving in the wind fell across it ; or
some restless bird of night fluttered from

amongst its branches, and with its omi
nous cry sailed slowly through the air,
there would be something fluttering, too,

within poor Harry's breast. But pre

sently would come the brisk rattle of re

volving wheels, the lively smack of the

coachman's whip, and one of the mails

would dash past him ; or a heavy wagon
would crawl by, and a "good night,
master," from the wagoner, would put
him in heart again.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Thoughts, too, of the future would in
trude. It was not quite certain that he

would be admitted into one of his majesty's

regiments of the line, rise to be a general,
and be knighted, although it was highly
probable —and if this did not happen ex

actly as Harry had planned, he did not

very clearly see what else could. His
whole arrangements had been entirely
made on this supposition, his castle with
all its towers and battlements raised upon
this foundation —if it slipped away, there
was nothing left —like the fall of the Ross-

berg, it carried everything else with it.

Occasional doubts as to whether he had

really done the very best thing in the
world for himself, would intrude ; and
once or twice he wondered whether he

had been missed ; and whether if he walk
ed straight back as fast as he could, and

presented himself at the breakfast-table
at the usual hour, the adventure might
not remain wholly unknown. But he did

not turn back ; and as the hours advanced,

and the distance from Oakfield increased,
the experiment became impracticable ;

and therefore there was nothing left but
to walk forward.

As the morning dawned, and human

beings began to be stirring, another Gor

gon presented itself to Harry's imagina
tion, which filled the place of all those

which had been only visions of the night,
and were now melting away, in the bright
beams of the rising sun. This was the
fear of being overtaken, and carried back
in triumph by Gaveston ; to be taunted,
jeered, insulted, laughed at ; and finally
forced, without the means of resistance,
to accompany him wherever he pleased

to take him, and conform to whatever
arrangements he chose to make for him.

" No !
"

said Harry, with a swelling
heart, " never ! I'd rather do anything
in the world ! I'd rather be a common
soldier, if I can't be an officer—I'd even

rather get my living as a servant in some

nice family, where the people would be

kind to me, perhaps, when they found I
was a gentleman—I'd submit to anything,
anything in the world, so that I can feel I'm
my own master, and not dependent upon
that fellow ! And by the by," thought he,
"

surely, now that it's daylight, I'm very
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wrong to be walking along this high road,
where I may be traced so easily if they
send in pursuit of me. I'll strike off across

the country instead of keeping the direct
line to London, and find my way thither

by some other route."

Upon this, Harry leaped over the first
stile he came to, cut across several fields,
till he found himself in a very rural dis
trict, amongst hop gardens and pretty
farm houses ; and on arriving at a neat
little village, where he saw a pink horse

standing upon three legs over a door, he
entered and inquired if he could have
some breakfast.

A clean, healthy, honest -looking wo
man answered him in the affirmative ;

and showing him into a neat little sanded

parlour, furnished with wooden ch airs, deal

tables, and adorned with whole-length por
traits of the Marquis of Granby, the Duke
of Cumberland, and other worthies, she

soon set before him an excellent break
fast of brown bread, sweet butter, new
milk for his tea, and a smoking rasher of
bacon for a relish.

Harry did justice to his fare, and felt
himself an emperor. It was a capital com

mencement to his adventures ; and it was
the first breakfast that had ever been

served at his own command and paid for

from his own pocket. In short, it was

the first independent bread and butter

Harry had ever eaten, and he relished it
accordingly.

The woman was so civil, too ; and after

breakfast, having refreshed himself by
dipping his head in some cold water, and

having had his clothes brushed, he strolled

into the little garden behind the house,
where she invited him to make free with
the fruit ; in fine, the quarters were

very agreeable, and Harry had walked
all night ; the village, moreover, was in
a sheltered nook, quite off the direct road,
where it was very unlikely he would be

sought for ; so after some consideration,
he resolved to remain there till the next

morning.
An excellent dinner of eggs and bacon

and hasty pudding, made an agreeable

diversion in his day's amusement ; after

which, throwing himself across a row of

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



120 SUSAN HOPLEY.

he fell fast asleep —and, as soundly as if
he had been on a bed of down, slept till
his hostess came to inquire if he would
have any tea. The tea, with its due accom

paniment of bread and butter, being swal
lowed in a sort of somniferous medium
between sleeping and waking, he imme

diately afterwards retired to the humble
but clean bed that had been provided for
him ; and there, in a state of complete
oblivion of all the joys and sorrows of
this world, passed the hours till morning.
Poor Harry ! it was too good a beginning
to last.

He awoke the next morning in a con

dition of perfect comfort ; and having
devoured a second edition of the good

breakfast, and made some inquiries about
his road, he started again on his journey ;

and in this manner he continued to travel,

keeping as wide as he could of the high
road from Oakfield to London ; walking
by day and resting by night, till he had
arrived within twenty miles of the great
city. And so far he reached without any
adventure worth recording. The small

country inns he put up at, afforded him
all the accommodation he needed ; the

guests he met at them were chiefly the

honest farmers of the neighbourhood ;

the hosts were civil, the charges low, the
weather fine, and the country pleasant ;

no one asked him whence he came or
whither he was going ; and Harry in
dulged himself with easy stages by day
and sound sleeps by night.

It was about seven o'clock on the even

ing of his last day's journey, for he looked
to make his entrance into London on the

following morning, that he stepped into
a small inn by the road side, which, not

only with respect to its situation, but in
its appearance also, bore a less rural and

inviting aspect than those he had hither
to put up at. The sign was " The Admi
ral ;" and exalted on a high pole about
three yards from the door, swung a rude
representation of Admiral Jarvis. There
was a trough for watering horses on one

side of the house, and a set of ill-condi
tioned looking stables on the other. The
echo of rude voices resounded from within ;

and a powerful odour of beer and tobacco

exhaled through the open door.

Harry hesitated a little, for none of his
senses were invited by the tokens they
detected ; but he had already extended
his walk an hour beyond its usual limits
in the hope of meeting with some desir
able resting-place ; but these he perceived
became more rare as he approached Lon
don. The character of the small inns
became less rural, the hosts less simple
and civil ; and the company he met, less

unobjectionable. However, he was tired ;
and reflecting that by going further he
might fare worse, he resolved to content
himself with such accommodation as
" The Admiral" afforded.

" How now, Master ?
" said a big bluff

man, who advanced from an open door
on the right, with a pewter porter pot in
his hand, and wearing a blue apron, one
corner of which was turned up and tucked
into the waistband —"What's to say?"

" I wish to know if I can have some

supper, and a bed here," replied Harry,
rather abashed by the rude address.

" There's little doubt of that," replied
the host, taking a deliberate survey of
Harry's accoutrements, "if so be that you
can pay the score."

"Certainly I can," answered Harry, not
a little offended at the doubt expressed.
"I don't expect you to feed me, nor lodge
me either for nothing."

" No offence, Master, no offence!'" cried
the rude host ;

" but it's as well to be on
the safe side : we get all sorts here."

Harry felt a great inclination to turn
round and walk out ; but he was afraid
that, if he did so, the man would be inso
lent to him ; so he followed him into a

small back room that looked on the stable-

yard, where he requested he might have
some tea ; which the host promised should
be forthcoming immediately.

The room itself was evidently one re
served for such select visiters as preferred
being alone to joining the smokers and

porter and grog consumers that assembled

in the other. The walls were covered with
a dull- looking paper that appeared to have

once been blue, but in which now neither

pattern nor colour was discernible ; nu

merous stains of liquor, and sundry bare

places where long stripes had been peeled
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

that choice apartment did not always con

fine themselves within the limits of tem

perance and decorum. A small square
bit of carpet with torn edges that laid

traps for the toes, and of as nondescript
a hue as the paper, was spread in the
middle of the room, and over it stood an
old battered, shattered, leaf and a half of
a mahogany dining-table, scored, scratch

ed, and blotted with all manner of dis

figurements. Four ancient chairs with
high backs, and black hair seats which
had once been stuffed, but from which the
chief part of the contents had either been

consumed by moths, or abstracted through
the large holes that appeared in the hair
cloth, completed the furniture of this best

apartment of the inn at B . The win
dow was exceedingly dirty, and cut all
over with plebeian names, and coarse

rhymes ; and a bit of torn, faded, green
stuff of an open texture, affected, in the
form of a blind, to shut out the view of
the stable-yard from the eye of the gen
teel customer within ; or to defend him
from the obtrusive curiosity of the pro
fane vulgar without. The window ap

peared never to have been opened within
the memory of man ; and the odour of
the apartment, in which there was no

chimney, perfectly corresponded with its
other attractions. The wretched appoint
ments of the tea table, the battered tray,
the cracked cup and saucer, the black pot
with the remnant of a spout, the notched
and broken knife, the stale, dirty- looking,
ill-baked bread it was to cut, the strong,
yellow, salt butter, the coarse dingy lump
sugar, and the pale blue drop of milk in
a broken black ewer, were all in accor
dance. It was Harry's first introduction
to the ungraceful adjuncts of poverty and
humble life. Till now the experiences of
his journey had not disclosed to him their
v ulgar and offensive side. The rural inns,
with their clean whitewashed walls, their
sanded floors, their chairs and tables of
well-scrubbed deal, their neat gardens
filled with cabbages, and French beans,
and gooseberry and currant bushes, min
gled with pinks, and sweet peas, and
hollyhocks, with a venerable apple-tree
in one corner, and a little arbour twined
with honeysuckles and sweet briar in the
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other—all this was lowly and simple, but
not vulgar. Nothing that is pure and
simple can be vulgar ; but the dirty,
stained paper, the faded, ragged carpet,
and the mahogany table and chairs, in j
the select room of the inn at B , were
all essentially vulgar, for they were in
tended to be genteel.

Harry's high hopes and the exaltation
of his spirits fell with his fortunes. Here
was already a reverse ; a taste of the fu
ture, always supposing he was not made

a general and a grand cross of the Bath ;

the certainty of which events varied with
the height of the quicksilver in the baro
meter of his comforts. It is delightful
to be independent, and feel that one is
master of his own actions ; but Harry
found it impossible to enjoy these privi
leges to their full extent in the best room
of the inn at B ; so, tired as he was,
when he had taken enough of his unin
viting repast to appease the most urgent
calls of his appetite, he went to the door
to get a breath of fresh air ; but the vul
gar merriment, and the vulgar odours
from within, still assailing his ears and
his nostrils, he walked across the road,
and swung his legs over a gate that led
into a turnip field.

In this position he had' sat some time,
when he observed two men approaching
from the London side, who on reaching
the house, having taken a survey of its

exterior, turned in. They both wore

shabby black coats, and hats with very
small brims ; and had that undefinable

appearance of belonging to no recognised
class, that led the beholder to imagine that

they lived by no acknowledged means, but

upon such means as accident or the exer

cise of their own enterprise or dexterity
might furnish.

Harry thought no more of them, but
turned his reflections on his own affairs ;

till they again attracted his attention by
appearing at the door together. They
seemed in close consultation ; and one of
them held a printed paper in his hand to
which they occasionally referred, whilst
they cast their eyes so frequently across

the road to where Harry was sitting, that
he began to feel uncomfortable, and to

fancy they were speaking of him.
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122 SUSAN HOPLEY.

So much did this notion prevail, that,
at length, he descended from the gate on
the other side, and walked up the field,
which was divided by a path in the mid
dle. When he had moved a little way,
he could not help turning his head to see

what the men were doing ; and he per
ceived that they were both leaning over
the gate he had just left, and were looking
after him.

Harry felt exceedingly annoyed, and

began to be assailed with unpleasant sus

picions. It occurred to him, could they
be emissaries of Gaveston ? They looked
men fit for any mischief or ill service ; and

their attention was certainly singularly
directed to him. At the extremity of the
field was a stile which gave access to an
other ; he crossed it ; and when he did so

the men leaped over the gate, and walked

up the turnip field, as if resolved to keep
him still in view.

This was so disagreeable, and he felt so

much averse to the idea of finding himself
in their company remote from the house,
that when he had crossed the second field,
instead of going further, he seated himself
on the stile : upon which they drew up,
and seated themselves upon the opposite
one.

It was too evident to Harry that they
were watching him ; and a host of appre
hensions and suspicions rushed into his
mind with the conviction. Either they
were sent in search of him, or they were
induced, by perceiving he was a young
gentleman, alone and unprotected, to form
some evil design against his person or his

pocket.
"

Perhaps they suppose I have money,
and they mean to rob me," said he ;

" and
if they take what little I have, what am
I to do when I get to London V And as

the evening was drawing on, he thought
he should be safer near the house ;

" and
there's my bundle, by the by, in that par
lour ; somebody may walk off with that
too," he added, as he jumped off the stile
and turned his steps towards the inn.

When the two men saw him move, they
followed his example ; and lounging slowly
back, " marshalled him the way that he
was going "—Macbeth's dagger could not
be more disagreeable.

Harry, to avoid them, walked straight
into the house, and into his odious parlour ;

where, however, he found the pocket hand
kerchief that contained all his worldly
goods, quite safe. He was hungry, and
would have been glad of some supper ;

and tired, and would have been glad to
go to bed ; but he distrusted both the sup
per and the bed. He doubted the roof he
was under being an honest one ; and of
all places in the world, bed is the least
inviting where such a suspicion prevails
—even according to the landlord's own
admission, " he got all sorts there ;" and
the sample Harry had seen, slight as was
his experience of mankind, unpleasantly
confirmed the assertion. So as he felt he
must do something, for it was impossible
to sit in the wretched room doing nothing,
he decided on the supper as the least evil
of the two.

The supper, when it appeared, promised
better than the tea— it was more in the
line of business at " The Admiral," where
such " thin potations," were seldom called
for ; and the remains of a cold round of
beef, the loaf he had at tea, and a pint of
porter in a pewter pot, graced the dirty
and scanty table-cloth.

Harry had just cut himself a slice of
meat and a corner of the loaf, and was

preparing to make himself some amends
for his previous fast, when the door opened,
and the landlord ushered in the two odious
men in black —announcing that the gen

tlemen requested permission to join the

young gentleman at supper.
Banquo's ghost was not a more unwel

come visiter. Harry coloured to the eyes,

and looked confused and annoyed, but he
had not courage to object. In fact, he
had a notion that his objections, had he
made any, would have been of very little
avail ; so he went on eating his supper as

composedly as he could, without raising
his eyes from his plate, or taking any no

tice of his company. The landlord brought
them knives, and forks, and plates, and a

pot of porter ; and they straightway helped

themselves, and began to feed like os

triches.
" Here's to you, Sir," said one of them,

raising the pewter vessel to his lips. Harry
bowed.
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SUSAN

"You don't feed, Sir," continued the
man. One 'ud expect a youngster like
you'd be more peckish after your walk.
And this here round 's capital."

"I've eat very well," replied Harry,
who might have added, "the sauce has

spoiled the supper."
" I take it

,
now, you've trudged some

miles since sunrise ?" pursued the man.
"Not far," answered Harry, wishing

to imply that he rather belonged to the
neighbourhood, than came from a dis
tance.

" How many miles can you do in a day,
now, without knocking up?" continued
the questioner.

" I really don't know," replied Harry," I never tried."
" Perhaps twenty ?" said the man.

"Perhaps I might, if I tried," said
Harry.

" Twenty a day, keeping on for four or
five days running, is enough for a young
ster at your age," observed the man who
had not before spoken.

Harry thought the speech singular ; for

it was just five days since he left Oakfield ;

and the twenty miles a day had been much
about his rate of travelling.

" How does the country look down
wards ?" inquired the first speaker.

" I've not seen much of the country,"
said Harry. " I believe it's looking very
well."

"
Hops looking pretty smartish ?" asked

the man.
" Odd again," thought Harry. "How

should he know that I have come through
the hop districts ? I don't know, I'm sure,"
he answered.

" You're making direct for Lunnun, I

take it?" said the second man.
" To be sure he is," said the other, per

ceiving that Harry was not disposed to
answer. "That's the place to make a

fortin in. Isn't it
,

Sir?"
" I don't know, indeed," said Harry,

sulkily, " I never was there."
" No, no, you arn't there yet," said the

man, with a sneer ;

" but you're going,
you know. I take it
,

now, you reckon
upon being there to-morrow ; don't you V" I'm by no means sure I'm going there
at all," replied Harry, whose cheeks were

HOPLBY. 123

by this time crimson with vexation and
annoyance, and whose countenance plain

ly denoted his feelings.
"Oh, you shouldn't balk yourself,"

said the man, in an ironical tone ;

" in
for a penny in for a pound —neck or no

thing. I'm always for carrying things
through, I am. You'll be off, I s'pose,

by times in the morning ?"

To this inquiry Harry made no answer.
" I wonder what o'clock it is," said the

second man. " Have you a watch, Lar-
kins?"

" No, I ha'n't," replied Larkins. " Per
haps you can tell us what o'clock it is

,

Sir?" added he, addressing Harry, and

directing his eye to where the boy's little

chain and seals hanging out, betokened
that he had a watch within.

Harry did not know how to evade an

swering the question, so he unwillingly
drew out poor Fanny's present, for it was

a watch she had given him on his birth
day ; and his initials and crest were en

graven on it.
" It's half-past nine," he answered ;

and was about to replace his timepiece in
his pocket ; when the man nearest him
stretched out his hand, and without vio

lence, but in a manner that denoted he

was determined to have it
,

took it away
from him.

Harry started up, for he thought they
intended to rob him.

" Sit down, Sir, sit down ; don't be

flurried," said the man. "No harm's
meant. You shall have your watch again
directly ; I only want to look at it."

" Rale metal," observed Larkins, as he

and his companion examined the watch ;

observing the initials, the engravings on

the seals, and opening it to read the
maker's name ; after which they handed

it back to Harry ; and asked him if he'd
join them in a glass of brandy and water;
to which polite invitation he answered in
the negative, and said he was going to bed.

They admitted that he couldn't do better,

as he'd be the fitter for his next day's
journey ; so with that encouragement, he

rang the bell, and asked to be shown to
his bed-room.

A dirty drab of a girl brought him a
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124 SUSAN HOPLEY.

crooked, copper candlestick, and desired

him to follow her.
"I'll take care to lock my door," thought

he, as he took leave of his friends, " and
I'll be off by daylight in the morning,
that I may escape them, if possible ;" but
he didn't feel very sure that it would be

possible ; for he still believed, that for
some purpose or another, they were watch
ing his proceedings.

CHAPTER XXV.

HARRY MAKES AN EFFORT TO PART COMPANY WITH
THE TWO GENTLEMEN IN BLACK J AND MEETS

WITH ANOTHER ADVENTURE.

"Well," exclaimed Larkins, when Harry
had closed the door, "ar'n't this prime
luck?"

" It's the right covey," said the other,
taking a printed paper from his pocket.
" No mistake."

" Read it," said Larkins.
" ' Fifty pounds reward,' said the other,

spreading the paper on the table before

him, ' Left his home, on the night of the
15th, from the neighbourhood of Maple-
ton—a young gentleman, five feet three
and a half in height, figure slight, fair
complexion, hair brown, eyes dark, fea
tures handsome. He wore a blue jacket
with a velvet collar, a black silk waist
coat, iron-gray trousers, and a black rib
bon round his neck ; and is supposed to
have carried a small bundle, in a red silk
handkerchief. He had also a silver watch,
on which were engraven the letters H. L.
and a crest. Maker's name Grierson.

Fifty pounds will be given to whoever
will bring the above young gentleman
safely to No. 7, Mark Lane ; or give such
informationas shall lead to hisdiscovery.'

"
" All right," said Larkins, "

ev'ry par-
tick'ler."

"
D'you think he smokes us ?

" said the
other, whose name was Gomm.

" He don't like us," said Larkins, " but
that's nat'ral. Thinks we want to pluck
him."

" All he's got about him, watch and all,
wouldn't fetch ten pounds," answered
Gomm.

" No, no," said Larkins :
" t'other's the

go ; all safe too."
" Let's have another jorum," said Gomm

—" the covey '11 pay the tick," so they
called for another edition of brandy and

water, and invited the landlord to give
them his company.

" You're in luck, gentlemen," said the
host, when he heard their story. " It
might have fell to me, if I'd seen the bill;
for I'd a notion from the first he was on
a lark, and had a mind to ax him a few
questions ; but he held up his head, and
war'n't over communicative."

" It was just an accident," said Gomm,
" that I see'd it. We were coming through
Southwark yesterday, and I spied a man
afore us sticking the bills ; so I stopped
to read one on 'em —and I said says I to

Larkins, that'ud be a fine fish to catch, if
we could light on him —"

"Let's get his marks, says I," said
Larkins, intersecting the course of his
friend's narration, " who knows but we

may light on him ? The road we're go

ing's as like as any for him to take, if he's

making for Lunnun ; as they all do, when

they go upon a lark."
" So I ax'd the fellow for a bill," said

Gomm ;
" and sure enough what should

I see as we come down the road but the

very identical covey."
" You see'd him?" exclaimed Larkins,

" / see'd him, if you please. You'd ha'
walked on, and never stopped till we got
to Rochester, as we'd fixed on, if I hadn't

twigged him."
" I had my eye on him," said Gomm,

" afore ever you spoke, and had been sur- j

weying him for some time."
" Why didn't you say so then ?" asked

Larkins.
" Cause 'twas no use speaking till I

was sure," answered Gomm ;
" besides he

was looking at us, and I didn't want to

set him a suspecting of anything till we

had him safe. He might ha' been off

afore we'd time to see his marks."

Upon this Mr. Larkins contradicted Mr
Gomm, and asserted that he was sure he

had not seen him till he had himself drawn

his attention to the lad swinging on the

gate. Mr Gomm swore that he had ; and

added that if he hadn't first observed the |
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

bill-sticker in Southwark, Mr Larkins
would never have known anything about

the fugitive at all ; and thus, from less to

more, they quarrelled as to who had con

tributed most to the discovery, and who
had a claim upon the largest share of the

fifty pounds. In short, each felt that he

could have accomplished the business as

well by himself, and was not disposed to
admit a partnership in the reward. When
they had quarrelled sufficiently, the host

interfered, and succeeded in bringing about
a reconciliation ; upon which they called
for more liquor, and sat drinking far into
the night.

The bed-room to which Harry ascended,

was not raised more than half-a-dozen
stairs above the ground-floor, and appeared
to be a small offset from the house built
over the stable-yard. It contained two
beds standing near together, each furnish
ed with blue checked curtains, and a red
worsted quilt. The rest of the appoint
ments consisted of two chairs, which had
once had straw seats, but had now scarce

ly any seats at all ; a ricketty painted
table, with an old looking-glass on it

,

that

being cracked across the middle, presented
to the eye of the curious, two half faces

that did not appear to have any connexion
with each other ; a washing stand, with
the legs tied, to keep them from a disunion
which would have been fatal to the secu

rity of the whole body, together with that
of the cracked basin and ewer which it

supported.
" Is there a key to the door?" inquired

Harry of the girl, as he examined the
lock.

" A key !" said she,
" no ; what do you

want with a key ?"
" To lock the door," replied Harry, " to

be sure."
" Lock the door !" exclaimed the girl,

looking at him with astonishment at so

unreasonable a proposition, " how be the
other company to get in, if you locks the

doorr
" Other company !" said Harry. "What

other company ? You mustn't put any
body else into this room."

" Mustn't I ?" said the girl. " Where
be the gentleman to sleep then, when we
ha'n't no other room ?"

" What gentlemen V asked Harry.
" The two gentlemen as supped in the

best parlour," answered the servant.
" They've bespoke this here t'other bed."

" I won't let anybody sleep in my room,"
said Harry.

" What for ?" said she contemptuously,
"you can't sleep in both beds yourself,
can you ? Where's the harm of having
two Christ'ens to sleep in the room with
you?" and without waiting to hear fur
ther objections to an arrangement that

appeared to her so unobjectionable, she

walked out of the room.

Harry stood aghast ! To sleep in the

room with the two odious men in black !

The thing was impossible ! There was

not only disgust, but an overpowering
sense of danger—"Then that was why
they gave me back my watch," said he,
" because they can take it in the night, and

perhaps they mean to murder me too !"

Whether Gaveston had sent them to find

him out, or whether their object was plun
der, that they had evil designs against him

he felt assured. How was he to escape

them? Should he throw himself on the

protection of the landlord ? But he was by
no means certain that the landlord was

any better than his customers. He still
heard the voices of the noisy topers in the

front room below, that echoed with their

rude merriment, and vulgar songs ; but

if he addressed his apprehensions to them
what could he expect but insult and laugh
ter? Harry, like other boys, had read

strange stories of treacherous hosts, and

murdered travellers ; and he searched

about for the trap-door through which his

body was to be conveyed away when they
had murdered him ; and, Oh horror ! he

found it ! There was actually a trap in the

floor. Here was the confirmation of his
worst suspicions ! He had fallen into a den

of thieves and murderers, and was doomed

to die the death of his poor uncle ; to be

murdered in an inn ! Oh, how he arraigned
his folly ! How he wished himself back

under Fanny's roof ! There danger could

not reach him ; and whilst she knew where

he was, Gaveston dared not have touched

his life. But now, no one knew where
he was ; he was without defence, without
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120 SUSAN HOPLEY.

enemies he might be put out of the way
and his destiny never discovered.

He softly opened the door, and listened
to the voices below. He not only heard
those in the front room, but he distin-
guielad those of his friends in the back
parlour. He thought there was a third
amongst them ; and on venturing a little
nearer, he discovered it was that of the
landlord. The front door of the house

stood wide open the while, and looked very
inviting. The door of the parlour was
shut, but that of the front room was partly
open ; he discerned the light shining into
the passage. Should he be able to pass

unobserved ? Or, if the occupants of the
room saw him, would they stop him ?

He was yet debating these essential

points when the door of the parlour open-
i ed, and the landlord came out. Harry

had barely time to retreat out of sight.
The host passed into the front room, and
said something to the people in it. Harry
gently closed his room door that the light
within might not betray him ; and then
concealing his person behind a projection
of the wainscot, he watched the proceed

ings below. Presently the landlord came

out again, and went into his bar, which
was on the opposite side of the passage to

the best parlour, and in a few minutes he

descried Sal, the maid-servant who had
turned such a deaf ear to his expostula
tions, bearing a tray into the front room,
on which were sundry pewter pots, jugs,
and glasses. She then returned to the
bar ; and, anon, the landlord himself ap
peared, loaded with a fresh supply of

liquor, which he carried into the hack
parlour, and shut the door ; and ere long,
he heard his voice mingling with that of
Larkins and Gomm in loud debate.

" Now," thought Harry, " is my time.
They'll none of them stir till they've
drank that, at all events ;" and he step

ped back into his room and fetched his
bundle and his hat ; which last article, in
the heat of his suspicions of the gentlemen
in black, he had fortunately brought up
stairs with him.

He came out softly ; and after waiting
an instant to take a final survey, he had
just set his foot on the first stair, when,
to his dismay, Sal the maid came out of

the bar, and banged to the front door ;
j

after which she again returned into her
den.

Here was a catastrophe ! His last hope
cut off ; for it was utterly impossible he

could open the door without being heard.
He returned to his room, and sitting down
on the side of his miserable bed, he burst
into tears. He was, then, doomed to die

in that wretched place ; and he wondered
if his poor mamma was looking down from
heaven in pity for his melancholy fate.
Her sweet gentle face rose up before him
—so did the image of his kind uncle, and
all the friends who had ever loved him.
His poor heart swelled as if it would burst
with the agony of these tender memories
and regrets ; and the bitter contrast be

twixt the past and the present.
When the paroxysm had a little abated,

he again rose and looked out ; all below
was as it had been ; the outer door still
closed. Suddenly, he thought of the win
dow ; it could not be very high, for the
room was but little raised above the lower
floor. He shut his door again, and ex
amined the window. It was in the lattice
fashion, consisting of small three- cornered

pieces of glass, united by leaden bands,
and opened in the centre with a latch.

He unfastened it
,

and looked out—the
distance from the ground was nothing to

an active boy, more especially one who
was flying for his life. The only thing to
be feared was, that there might be some

one yet stirring in the stable-yard ; but
all seemed quiet. He stepped back and
closed the curtains of his bed all around ;

untied his bundle and threw the red hand- -

kerchief conspicuously across the back of

a chair by the bed side ; extinguished the
candle, and set that also on the chair, as

if it had been put out after he was in bed;
and then, without further pause or deli

beration, he let himself down from the

window, hanging by the sill with one

hand, whilst he closed it after him with
the other. All was as quiet as he could

desire. He stepped softly past the win
dow of the best parlour, and heard the

voices of his dreaded companions appa
rently raised in anger; they were just
then in the crisis of their dispute, as to

whom belonged the merit of first discover-
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ing Harry. He was afraid there might
be a dog ; but there was none ; and he

passed under the little archway into the

high road ; crossed it
,

and fled across the
fields that he had walked over in the

evening. He remembered to have seen

smoke rising from a chimney somewhere
in that direction ; it might be from a

farmhouse where he could claim protec
tion ; and, at all events, he thought his
enemies would be more likely to pursue
him, if they chose to do so at all, along
the high road than across the country.

For some time, Harry walked on very
fast, occasionally varying his pace with a

run ; and in the energy that his terror lent
him, forgetting that he was tired.

At length, however, his legs took the

liberty of reminding him that they had
been going all day ; and he would have
been very glad to have found an open barn

door, or some sort of shelter where he

might have obtained a few hours' rest ;

but nothing of the sort presented itself.
Indeed Harry was approaching a neigh
bourhood where people leave nothing open
that they can keep closed —he was draw

ing near to Gravesend.

Delicately nurtured as he had been, he

was afraid to lie down and sleep upon the

damp grass ; and afraid, too, lest his pur
suers might steal upon him whilst he

slept ; but he was too exhausted to go
further without some respite, and he look
ed about for a seat that would afford him

a place of repose. The moon that had
lighted him from Oakfield was waning
now, but the night was clear ; and the
purple canopy above him was spangled
with countless gems. The field he was
in, was the last of a series that he had
been crossing, and led into the high road
by a stile ; the only seat he could discern
was the step of the stile, a desirable one
enough in his circumstances, since it

afforded the convenience of resting his
back against the bars ; but it had the
fault of being conspicuous. However,
there was no choice—he was now far
away from the odious inn, and he sat
down upon it
,

resolving to trust to his
ears to warn him, in time, of approaching
danger.

But his most vigorous efforts could not

HO-PLEY. 127

defend him from falling into a doze, which
would, doubtless, ere long have terminated
in a sound nap, had he not, in his imper
fect sleep, dreamed that he was in bed at
the inn ; and that he heard the voices of
the gentlemen in black as they were
ascending the stairs, consulting as to what
manner of death they should inflict upon
him. He started awake with the horror
that seized him —and he fancied he heard
them still— a moment more and he was
sure of it ; at least, he was sure he heard

footsteps and voices approaching, although
he could not distinguish what they were

saying.
His first impulse was to jump over the

stile into the high road ; but just as he

was about to do so, a moving shadow fall
ing across it

,

caught his eye, and showed
him he was going the wrong way ; the

persons were approaching by the road ;

his only resource was to crouch down
under the hedge ; which he did instinc

tively; although, as the strangers were

coming from an opposite direction, he had
no particular reason to fear them, nor to

suppose they were in pursuit of him.

They gradually drew near, walking very
slowly ; and speaking so low, that Harry
could not catch a word of the conversa
tion. He listened intensely to ascertain

if the voices were those of Larkins and
Gomm ; but he could not be certain. At
length, however, when they reached the
stile they stopped, and he was afraid they
were about to cross it ; but instead of

doing so, they drew up, and placing their

backs against it
,

they continued their

colloquy.
" There's no danger of our being sus

pected," said one of the persons. "Every
man on 'em thinks we are at sea in the
Halifax. They don't know we got ashore

again at Scilly. How should they ?"
" I take it she's sure to drop down with

the tide to-morrow," said the other.
"Sure enough," answered the first

"But s'pose she didn't she'll be down
next tide."

" But then she might be off next morn

ing, and that wouldn't do, no how."
" She'll be down to-morrow," said the

first. "Bill Jones heard the captain say
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128 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Is Bill sure of the second watch ?
"

"Sartain," said the other. "If all's

right, he'll hang a white flag over her
starboard. If we don't see the white flag,
we're to keep off. If so be it's as clear as

it is to-night, we should see it from the
shore ; but a cloudy sky would suit better."

" There's no fear but what he's got the

chest aboard with him, I s'pose V said the
second speaker.

" Sure to have it," replied the first ;
" promised to take it out with him this

voyage, 'cause the girl's to be spliced, and
wants it. Bill heard him order his own
servant to fetch it. The only fear I know

is
,

that he may sleep ashore. He does

sometimes, but not often."
" It'oud be the easier done," answered

the second ;

" there'd be no difficulty then
whatsomed'ever."

" And let him off?" exclaimed the first.
"Not if I can help it. Whatever you
may think on't, I'd sooner have his life
than the jewels, if so be I could only have
one on 'em,—b— t him !"

" The sun'll be up in another hour,"
observed the second ;

" we'd better be

moving off."
"We'll keep ourselves snug at the

Pretty Polly till nightfall," said the first,
as they moved away —" we shall see her

coming down along
" and the re

mainder of the sentence was lost to Harry.
" Villains too," said he to himself, " but

they are not my villains,at any rate. How
ever, it's fortunate I hid myself, for they
might have robbed me, if they'd done

nothing worse."
Lest he should fall in with them, Harry

thought it advisable to remain where he

was till the sun was above the horizon ;

and then, his valour fortified by the broad

light of the day, he jumped over the stile,
and directed his steps to the westward,
which he knew must be the side London

lay on. -- . -•

He had scarcely advanced a mile, when

he was cheered by the sight of a large
town, with the thin smoke of the newly-

lighted fires curling up through the atmo

sphere, and the tall masts of numerous

vessels, some with their blue peters wav

ing in the breeze, appearing at intervals
between the chimneys.

With renewed vigour he quickened his
pace ; and having passed through the
suburbs, where he remarked several inns
that bore a striking resemblance, hosts as

well as houses, to the one he had fled from
in the night, he soon found himself at the
entrance of a long, decent looking street,;
where perceiving an elderly man taking
down the shutters from a respectable shop,
he requested he would recommend him to
an inn. The man pointed out one two
doors off, where he assured him he would
be very comfortable-; Harry, following
his advice, addressed himself to a sleepy-
looking waiter he saw standing at the
door, who forthwith introduced him into
the coffee-room ; there, after a reasonable
interval, he procured some breakfast, and
then, weary and exhausted, he went to
bed.

CHAPTER XXVI.

HARRY MAKES A NEW ACQUAINTANCE,AND TROVES
HIMSELF A HERO.

In a blessed oblivion of the two gentle
men in black, and of all his other troubles,
Harry spent the day succeeding the event
ful night —the history of which we have
detailed in the last chapter—and he might
possibly have slept for twelve hours more,

but that the chambermaid, whose good

will had been won by his handsome face

and pleasing manners in the morning
when she conducted him to his room, took
the liberty of putting in her head to in
vestigate the cause of his protracted silence
and eclipse. He was still fast asleep, and
she walked up to his bedside to look at
him. Harry opened his eyes, and beheld

the round, good-humoured face of the

woman leaning over his pillow.
" Is it time to get up V said he, not re

collecting at first the circumstances that

had brought him there.
" You need not get up if you don't like,

my dear," said she ;

" but you'd better let

me bring you some tea. You've had no

dinner ; and you'll be starved."
" I think I should like some tea," said

Harry, sitting up in the bed.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" I'll bring you some," said the woman ;
" what would you like to eat V

" I think I'll get up," said Harry, be

ginning to shake off the drowsiness of his
long slumber. " I believe I've had sleep

enough."
" You must have walked a great way to

be so tired," remarked the chambermaid.
" Had you been travelling all night ?"

"A great part of it," replied Harry.
" And, besides that, I'd a sad fright. I
put up at an inn where I'd reason to sus

pect they'd some bad designs against me,

and I ran away."
" Lawk, my dear," said the chamber

maid, " sure they would not hurt such a

lamb as you !"
" I don't know," replied he. " I can

tell you I'm very glad I got away. The
chambermaid was such a wretch too —
very unlike you, I assure you."

This last compliment completed Harry's
conquest ; and Jenny having satisfied
herself that he was provided with every
thing he wanted in his room, proceeded
down stairs in order to use her interest
with the waiter, that he might have a

comfortable meal prepared for him against
he was dressed.

The contrast between the comforts of
his present situation, and the terrors and
miseries of the preceding evening, was a

most agreeable one to Harry ; and the

kind solicitude of the chambermaid, and
the civility of the waiter, as they hovered
about his tea-table, quite warmed his
heart, and cheered his spirits.

" What ship was that came down along
just now ?" asked Jenny of the waiter.

" The Fire Fly, Captain Glassford," re

plied he ;
" bound for Jamaica. I should

not wonder if we have him up here to
supper by and by. He most times gives
a supper before he sails."

"
Perhaps, my dear," said Jenny, "you

never saw any shipping ?"
" No," replied Harry, " I never did."
" Well, then," said she, " I'm sure it

would be worth your while to walk down
to the shore. You'll see a sight of it
there, and it ar'n't two minutes' walk."

Harry said he thought it would do him
good after sleeping so much ; so he took
her directions, and set off.

No. IX.

It was really an interesting sight to
him, and he stood gazing with wonder
and admiration at the forest of masts, and
the monstrous hulks, heaving to and fro
on the waves ; and thinking he should
like to go on board some of them, and be

initiated into the mysteries of the interior.
One particularly attracted his attention.
It was a beautiful vessel, with a fine gilt
figure-head that glistened in the beams of
the setting sun ; and she was just in the
act of lowering her white sails and throw
ing out her anchor. Harry thought it
would be very pleasant to go to sea in
such a fine ship ; and wondered whether,
if he did not succeed in getting into the

army, he might not possibly be more for
tunate with the navy.

As soon as she had dropped her anchor,
Harry, who continued to watch her mo
tions with the curiosity of a boy to whom
such scenes were new,observedthemlower-
ing a boat, into which, as soon as it touched
the water, leaped several men in white
jackets.

" It's the captain's gig," observed some

of the bystanders.
" He's coming ashore."

The long, narrow boat vaulted over the
waves, impelled by the regular strokes of
the oarsmen, and soon touched the strand ;

and a handsome-looking, middle aged man,
with rather a stern expression of counte
nance, stepped out.

" Shall we lay to, Sir ?" asked the steers

man, touching his hat. "No," replied
the captain, " I shall sleep ashore ;" and
he walked quickly away ; whilst Harry
still stood watching the progress of the

graceful boat on her return to the ship.
After he had strolled through the prin

cipal parts of the town, when he at length
returned to the inn he found the house in
some bustle. Captain Glassford had ar
rived, and, as the waiter expected, had
ordered supper for himself and friends.

Harry thought he should be as well out
of the way ; and as he felt that, in spite
of his day's rest, sleep was still in arrears
to him, he went to bed.

It was late when he descended to the
coffee-room the next morning, where the
waiter had placed his breakfast. He had
tied up his little bundle before he came
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130 SUSAN HOPLEY.

out further delay ; and with a feeling of

regret he sat down to eat his last meal
where he had met so much civility and

good treatment.
Whilst he was waiting for his tea and

toast, a gentleman who had been seated

in one of the recesses with a newspaper
in his hand, arose, and walked over to the

hearth where Harry was standing warm

ing himself by a little fire that had been

just put in the grate on account of the
frostiness of the morning.

" A bit of fire is not unacceptable,"
observed the stranger, whom Harry re

cognised as the captain of the vessel he

had seen dropping her anchor on the pre
ceding evening, and who had afterwards
come ashore in his gig.

Harry said it was very cool ; but he

thought it must be colder in a ship ; and
he asked if there were fires on board ; and
made some other inquiries with respect to

the internal arrangements of a vessel ; so

that from one thing to another they fell
into conversation, and the captain pro
posed that they should eat their breakfast
at the same table ; an offer which Harry
gladly accepted, and by which he was
much a gainer ; for the captain ordered

a luxuriant breakfast, of which he urged
his young companion freely to partake,
and for which he would not permit him
to pay any share of the expense.

"If you never saw the interior of a

ship," said the captain,
"

suppose you go
on board with me this afternoon. The

novelty will amuse you for some hours ;

and my gig shall put you ashore at night.
I shall sleep on board myself, as I intend

sailing with the morning's tide."

Harry hesitated a little, for he thought
he ought not to lose more time ; besides

that his funds were daily reducing, and
he was dreadfully afraid of their being
exhausted before his objects in London
were accomplished. Still the temptation
was great—"

besides," thought he, " I
should like to see the inside of a ship, and
how people live in one ; for who knows
but I myself may be a sailor some day V
so he finally resolved to defer his journey
another day, and accept of Captain Glass-
ford's invitation.

"If you'll meet me at four o'clock,"

said the captain, " where you say you saw
me come ashore last night, I'll take you
off in my gig."

When the breakfast was ended the cap
tain went out ; and Harry, who found the
shipping the most attractive object, walked
down to the strand and seated himself on
the edge of a boat, where he could be

amused with watching the proceedings
in the various vessels that were anchored
near the shore. The Fire Fly lay farther
out than some of the others, but yet not
so far but he could see the crew moving
about, apparently washing and cleaning
the decks. One man he observed come to

the side, shake a white cloth over several
times ; and once or twice he left it hang
ing there for some minutes as if to dry.

The morning passed quickly enough in
a scene so new, and after returning to the
inn to take some dinner, Harry repaired
again to the strand to keep his appoint
ment.

Punctual as the hour the captain ap

peared, and the gig was as punctually
there to met him : and, rapidly borne over
the waves by the light boat, a few minutes
saw Harry on board the Fire Fly.

Having first taken him to his own cabin,
and shown him everything there, Captain
Glassford called one of the officers and
committed him to his care.

* You'll find plenty to amuse you," he
said, "for two or three hours. I've got
some letters to write ; but when tea 's

ready I shall send to you."
There was amusement enough, and

Harry found so many questions to ask,
and the young man, whom Captain Glass-
ford had selected for his intelligence, was
so willing to give information, that the
afternoon passed rapidly away. At seven

o'clock he was invited to tea with the cap

tain, who treated him with great kindness,
and showed him his arms, and a variety
of curiosities ; amongst others a small
red snake preserved in spirits.

" It's a beautiful creature," said Harry ;
" is it venomous V

"
Deadly," replied the captain. " It

was nearly the cause of my death, and

that's why I keep it."
" Did it bite you V inquired Harry.
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SUSAN

I shouldn't be here to show it to you.
But it was intended to do so ; and I had
a very narrow escape."

Harry felt considerable curiosity to hear
how the serpent could have been designed

to bite the captain ; but he forbore to ask
farther questions, lest he should appear
impertinent ; and between eight and nine
o'clock he was put ashore.

It was not without a good deal of regret
that he parted with his new friend. He
was in a situation that naturally inclined
him to cling with eagerness to any one

that showed him kindness. Poor fellow,
he was so much in need of friends ! " I've
none," he thought, "that can help me.

Fanny's but a slave herself; and Jeremy,
and Dobbs, and Susan, though they all
love me, they can do nothing for me."
He half regretted that he had not told his

story to Captain Glassford, and asked his
advice—"but then," said he, "perhaps
he'd have blamed me for running away :

everybody's ready to think a boy that
runs away is in the wrong ; and perhaps he

mightn't believe Gaveston 's as bad as he

is—so it may be better I held my tongue."
He watched the gig on it's return till

he saw it heaved upon the deck ; and then

bidding farewell to the Fire Fly, and its

captain, he walked into the town. In
passing the corner of a street he observed

several people standing round a door, and
many others were making their way to

the same spot ; so Harry, supposing there
was something to be seen, took the same

direction.
" What is it ?" he asked of one of the

crowd.
" It's the playhouse," replied the man.

" There's the great Mrs Siddons, from
London, acting to-night."

Harry had read plays, and he had heard
of the great Mrs Siddons, but he had never
seen either.

" Can I go in V said he.
"

Certainly," replied the man, " as soon

as it's half price, which will be in a few
minutes."

Harry inquired the price of admission,
and having ascertained that it was a sum
within the compass of his means, he resolv
ed to treat himself with so rare a sight ;

and accordingly pushed forwards with the

HOPLEY. 131

rest of the aspirants, and succeeded in ob

taining a seat in the pit.
Here, for about three hours, he sat wrapt

—first entranced by the glorious tragedy,
and the glorious actress, and then thrown
into fits of uncontrollable laughter by the
humours of the farce. The past and the
future were alike forgotten — it was the

unveiling of a new world, the opening of a
mine of pleasures unconceived ; and when,
at a little past midnight, Harry found him
self in the street, his mind was in such a

state of excitement and bewilderment, that
he hurried on after the crowd, without
knowing or pausing to reflect, whether
he was pursuing the right road to "the
Crown " or not.

He was, at length, brought to his recol
lection by findinghimself at the water side ;

and when awakened to a consciousness of
the scene before him, he did not regret his
mistake. The twinkling stars and the

waning crescent of the pale moon served

enough to show the large hulks with their
bosoms resting on the now nearly motion
less waters ; whilst their tall masts looked
dim and shadowy in the dreamy and un
certain light. All was still and quiet—
no sound proceeded from those giants of
the deep, nor from the many hundred

living beings they contained.

Harry looked for his friend the Fire Fly
—she was conspicuous, for she lay rather

apart from the others, and, as he fancied,
had moved somewhat farther out since he
left her.

He now recognised where he was, and
when he had gazed sufficiently on the fairy
scene before him, he turned in the direction
of his lodging, still, however, keeping by
the shore, by which for a certain distance
he could approach it as well as by the
street.

In his course he passed several low
public houses, in which he could see and
hear the noisy revellers of the night, drink
ing and smoking within ; and occasionally
the echo of a boisterous song, or a loud
burst of laughter, or the cry of a woman's

voice, testified to the coarse nature of their

merriment.
He was just on the point of leaving the

strand for the street, when, as he approach
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|
remote from the others, he heard the voices

of persons in conversation proceeding from
an open window ; and on looking up, he

perceived two men with their heads out,
one of whom was holding a glass to his

eye.
"There's BillJonos ,by G— !" exclaimed

one of the voices at the very instant Harry
was passing beneath the window —" all's

right ! come along !" and they pushed back
their seats and disappeared

." Bill Jones," thought Harry as the name
1 struck on his ear—" Bill Jones," and he

looked about, but saw nobody near him.
" Bill Jones !" again he repeated,

" that
was the name those fellows mentioned in
the night —they certainly said something
about Bill Jones. What was it V and he

tried to recall what he had heard, which,

partly from the preoccupation of his own
1I fears, and partly because he did not under-

I stand their phrases, and had caught but
disjointed bits of the dialogue, had not
made much impression on him.

" Their was something about Bill Jones

j
—and the Pretty Polly —I wonder if this
is the Pretty Polly !" and he looked up at

the sign that was slung on a pole, but he

|
! could not discern what it was—" and the

i I captain sleeping on board, and a chest that

| j they were going to steal, I suppose — I hope

it wasn't my captain, by the by ;" and he

turned his head back to look at the Fire
Fly—and he discerned something—he was

not at first sure, and he strained his eyes

to see —yes, there was a glimmering light
that appeared to proceed from a lantern
held or slung over her side, and by that

|
faint light, on the dark hull of the ship

gleamed a white flag.
On the instant, the whole truth flashed

upon Harry's mind ; and without pausing
to reflect what would be most advisable to

do, he turned back and ran with all the

speed he could along the strand to where
he had parted with the Captain's gig some

hours earlier ; but just as he reached the

spot, he saw a boat push off with two men

in it
,

whom he could not doubt were the

villains upon their desperate expedition.
" Oh, what shall I do?" thought Harry.

" If I go to the inn, by the time I've told

my story, and got assistance it will be too

late. They'll have murdered him before

that —who can I apply to? Perhaps the

people in these public houses are all rogues

too, and wouldn't help me if they could—
but I must try them," and so saying, he
set off towards the nearest house in which
he saw there was a light.

The door was open, and in rushing into
the passage, Harry ran against a man that
was coming out.

"Hallo, my hearty?" cried the man.
"What quarter's the wind in now?"

"Oh," cried Harry, seizing the hard
hand of the bluff sailor, " will you help
me?"

" To be sure I will," replied the man.
"What's the row?"

"Can you get a boat?" said Harry." We can do nothing without a boat."
" What," said the man, "ashore without

leave ? In plain clothes too ? Whew !

"

and he gave a long whistle, as much as to

say, " I see."
" Oh, come along !

"
cried Harry, pull

ing him by the hand, " come along, and

get the boat, and you shall be paid any
thing you like ; only make haste !

"

" What ship is it ?
"

said the sailor,
jerking up his trousers, and preparing to

accompany Harry.
" It's the Fire Fly," replied he. " Where's

your boat?"
" What, Captain Glassford !

"
said the

sailor, and he gave another long whistle —
" He's a taut hand too. Don't stand no

gammon."
"Where's the boat?" reiterated Harry.
" Hauled up here close by," replied the

man. "This is her;" and he began push
ing the little boat into the water ; Harry,
in his eagerness, helping with all his might
and main. They were soon in it and

away.
" Give me an oar," cried Harry. "Per

haps I can help you ;—you must row for

your life."
But Harry had never used an oar,

except on the pond at Oakfield ; and
the quick eye of the sailor soon detected

him.
" Y'ar'n't used to handle an oar, Master,"

said he. " You pull like a landsman."

Harry was conscious that the man mis
understood the object of his haste, and
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 133

to deal with, he was afraid to disclose it
,

lest he should refuse to proceed.
"I never could row,'' said he, "but

never mind that. Pull away as fast as

you can ;

"
and still, though his exertions

did not advance the boat an inch, he tug
ged at the oar with all his might and main.

" I wish I knew whether he's an honest
man," thought he, as they neared the

ship. " He might advise me what to do."
" Avast rowing there ! The captain '11

hear you, and you'll get a wigging," said

the good-natured tar, taking away the
oar that Harry was splashing and dashing
the water with to no purpose, and laying

it quietly across the thwarts ; whilst he

himself, as softly as possible, and with a

scarcely perceptible motion of his arm,
urged the boat forwards.

" Will you help me?" said Harry again,
who thought the good-nature of the man
towards himself testified in his favour.

" Ar'n't I helping you ?

"
answered the

other.
" But will you stand by me ?

" said

Harry ;

" will you come aboard and help
the captain? There are thieves and
murderers aboard, and I'm going to try
and save him."

" You !

"
exclaimed the sailor, amazed,

and beginning to think the boy was out
of his senses, or had been drinking.

"Yes," replied Harry, " there's no time
to explain —only follow me aboard and
stand by me —that's all I ask."

"I'll do that," replied the sailor, "with
all my heart. But I hear no stir aboard
—all's quiet."

" Yes," said Harry, " and the greater
the danger the captain's in, because they'll
attack him in his sleep. But I don't see

anything of the boat the thieves were in,
though I saw them push off just before I

met you."
" Mayhap she's round o

' the larboard
side," answered the sailor.

The lantern and flag had also disap
peared ; and there was not the slightest
symptom that anything unusual was
going on aboard the Fire Fly. " Can I

be mistaken ?" thought Harry —but no ;

everything had corresponded so exactly
with the conversation he had overheard
in the field, that it was scarcely possible

he could have misinterpreted the intention
of the men.

"Is there a public house called the

Pretty Polly, a little way up the strand,
in that direction?" inquired he of his

companion.
" There is," replied the man, " and a

blackguard place it is."
"Then I'm right," said Harry, "for

that's the place the thieves named."
" We'd better keep to the starboard,"

said the sailor, " if you think the rascals
are o

' t'other side. Shall I call somebody
to hand us over a rope ?" added he as they
touched the side of the ship.

" No, no," answered Harry, " only help
me up and follow me as quickly as you
can."

" I'll only stop to make her fast with
an end of a rope I've got here," answered
the sailor as he hoisted Harry upon his

shoulders, " and be after you in a twink
ling."

When Harry set his light foot on the
deck he cast a rapid glance from one end

of it to the other. There was but one

person to be discerned ; and that was a

man who was hanging over the larboard

side, apparently speaking to a boat below ;

and whose back consequently being turned,
and his attention deeply engaged, he had
not been disturbed by the noiseless ap

proach of the newcomers.

Harry only paused to ascertain thus

much, and then he darted forward to the

companion, and was in the captain's
cabin in an instant.

" Wake !

" he cried, throwing himself

upon the cot, " wake, and get up : your
life's in danger !

"

Captain Glassford, a man long inured
to peril, was upon his feet in a moment ;

and in another his hand was upon his

pistols, which he always kept loaded.
" Give me one," said Harry, elevated into

a hero by excitement and enthusiasm, and
elated by the success of his enterprise—
" give me one— I can fire."

"What's the matter?" said Captain
Glassford, now that being prepared for the

peril, whatever it might be, he had time

to inquire.
" There are thieves coming to attack
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134 SUSAN HOPLEY.

and to murder you," replied Harry.
" Their boat's by the side now, and there's

a man talking to them."
"You must be mistaken, my dear,"

said Captain Glassford —" such a thing 's

not likely."
" Have you a man on board, called

Bill Jones ?
" asked Harry.

" Yes," answered Captain Glassford,
" it must be his watch now."

" Then I 'm not mistaken," said Harry
—" he's a villain too. Hark —listen —"

and he lowered his voice —"they 're coming
now—don't you hear footsteps ?

"
" There is some one coming," whis

pered the captain, and he placed himself
opposite the cabin door with a pistol in
each hand ; whilst Harry, with glowing
cheeks and sparkling eyes, raised by his
feelings far above the sense of danger,
stood fast beside him with another.
" Don't fire unless I tell you," said the

captain.
The cabin door was still open, and the shoe

less feet softly descending were distinctly
heard. The experienced officer, calm and
collected, cast a glance at his young ally.
" Noble little fellow !" he said to himself,
" I was taken by his countenance the
first moment I looked at him. Who
could have thought —?

" but the appear
ance of a head at the door, immediately
followed by two others, arrested the train
of his reflections.

The men, who had expected to effect

their object without noise, and to make
their escape before the alarm was given,
were not provided with fire arms ; and
were therefore taken aback on perceiv
ing the preparation made for their recep
tion. The foremost stepped back upon
the others, and they were about to retreat
precipitately up the stairs, in the hope of
being over the side and away, before they
could be overtaken, when they found their

progress arrested by a pair of sturdy arms
stretched across their path.

" How now, my hearties ?
" said

Harry's boatman, for it was he who was
the new ally, " whither so fast V

The alarm was given ; the villains
were quickly surrounded and disarmed,
and Harry had the satisfaction and the
glory of having saved his friend.

" What ?
"

said the captain, when he
approached to examine the men after they
were secured, "my old enemies —Tyler
and Strickland, by Heavens ! Why, ras
cals, I thought you were both at sea in
the Halifax 1

"

" We swam ashore by night when she

was off Scilly," replied Tyler, " and they
put to sea afore they missed us."

CHAPTER XXVII.

a considerable improvement in the aspect
of harry's affairs.

Holding out his hand, " Well, my dear
fellow," said Captain Glassford to Harry,
when the bustle and confusion had a

little subsided, " you've in all probability
saved my life ; but how you managed the
business I cannot possibly imagine. How
did you find out the villains' designs 1

And how did you contrive to arrive here

in the very nick of time ?
"

"I heard them planning it all in a

field last night," replied Harry ;
" but

I didn't understand then very well what

they meant to do ; nor who it was they
were going to rob ; nor where the attack
was to be made ; and when I got here,

I was so tired and worn out, that I went
to bed and thought no more about it

,
except that it was lucky they didn't see

me, as they would perhaps have robbed

me, too. And I never should have made

out exactly what they meant, if it hadn't
been for the mention of Bill Jones, and
the white flag ;" and then Harry narrated
to the captain the conversation he had

overheard in the field, the accident that
had conducted him to the strand at so

late an hour, and all that had followed.
" They are great villains," said Cap

tain Glassford, after he had warmly ex

pressed his acknowledgments to his young
preserver ;

" and this is not the first

attempt they have made against my life.

This time you've saved me ; on the last

occasion I owed my preservation to a

worthy old friend of mine to whom, I

introduced you last night."
" The officer that drank tea with us ?

"

inquired Harry.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" No," replied the captain ;
" honest

old Tycho !
"

"What, the old gray terrier?" exclaimed

Harry.
" His very self, I assure you," said

Captain Glassford ;
" and as you must

stay on board with me to-night, we'll have

some supper and a glass of negus, and
I'll tell you the story."

Harry made no objections to so agree

able a proposal ; and his boatman, after

receiving an ample reward for his services,

was directed to call at " the Crown," and
inform them that their young lodger was

safely disposed of for the night —" for
I'm sure that good-natured chamber-maid
would be uneasy about me."

" I believe she would," replied Captain
Glassford, " for, to tell you the truth, it
was Jenny herself that was the original
cause of our acquaintance. I called her
in when I was dressing yesterday morn-

I ing, to sew on a button for me ; and
happening, by way of saying something,
to ask her who was in the house, she took
occasion to name you, and to expatiate
on the good qualities she had discovered in
you. So that, when you came into the
coffee-room afterwards, I laid down my
paper to take a look at Jenny's favourite.

The captain did not add what Jenny
had done, "that she thought the poor
little fellow was in some trouble ; and
that it would be a great kindness in any
gentleman to take a little notice of him."

" So you see," continued he, as they
sat down to supper

"' What great effects from trifling causes spring.'

"And here's my friend Tycho, come to

listen to his own exploits. It was on my
last voyage to Jamaica that those two
villains, Tyler and Strickland, were on
board my ship. They came to us with
very bad characters ; but men were scarce,
and we were ordered to sea in a hurry,
so that I'd no time to be nice, but was
obliged to take such as I could get. I
gave directions that a strict eye should
be kept upon them, and though they
were very troublesome, the rest of the
crew being decent, well behaved men,
they couldn't do much mischief during
the voyage.

" When we're in port, it's usual to let
the men go ashore by turns ; but I was
very unwilling to let these fellows out of
the ship, fearing they'd get into some

mischief. However, they begged hard ;
and though I'd an ill opinion of them,
they hadn't done anything bad enough
to justify a refusal ; so I gave them leave.

" It was a standing rule that no man
should be absent from the ship after eight
o'clock without a special permission ; by
which means I kept a taut hand over
those I couldn't depend upon, although I
never refused reasonable liberty to the

steady men.
" The morning after these fellows had

had their leave, however, when the second

lieutenant came ashore to make his report,
he informed me that nothing had been

seen of Tyler and Strickland since they
left the ship the preceding morning.
Upon which I ordered that they should
be sought for, and carried aboard directly ;

and that if they gave any trouble they
should be put in irons. The search how

ever, was vain ; we couldn't make out
what was become of them.

" I think it was on the third morning
of their absence, that we learned a gentle
man's house in the interior had been

broken into in the night, and robbed of
some valuables ; and I confess I no sooner

heard of it
,

than I suspected my villains
had a hand in the business ; and I des

patched some of the crew that I could

depend upon to look for them in that
direction.

" Presently afterwards, however, there
came tidings from the ship that Tyler and

Strickland were returned. Their story
was, that they had wandered far away
into the woods to see the country ; and
that there, Strickland being thirsty had
eaten of some fruit or berries he had pluck
ed, which had produced the most violent in
disposition ; and that Tyler thinking every
moment was to be his last, had been

afraid to leave him. To prove the truth
of their story they' produced some speci
mens of the fruit of a very pernicious
shrub ; and certainly, Strickland had

every appearance of having been extreme

ly ill.
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136 SUSAN HOPLEY.

I suspected that Strickland had eaten the
fruit for the express purpose of account
ing for their absence. I knew they'd
been in the island before ; and the
chances were, that they were acquainted
with the shrub ; and I ordered that they
should be searched, and be kept close to

the ship during the remainder of our stay.
Nothing, however, was found upon them ;
and having no proof that they were guilty,
I could not punish them any further.

"After this, they made repeated ap
plications for a day's liberty on shore,
which was always denied them ; till just
before we were about to sail, when they
became so urgent, that as they had been

conducting themselves better for some

time, I yielded to their entreaties, but on

the condition that they should not go
together, but be each coupled with one of
the steadiest of the crew.

" This arrangement evidently annoyed
them ; and they pleaded hard to go to

gether ; promising faithfully to return
before eight o'clock, under pain of any
punishment I chose to inflict ; and repre
senting that it was not pleasant to go
ashore with those I had appointed, who
were not on friendly terms with them.

" But I was inexorable ; suspecting
that they had no good motive for their
urgency ; and, at all events, satisfied that
I had no right to let loose such a couple
of rascals on the island.

" Strickland went first ; and we learned
from the man who had accompanied him,
that he had made several attempts to give
him the slip, and get away into the woods,
but that he was too sharp for him.

"It was only a couple of days before

we sailed that Tyler had his liberty under
the same restrictions ; and the companion
that had been allotted to him described

his attempts at evasion to have been as

evident as those of his friend. He even

offered a considerable bribe to the man
to let him off for a couple of hours, pro
mising faithfully to return at the expira
tion of the time ; but all his efforts and
persuasions were unsuccessful, and he

was brought back boiling with rage and
malignity. In short, it was evident to

everybody that they had been prevented
from accomplishing some object or an

other, that they'd set their hearts upon,
and that they were both grievously disap
pointed.

" On the following day I came on board
myself, and a few hours afterwards we
put to sea ; and as there was no further
possibility of the two fellows getting away,
the vigilance with which their motions
had been observed was somewhat relaxed.

"I had, and have still, a custom of
going upon deck of a morning in my
dressing-gown and slippers to look at the
weather, and returning to my cabin
afterwards to finish my toilet.

"On the morning in question, the
first after we had put to sea, when I came

below, after my visit to the deck, I found
old Tycho lying in the cabin with his fore
paws stretched out, and his eyes intently
fixed on my boots, which my servant had
placed ready for me to put on.

" I patted and spoke to him as I usually
did ; and asked him to what I was
indebted for the honour of such an early
visit, for Tycho rarely made his appear
ance below till breakfast time. He licked

my hand, but still his attention appeared
more engaged by the boots than by me.

However, I thought nothing about it ;

and presently afterwards I took up one

of the boots and drew it on ; a proceeding
to which Tycho made no manner of ob

jection. But when I stretched out my
hand for the other, he barked, and very
significantly expressed his disapprobation,
and the more I persisted, the more violent
became his opposition.

" I could not imagine what the dog
meant ; and being rather amused at what
I considered his eccentricity, I jested
with it for some time ; stretching out my
hand towards the boot, and then drawing
it back, as if in submission to his protes
tations ; till, at length, having no more
time to waste, I resolutely took hold of
the boot and prepared to put my foot
into it.

"But Tycho was resolved I 'should do

no such thing ; and he renewed his op

position with so much energy and deter

mination, that, at last, it grew to a

perfect scuffle between him and me which

should have the boot ; he pulling it one
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

exerting a sufficient degree of force to

vanquish him, from the violent fits of

laughter he threw me into.
" But fortunately for me, just as I was

about to give him a kick and put an end

to the nonsense, the battle was decided in
favour of Tycho. By a sudden jerk, he

wrenched the boot from my hand, and

flung it to the other side of the cabin ; and
with the impetus of its fall, out flew that
beautiful little red snake you so much
admired last night.

" Poor fellow ! his instinct, or reason,

or whatever faculty it may be that Pro
vidence has endowed him with, had saved

my life."
" But how did the snake get there 1

"

asked Harry. " Are there snakes on
board a ship 1

"

"Not unless they be brought there,"
replied the captain ; "and from subsequent
investigation we had every reason to be-

I lieve that Tyler had contrived to procure
the reptile from a negro the day before

when he was on shore, brought it on board
in a bottle, and conveyed it into my boot
whilst I was upon deck.

"His motive was revenge for the severity
I had shown him and Strickland ; and
the disappointment I had inflicted by not
letting them go ashore alone. For shortly
afterwards, the jewels that had been

stolen on the occasion of the robbery I
mentioned, were found concealed in the
woods ; and though it could not be proved,
there is little doubt but that they had
committed it

,

and had hidden their plun
der, intending to seize some favourable
opportunity of securing it when their
persons were not likely to be searched.
And now, my dear fellow," said the cap
tain, when he had finished his narrative,
" we must think of going to bed ; and to

morrow, for I must remain here another
day to make arrangements about those

rascals, we will, if you '11 give me leave,
have a little conversation about your
affairs ; and you must explain to me by
what strange chance you happened to be

concealed under a hedge in the middle of
the night —certainly, about the last place

I should expect to find you in."
Harry, who had now good reason to

feel that he had made a friend, declared

137

his readiness to relate all his adventures ;

and accordingly, the next morning at
breakfast, he communicated to Captain
Glassford, without reserve, the whole his
tory of his birth, parentage and education ;

together with his subsequent misfortunes,
and disappointments in consequence of
his uncle's death, and Fanny's marriage ;

and concluded by disclosing the hopes
and views with which he had fled from
Oakfield, and had directed his steps to

London.
" My dear child," said Captain Glass-

ford, when Harry had finished his story,
" all that's moonshine in the water."

"What is?" asked Harry.
" Your hopes of getting a commission

in the way you propose," replied the
captain.

" Is it ?

" said Harry, with a face of dis
may.

" I fear so," replied Captain Glassford ;

"and as for your entering the ranks with
the view ofpromotion, it mustn't be thought
of. You little know the sort of life and
company you would be subject to— at
your age it would be perdition."

" Could I get into the navy, then 1

"
asked

Harry.
" I could very likely get you appointed

to my own ship as a midshipman," an
swered the captain, " but the misfortune

is
,

that I have no interest ; and without
some very favourable chance, you might
remain a midshipman all your life, and
die a beggar at last. But are you entirely
bent on the army or navy? Couldn't you
be satisfied with some other mode of life?"

"I should have liked the army," an
swered Harry, " because papa was in it ;

but I could be happy in any profession
that was fit for a gentleman." j

"Then I think I can do better for you,"
returned the captain, " than in getting
you into either the land or sea service,
where I have no means of pushing you on.

You must stay with me for the present,
and consider my ship your home. We
can talk the matter over at our leisure ;

and I'll write to my brother on the subject.
Does that proposal suit you?"

" Oh yes, Sir," replied the much con
tented Harry, "I'm very much obliged,
indeed,"
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138 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Then the thing's settled," returned the

captain. "And now,my dear fellow,you'd
better go ashore with me. You must be

provided with a few little matters that
we can easily get here ; and you must go

and take leave of your friend Jenny at
'the Crown,' to whom I think we both owe

our thanks, and something more. We
shall return on board to sleep ; and sail

to-morrow, if possible."
The honest Jenny was liberally re

warded ; Harry furnished with everything
he required ; and relieved from all his

cares, grateful and happy, he sailed with
Captain Glassford for Jamaica.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

SUSAN FINDS ANOTHER SITUATION J AND MEETS

WITH AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

As it formed part of Mr and Mrs Wether-
all's plan of economyto give up their house,
and resume their former mode of living
in lodgings, without a servant of their

own, until they were free from the embar
rassments they had incurred, it became

necessary for Susan to look out for another

situation.
This she found in the family of a Mrs

Aytoun, whosehusband, being engaged as a

foreign traveller for some great mercantile

house, was frequently absent for several
months at a time. They had a comfor
table small house in one of the streets

leading from the Strand down to the water ;

keeping two female servants ; one of whom
attended to the cooking department, and
cleaned the lower part of the house ; whilst
the other, who acted as housemaid, had

charge of the upper rooms, and was re

quired to wait at table. These last were
the duties that devolved upon Susan.
Without being affluent, Mr Aytoun's sa

lary was sufficient to enable them to live
respectably ; and the little establishment
was altogether kept on a very comfortable

footing.
The marriage, also, seemed a fortunate

one. It had been a union of affection,
formed about a year before Susan entered

of her situation ; and the husband and

wife appeared very well calculated to
make each other happy. Mrs Aytoun
was a pretty, cheerful, animated young
woman, who had just entered her one and
twentieth year; fond of dress, and fond of
company ; neither of which tastes, how
ever, she allowed herself to indulge to any
criminal extent. She was, indeed, much
too fond of her husband to stand in need

of any constant succession of other people
to divert her ; and if she were occasionally
guilty of any little extravagance for her
toilet, it was prompted much more by a

desire to please him than to be admired

by the world. And Susan thought him
well worthy of the pains she took. He
was both handsome and agreeable ; his

age, perhaps thirty, and his tastes very
much in accordance with his wife's, to

whom he also seemed passionately at
tached. But it was impossible to be long
in his company without perceiving that
he had one foible ; and that was a too

sensitive pride, and an over susceptibility
as to what the world would say on all
subjects connected with himself and his

family. Many a time when Susan was

waiting at table, she heard his wife jest
ing upon this weakness ; the existence of
which, silly as he admitted it to be, he

never denied.
" I cannot help it

,

Alicia," he said one

day ;

" I know it's a folly, since it is

utterly impossible to prevent the world

saying a great many things that are not
true ; but to fancy people are whispering
or talking about us, or that we form a

subject for the gossip of the neighbour
hood, would make me miserable ; perfectly
wretched."

" What would you do if you'd a wife
like poor Mr Morland, I wonder," said

Alicia, " who thumps her servants every
now and then, and gives them black

eyes ?"
" Oh heavens, don't mention it i" cried

Mr Aytoun.
" Or Mrs Parsons, that they say drinks

gin, and very near set the house on fire

the other night, when she was in a state

of intoxication. Or Mrs Bloxham, that

the baker asserts alters his figures in her

book that she may cheat him out of a

loaf or two a week 1
"
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" I'll tell you what I should do, Alicia,"
he answered. " I should blow my brains

out. However, I don't think," he added,

laughing,
" you'll ever put me to so severe

a trial. But at the same time, my love,
I cannot forbear, now that I am going to

leave you for a few months, warning you
to be very careful. Your situation is

peculiar, Alicia. Young, gay, well-dressed,
and I dare say you'll excuse me for adding,

pretty, you are left a great part of your
time without protection ; and, therefore,
necessarily exposed to much more close

observation than you would be if I were

always with you. You'll find people will
be ready to take hold of the slightest thing
—trifles that would never be observed in
another woman."

" But you know I never flirt with any
body, Arthur," replied his wife. " Who
could they connect my name with ? Be

sides, you know my opinion of married
women who flirt. I think a woman who
risks her own reputation and her hus
band's respectability for the indulgence
of her vanity, is virtually much more
criminal than the unfortunate creature
who has been led astray by a passion she

could not control. Besides, if a woman
chooses to behave as if she were guilty,
who's to tell whether she is or not ? She

cannot expect the world will take the
trouble of penetrating the truth ; and she

may be well assured, that a portion of it
,

at least, will put the worst construction
on what they see. No, no, my dear Ar
thur, you need never fear me. I love and
revere my husband a great deal too much
to peril our happiness and respectability
at such foolish play as that. Besides, there,

I confess," she added, laughing, " I should
be as susceptible as you are. I couldn't
bear to be pointed out wherever I went as

Mrs So and So, that has an affair with Mr
So and So."

" Heaven forbid !" exclaimed her hus
band ;

" but I merely mean to put you
on your guard. I know very well you
would not flirt, but I would avoid every
thing that was the least particular—many
things you might do, for example when I

am here—I'd dress more plainly too, if I

were you."
" That advice I shall have no difficulty

infollo wing," replied Alicia, affectionately.
" The motive for dressing will be wanting."

Shortly after this, Mr Aytoun set out
on an expedition which engaged him about
three months ; and nothing could exceed

the cautious conduct of his wife during
his absence. Other journeys ensued at
intervals ; but the time he passed at home
was always a period of unalloyed happi
ness.

In this manner three years had elapsed

since Susan entered on her situation with
out any occurrence worth recording, when
she learned that Mr Aytoun was about to

start on an expedition that would proba
bly occasion an absence of ten or twelve
months.

The parting was a great grief to the

young couple, and the last evening they
spent together Alicia shed showers of

tears. " I used to think two or three

months' absence a great hardship," she

said, " but this is dreadful. I don't know
how I shall ever get through it."

" Time will fly," said her husband,
" faster than you imagine."

"Ay, with you," she replied, "who
will be always moving, and have plenty
of amusement and occupation. But think
how different it will be with me, living
here alone."

" But you need not always be alone,

my love," answered Mr Aytoun. " You
have plenty of acquaintance, and need

not want society. At the same time I
would not, under present circumstances,

engage in too much of it," he added, " or

the world will be apt to say that you are

gayer when I'm away than when I'm
here ;" and upon this ensued several other

cautions of the like nature ; in short, with
slight variations, a repetition of the con

versation we have above detailed.
Mr Aytoun had been gone but a very

short time when his wife found herself in
the family way ; a discovery most grati
fying, for they had both ardently desired

to become parents. " I'll not tell Arthur
yet though," she said to herself, " for fear

there should be a disappointment. I de

clare, I've a mind not to tell him at all,
but keep it for a surprise to welcome him

home" —and she continued to write letter
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140 SUSAN HOPLEY.

hint of the important secret. Neither did

she communicate it to her acquaintance ;

she had no female connexions, nor no very
confidential friend. Her home had been

in the country, where Mr Aytoun had
first met with her ; she settled amongst
strangers, and the society they had, had
been chiefly formed since their marriage.

Of course, there were great preparations
for the expected baby, and many discus
sions with Susan, who was in the secret,

about caps, frocks, pinafores, and so forth.
About four months of Mrs Aytoun's

pregnancy had elapsed, when she called
at a shop where she occasionally dealt,
to purchase some fine lace, cambric, and
other articles ; together with some silk
to make a dress for herself. As she did
not find it altogether easy to make a se-

I
lection amongst the multitude of things
presented to her notice, nor was quite
certain of the quantities required, she at
last desired the shopman to send her a

choice of the different articles to her

house, which were accordingly laid aside

for that purpose. This being arranged,
she turned to go away ; and as she did
so, took up her handkerchief and purse
that had been lying on the counter, and
was thrusting them into her pocket as

she moved towards the door ; but before
she reached it

,

she felt a hand laid on her
arm, whilst the man who had been serv

ing her said, " I beg your pardon, Ma'am,
but you are not aware that there is a piece

of lace attached to your handkerchief."
She looked down, and saw that she had

unconsciously taken up a remnant of fine

lace, and that the end of it was hanging
from her pocket. A circumstance of this
sort is always extremely unpleasant ; and

it is so difficult to distinguish between

accident and design, that shopkeepers are

naturally suspicious. However, in this
instance the man was civil enough, and
said nothing that implied a doubt of her
innocence. Nevertheless, Alicia blushed,
and looked confused, as most people would
do under the like circumstances ; especially
when she saw the heads of several persons
turned to look at her ; and she hurried
out of the shop with a very uncomfortable
feeling, saying to herself, " Heaven be

praised Arthur was not with me I I be

lieve he'd have fallen into a fit on the
spot." ,

On the following morning, the things
she had desired to look at arrived ; but
Mrs Aytoun having a visiter at the mo- '

ment, requested the man to leave them,
and call again by and by. He accordingly
went away, and returned in about a couple
of hours. She then selected what she

chose, he measured and cut off the quan
tities required, and carried away the re

mainder.
About an hour had elapsed, and she

was sitting in her parlour inspecting her
purchases, which were spread out on the
table, when she heard a loud ringing at
the bell, and presently Susan ushered ia }

Mr Green, who desired to see her imme- j

diately.
" I am sorry, Ma'am," said he, in rather

an insolent tone, "to be obliged to trouble

you ; but there is a whole piece of lace

missing from the parcel I sent here, be

sides some yards of another. The silk
returned, also, is short of the measure it

ought to be, by several yards."
" Good heavens, Sir !

"
said Alicia, quite

alarmed, "I'm very sorry; but your man
himself measured and cut off what I kept."

" No doubt, Ma'am," replied Mr Green ;

" I'm aware of that. But the goods were
left here some time by your desire ; and
the thing looks very awkward."

"Yon don't intend to imply that I have

your lace !

" exclaimed Alicia, indignantly.
" I don't know who else can have it,"

returned Mr Green ;

" unless you have

any reason to suspect your servants."
" No," replied Mrs Aytoun, " I do not

suspect my servants ; and indeed I am

quite sure they were neither of them in
the room whilst your goods were here."

" I'm very sorry to do anything so un

pleasant, Ma'am," said Mr Green, "but
you must permit this gentleman to search

your person ;" and upon that he called in
an officer that he had brought with him,
and who was waiting in the passage.

Alicia's horror and indignation may be

conceived. She rang the bell furiously
for Susan, who suspecting nothing of what

was going on, had returned to the kitchen
after showing in Mr Green.
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 141

tears, " this man accuses me of having
kept back some of his goods, and insists

i on having me searched."
" Lord, Sir !

" cried Susan, almost as
I much shocked as Alicia, " I'm sure my

mistress wouldn't keep your things. How
can you think such a thing ?"

" Unfortunately," replied Mr Green,
"this sort of thing happens too often. I'm
sure three hundred a-year wouldn't cover

my losses by the dishonesty of the ladies
who frequent my shop ; and I'm deter-

J
mined to pursue the thing with rigour that
it may be a warning to others. So if you
please, Ma'am, searched you must be."
And accordingly the officer proceeded to

fulfil the unpleasant duty.
Nothing however was found upon Alicia ;

nor in the room, every part of which they
examined. They next proceeded to search

the other parts of the house, drawers, ser-

I vants' boxes and everything ; but with
equal ill success.

Nevertheless, Mr Green still affirmed
that the goods had been abstracted by
somebody in that house ; that he wouldn't
mind taking his oath of it in any court of

justice in Europe ; and he insisted that
Mrs Aytoun should accompany him and

the officer to a magistrate.
" I may never recover my goods," said

i he, " for I know how easy it is to conceal

these sort of articles, or get them conveyed
i out of the house —I don't recover one time

in ten ; but as I said before, I'm deter
mined to pursue this business— I'll follow
it up, I'm resolved, just to let ladies see

these things can't be done with impunity."
" I'll pay you the price of the things,

Mr Green," said Alicia. " Heaven knows
I hav'n't got them, nor do I know any
thing of them ; but I'd pay for them

j twenty times over rather than submit to

this degradation."
" I dare say you would, Ma'am," re-

' turned Mr Green, " but that wouldn't
answer my purpose. I once did let a lady
off in that manner ; but though I did it
really out of good-nature, because she

cried, and screamed, and went into hys
terics, and declared she'd make away
with herself, and so forth ; what did she

' do afterwards, when she found the danger
was over, but spread a report that I had

frightened her into paying for things she

never had, by accusing her of purloining
them.—No, no ; it won't do—it's a ma

gistrate's business, and to a magistrate we

must go. —I suppose you'd prefer having
a coach to walking ? If so, I'll run my
self and get one."

" Of course, if I'm to go it must be in a

coach," replied the terrified Alicia, sinking
into a chair, and giving way to a fresh
burst of tears.

" I'll be back with one in a moment,"
said Mr Green, " you'll stay here, Jack
son," added he, nodding to the officer as

he went out.
"Never fear me, Mr Green," replied

Jackson, with a significant look.
"Was there ever anything so dreadful?"

exclaimed Mrs Aytoun to Susan, who
stood crying by the door. " What am I
to do?"

" I was thinking if I were to run for
some of the neighbours, Ma'am," said

Susan. " Sure Mr Green can't have a

right to treat a lady in this way."
" Mr Green's o' the right side o' the

law," said Mr Jackson. " You may de

pend upon that. There's ne'er a man
knows better what he's about than Mi-

Green do."
" What do you think of my running to

see if Mr Morland or Mr Pai'sons are at

home, Ma'am ?
" said Susan, " and just

begging them to step in 1
"

" Oh no, no," said Alicia, " that would

only be making the thing public. It
would be all over the town before night.
If I must go, the more quietly it's done

the better."
" I'd better go with you I think, Ma'am,"

said Susan.
" Do Susan," said Mrs Aytoun ;

" and
I'll go up stairs and put on my bonnet at

once, that the coach mayn't be kept at

the door ;" and she rose to leave the room.
" You must give me leave to go out

with you, Ma'am," said Jackson, following
her—" I hope you'll excuse me ; but in

these here cases, my orders are never to

lose sight of a person we've got in cus

tody."
Sobbing as if her heart would break,

poor Alicia resumed her eat, and bade
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142 SUSAN HOPLEY.

and at the same time put on her own ;

and by the time they were ready, Mr
Green arrived with the coach, and hand

ing them both into it
,

he stepped in after
them, telling the shopman, who was in
waiting at the door, to run forward and
meet them at the office ; whilst Mr Jack
son mounted the box, and desired the
coachman to drive to Bow Street.

As Mrs Aytoun was utterly ignorant
of the ways of a police-office, and had no
one with her to claim the little indulgences
and exceptions that are usually granted
to the feelings of people moving in a

respectable station of life, she was at once

shown into the public room, where the

magistrate was sitting, receiving the

deposition of a gentleman, who was ac

cusing two woman of ill character, of

having, on the previous evening, purloined
his watch and purse.

There were many other people in the
office —pickpockets, street-walkers, chim

ney-sweepers, coal-heavers, dustmen, re

ceivers of stolen goods, and others of the

dregs of society, amongst whom Alicia
and Susan were introduced.

" You had better come over here," said

Jackson, making a way for them through
this mass of vice and corruption, to the
other side, where there was a bench ; "for
it's like enough you'll have a pretty time
to wait. There's a good many to have
their turn afore you." So the two abashed

women took their seat, with Mr Green
beside them ; Alicia with her veil drawn
close over her face, and her pocket hand
kerchief to her eyes ; whilst Mr Jackson
drew himself up in an easy position, with
his back against the wall, in order that
he might listen in perfect luxury to what
was as interesting to him as a new

tragedy to an amateur.
The two women, pretty-looking young

creatures, who seemed to have been

designed by nature for better things,
declared that the watch and purse found

upon them, (one having been found pos
sessed of the watch and the other of the

purse,) were theirown ; andhad been given
to them by a gentleman, who they admit
ted was not quite sober, in the early part
of the evening. Shortly afterwards, they
said, they met their present accuser, who

accompanied them to an oyster shop j

where they had imprudently shown him
the presents they had received. He had
examined them very curiously ; opened
the watch to look at the maker's name,
and counted the money in the purse,
before he returned them. After which

they all came out together, and walked
arm in arm for some time, till he saw
an opportunity of giving them into cus

tody, upon which he had, to their great
astonishment, accused them of robbing
him.

The gentleman, who was a foreigner,
swore on the contrary, that the things
were his own. He said he had arrived
in town in the morning, and having dined
with some friends, had taken a little too
much wine ; and on his way home, had
fallen in with the prisoners, who had per
suaded him to accompany them to the

oyster shop. That there, under pretence
of romping, they had examined his

pockets, and taken out the watch and

purse, which after inspecting, they re

turned ; he having given them a guinea
each out of it ; and that afterwards,
whilst walking beside him in the street,

he had felt them picking his pockets, but
had forborne to speak till he saw an

opportunity of giving them into custody,
lest they should run off, and he lose his
property. He concluded by saying, that
there was a gentleman present who could

testify that the watch and purse belonged

to him, and that he had seen them in his

possession a few hours before. This
witness was then called forward, and
swore positively to the truth of what his

friend had asserted.

During the progress of their examin

ation, Susan occasionally listened to the

evidence, and at other times devoted her

attention to her distressed mistress ; but
the affair being brought to a conclusion,
and decided by the magistrate in favour
of the accuser, there was a general move,
and falling back of the crowd, in order to

make way for the party to come out.

"By Jingo," she heard Jackson ex

claim, suddenly, " I'm blow'd if that 'ere

ar'n't Nosey ! I ha'nt seen him this four
or five year I b'lieve ; I thought he wer'

dropt off the hooks."
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Her attention attracted by Jackson's
exclamation, Susan turned to look at the

retreating party, whose yet uncovered
heads just appeared above the crowd.
The first was a handsome dark man,
with a quantity of black hair, mingled
with gray, on his head and face, who had

perhaps seen forty years. The second,

apparently about the same age, was of a

lighter complexion ; the crown of his
head was quite bald ; and his profile
being turned to Susan, the cause of the
nickname by which Jackson had desig
nated him, appeared in prominent relief.
It was a nose, once seen, not to be easily
forgotten ; the bridge had evidently been

broken, either by a blow or an accident,
and a projection which gave a singular
expression to the feature had been the

consequence. Susan felt she could have
sworn to having seen that nose before,

and she started to her feet under the influ
ence of her emotion.

" Sit still, sit still, my dear," said Jack
son, patting her on the shoulder, "it ar'n't

your turn yet by a good many ;" and as

the strangers disappeared through the
door, Susan sank again into her seat.

"No," said Jackson, continuing the
conversation that Susan's movement had

interrupted, " No, I don't know t' other
swell ; he can't ha' been long upon town
—newly imported, I suppose —"

" Genuine," interrupted his companion,
with a knowing leer.

" Be sure o' that," returned Jackson.
" As for that 'ere Nosey, his perboscis, as
some on 'em calls it

,

was familiar enough
on the turf and the ring ; and he was well
enough known at all the hells about the
West End—but he disappeared all on a

sudden. I suppose, by the pal he's got,
he's been across the water."

"Pray, Sir," said Susan, "do you know
the name of the gentleman you're talking
of?"

" I never heard him called by no name
but Nosey, my dear," answered Jackson,
" and that was the best name to know
him by, if ever we wanted him, 'cause one

saw it in his face. A chap may shift
his name as easy as his shirt, but he
couldn't get rid of his nose, no how, you
know."

I dare say, after all, the girls' story
was true," remarked the other man.

" You may take your davy o
'

that,"
replied Jackson. " Them there ar'n't the
flats that gets their pockets picked. I'd
defy the cleverest hand on the town to

get anything out on 'em."
Several other cases followed and were

disposed of ; during which time Susan
sat wrapt in her own meditations, and
unconscious of everything around her ;

even her mistress's troubles were, for the
moment, effaced from her memory by the
flood of vivid recollections and absorbing
feelings that the sight of that face had

conjured up. Her mind had always been

impressed with the notion that the visit
of the stranger, whom she now felt certain
she recognised as Nosey, made at the
back door of Oakfield House two nights
preceding Mr Wentworth's death, was
some how or another connected with that

catastrophe. Many a time in the silence
of night, or of an evening, when her work
being done, she was seated in her clean

cap and apron, quietly by her kitchen

fire, did the circumstances of those event

ful days pass in review before her.

Especially, her dream—that strange and

significant dream, which even then ap

peared to her more like a vision than the

unstrung bubbles that usually occupy the
brain of a restless sleeper ; and which

now, followed up as it had been by such

singular coincidences, was daily, more and

more, assuming in her mind, form, sub

stance, and reality. But these speculations

always terminated in the depressing sense

of her own helplessness, and a thorough
conviction of the impossibility of persuad

ing anybody else to give credit, or attach

any importance, to circumstances which

had so much weight with her. "No,"
she would say as she wiped her eyes with
the corner of her apron, at the conclusion
of her cogitations, " no, I can do nothing
—nothing in the world. I should only
be stirring up enemies for myself without

doing a bit of good. If ever poor Andrew

is to be justified, it will be through the

goodness of God ; and I do think he, in
his own good time, will bring the truth

to light yet."

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



144 SUSAN HOPLEY.

I length interrupted by Jackson's saying,
" Now Mr Green ; now ladies, your turn's

I next. Please to step this way ;" and

thrusting aside the staring mob, whose

curiosity was excited by the appearance
of Mrs Aytoun and Susan, he made room

for them to advance towards the bench.
" What have we got here, Jackson ?

"

inquired the magistrate.
" A case of shop-lifting," returned

Jackson, " at least the purloining of
I goods that were sent home on sight."

Mr Green was then called upon to tell
i his story. He averred that he had mea

sured the goods himself, both before they
i were sent out, and when they returned ;

and he had been the more particular in

doing so, because he was not wholly
without his suspicions with respect to the

lady in custody.
At this avowal the unfortunate Alicia

raised her head and looked at him with
unfeigned astonishment.

" I don't mean to say," continued Mr
Green, in answer to the surprise he saw

depicted in her countenance, "I don't
mean to say that it's a thing I could swear

to as having been done intentionally ; but

this I must say, that it had a very sus

picious look about it ; and that many a

; one has been brought up to this office

upon quite as little a matter ; though at

the time we passed it over, as we make it
a rule not to be too hasty in these cases."

He then mentioned that Mrs Aytoun, on

the preceding day, had been detected in

the act of putting a piece of lace in her

pocket that was wrapped up and partly
concealed in her handkerchief ; and it
may be imagined that this unlucky cir
cumstance had considerable influence on

the minds of the audience, and seriously
aggravated the peril of her position.

The shopman next testified to his hav

ing received the goods from Mr Green,
after seeing them measured, and the pre

cise quantities noted down ; that he had
himself delivered them to Mrs Aytoun
in the parlour, where she was sitting in
conversation with a lady —that she re-

'
quested him, as she was then engaged,

to leave them, and call again ; that he

had accordingly done so ; and on return

ing to the shop with the goods, he had

delivered them at once into the hands of
Mr Green himself, who had immediately
measured them and found the deficiencies
stated.

Mr Jackson then explained his part
in the business ; adding, that the search
had been ineffectual ; but that there had
been quite sufficient interval for Mrs Ay- j
toun to have removed the goods, or trans- I

ferred them to somebody else ; and that
therefore their ill success could not be

accounted in her exculpation.
Mr Green then gave the strongest testi

mony in favour of the character of the

shopman. He was his nephew ; a young
man of unexceptionable morals and con
duct ; and he had been selected, in this

particular instance, to carry the goods on
that very account.

Poor Mrs Aytoun was then asked what
she had to say in her own defence. She
raised her head, threw back her veil,

clasped her hands, in a beseeching atti

tude, and answered, " Only that I am
innocent ! I know nothing of the things
said to be missing. I looked over what
was sent, and laid aside those I wished to

keep —but God is my witness, that till
the shopman returned, not a single article
had been removed from the table where
he left them, nor a single yard of any
thing cut off. I am utterly unable to

explain or throw any light upon it. I
recollect that I went to my bed-room to

fetch a yard measure ; but no one, in
the interval, could have entered the room

without my meeting them." She testified

freely to the character of her servants,

and generously exonerated them from

any suspicion.
The evidence against her was certainly

strong, and the unlucky accident of the pre

vious day had made a powerful impression.
" I fear, Madam," said the magistrate,

" we must commit you ; unless you can
find bail."

Alicia, without answering, hid her face

in her handkerchief, and sobbed as if her

heart was bursting ; whilst Susan wept
with her for sympathy. They had neither

of them a very clear idea of what was re

quired ; but whatever it was, it was cer

tain to lead to an exposure amongst her
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

she felt she had scarcely that degree of

intimacy or confidence with any one of
them, to select him on such an emergency.

" If the lady will permit me the honour
of doing her this little service," said a

gentleman, taking off his hat, and ap
proaching her, respectfully, " it will give
me great pleasure ; and relieve her from
the annoyance of further detention. You
will not object to my bail, I presume ?"

added he, turning with a smile to the

magistrate, whose acquaintance he ap

peared to be, and to whom he had oc

casionally addressed a few words during
the course of the previous examination.

"Oh, certainly not — certainly not,"
replied his worship, with a sly and sig

nificant look at his friend, " if it 's agree
able to the lady."

Alicia had no time for reflection ; all
she saw was the advantage of immediate

release, and the means of avoiding an

application to any of her acquaintance
— she thanked the stranger, and accepted
his offer.

A few minutes sufficed to conclude the

business, and set her free. Mr Green
and the shopman departed ; whilst her
new found friend, who was a handsome,
well dressed, elegant looking man, of
about forty, with very polished manners,

gallantly advanced to offer her his arm,
and conducted her to her coach, which
was still waiting. Having placed her in

it
,

he stepped in after her, saying, he

could not think of permitting her to return
alone in her present state of agitation and
distress ; and when they reached her door,

after handing her out with the same de

ferential courtesy, he gallantly lifted his
hat from his head, as she ascended the

steps ; and took his leave, with the an
nouncement, that he should do himself
the honour of calling, on the following
day, to inquire after her health.

CHAPTER XXIX.

WHICH EXHIBITS A SPECIMEN OF THE SYMPATHY
OF FRIENDS, AND THE INCONVENIENCE OF

OBLIGATIONS.

" That of all the people in the world, this
misfortune should have fallen on me I"

No. X

exclaimed Mrs Aytoun, as, in an agony
of tears, she flung herself on her own
sofa ! " If Arthur hears of it I'm undone
— not that he'll believe me guilty—but
the disgrace will break his heart. And
he must hear of it

, if this dreadful man
continues his accusation. Heavens and
earth !

" she exclaimed, clasping her hands,
" how cruel it is that an innocent woman
should be plunged into all this wretched
ness, and perhaps the whole happiness of
her life destroyed, by an accident that no

caution could have foreseen or avoided."
The evening that followed was a wretch

ed one for Alicia. The faithful Susan,
whose sympathy and commiseration was

all the consolation she had, spent the

greater part of it by her side, offering her
humble tribute of advice, and aiding her
mistress in suggesting and canvassing all
the possible accidents that could have
occasioned the deficiency of the goods ;

or the means, practicable or impracti
cable, of eliciting the truth, and vindica
ting her reputation.

Great as her misfortune appeared whilst
she was discussing it in her parlour with
Susan, the aspect it assumed when she

reconsidered it in the silence and soli
tude of her chamber, was ten times more
terrific. Hour after hour the weary
clock chimed on, whilst she lay tossing
on that couch, till now so peaceful and
so blest, in the restless fever of fear,

anxiety, and mortification ; weeping over
the past, wondering at the present, and

trembling at the future ; till towards

morning, imperfect slumbers, interrupted
by sudden starts and dreadful awaken

ings, varied the incidents of the miserable

night.
Though unable to sleep, she was yet

unwilling to rise, for daylight brought
no pleasure to her ; and it was near twelve
o'clock before she descended to her parlour.
She had not been seated there many mi
nutes, and her untasted breakfast was yet
beside her, when Susan hastily entered

the room, saying, she had just seen Mrs
Morland and Mrs Bloxham coming down
the street apparently with the intention
of calling, and begging to know whether

they were to be let in. Mrs Aytoun first
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146 SUSAN HOPLEY.

denied, and they find out I am at home,

they will only be the more spiteful when

this story reaches their ears."

People who are conscious that they
have made themselves the subject of their

neighbours' gossip, which happened to be

the case with these two ladies, are gener
ally particularly glad to find any of their
friends getting into the same dilemma ;

upon the principle, perhaps, that as the

power of human tongues is limited, and

they can only get through a certain por
tion of scandal in a day, the more multi
tudinous the victims, the more moderate

must be the dividend allotted to each.

Any one who had observed the lingering
pace with which the two visiters advanced

along the street, with their arms linked,
their closely approximated heads bent
forwards —the frequent pauses, when at
some interesting point of the conversa
tion they drew up, and looked each other

steadily in the face, might, without diffi

culty, have predicated that they were

engaged on some very fresh and attractive

piece of scandal. At length, after a more

protracted pause, and a final summing up
of the chief heads of the discourse at the
door, they ascended the steps, rang the
bell, and inquired if Mrs Aytoun was at
home. A significant glance, shot from
one to the other when Susan said yes,
showed that they had entertained some

doubts of being admitted ; and as they pro
ceeded along the passage they endeavoured

to subdue the animated and pleased ex

pression their countenances had assumed

under the influence of the late discussion,
to the sad and solemn tone of sympathy
that became the occasion.

" My dear Mrs Aytoun," they both ex
claimed with one voice as they entered

the room, " how do you do V
" Quite well, thank'ye," answered the

pale and agitated Alicia with as much
firmness as she could command.

" How late you are with your breakfast,"
observed Mrs Bloxham ;

" you that used

to be so early. One might see Mr Aytoun
wasn't at home."

" I wasn't very well, and staid in bed

later than usual," said Alicia, forgetting
that she had just said she was very well.

"Have you heard from Mr Aytoun,

lately ?" inquired Mrs Morland. "Do you
expect to see him soon V

" I had a letter the day before yester
day," replied Alicia ;

" but he said nothing
about returning."

Here there was a pause, and the dialogue
flagged ; as dialogues always do, when

people are thinking of one thing and

talking of another. Mrs Morland, who
was the most impetuous of the two, was

dying to treat the subject after the epic
fashion, and plunge in medias res; but
Mrs Bloxham, a more deliberate and cool-
headed person, wisely reflecting that that
would be spoiling sport, and running down
the game before she had well started from
her cover, had enjoined her to be cautious,
and leave the management of the affair in
her hands.

"It's such a lovely morning ; I wonder
you don't go out," observed Mrs Bloxham.

" I believe I shall, by and by," replied
Alicia.

" What a sweet silk that is you've on,"
remarked Mrs Morland, who was eager
to draw near the subject.

" I'm sure you must have seen me wear
it a hundred times," said Alicia. It's
quite old and faded now ; it was pretty."

" A good silk wears so long," remarked
Mrs Bloxham, " and looks well to the last.
They're the cheapest things in the end."

" Indeed they are," returned Mrs Mor
land. " Do you remember that puce silk
I used to wear last winter?" added she,

addressing Mrs Aytoun.
" I don't think I do," replied Alicia ;

which, by the way, was not only an ex

tremely imprudent answer on this parti
cular occasion, but is so under all circum
stances ; because people feel a natural
astonishment and indignation at your not

remembering their puce silk ; and under
the excitement of those passions, are apt
to enter into lengthy details with respect
to the article in question, and elaborate
eulogiums on its merits, which are some

times less interesting to the hearer than
to the speaker. Accordingly, Mrs Mor
land exclaimed, " Well, I'm surprised you
don't remember it ! for the very first time
I put it on was to come and dine with you
—at that dinner you know that the roast
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 147

cut into slices and sent out to be broiled ;

don't you remember it
, Mrs Bloxham ?"

" To be sure I do," answered Mrs Blox
ham, " I remember it perfectly."
" I remember that," saidAlicia. " We were

very unlucky about our dinner that day."
"Well then, I'm surprised you don't

recollect my puce silk !" reiterated Mrs
Morland, " for it was so much admired.

I remember Mr Aytoun was quite struck
with it. Well, after wearing it for two
years as a best gown for company, it lasted
me the whole blessed winter for the streets,
and very handsome it looked—didn't it

,

Mrs Bloxham V

II "Very," returned Mrs Bloxham, who
hadn't the most distant recollection of ever

having seen it.
"And now," continued Mrs Morland,

" I've turned it
,

and made it into a frock
and spencer for Maria ; and I'm sure no

body could tell it from new. By the by,
she had it on last Sunday at church : Mrs
Bloxham, you must have observed it."

" Was it that Maria had on ?" exclaimed
Mrs Bloxham, in the accents of wonder
and admiration that the occasion called
for. " I never should have thought it."

"Well," continued Mrs Morland, re

curring to the motive with which she

had introduced the subject, and which
her indignant feelings at Mrs Aytoun's
oblivion had caused her for the moment
to forget—"Well, I gave just four shil
lings a yard for that silk, twelve yards —
two pound eight the dress came to ; and
six shillings I paid Miss Geddes for mak
ing it up— there was a trifle for lining too,
and tape —eighteenpence I think— I know

I thought it a dear gown at the time ; and
Morland made a long face at it. But see

how cheap it 's been in the end ! Always
buy good things, I say ; and that 's why

I like to deal at Green's ; you're sure there

to get your money's worth. Don't you
agree with me, Mrs Bloxham ? I know
you deal there."

" Yes," answered Mrs Bloxham, with
a distinct and deliberate enunciation, and

a countenance as fixed and unmoved as a

stone idol ;

"
yes, I always do deal there ;

and I was there last night to get some

buttons for a new set of shirts, I'm mak
ing up for Bloxham."

And / was there this morning," said Mrs
Morland, just before I called upon you."

Here the conversation languished again.
The ladies had rather expected to have

found Mrs Aytoun in hysterics, or to have

thrown her into them by their innuendos ;

but Alicia, though pale and depressed and

really suffering agonies at heart, contrived
to preserve an exterior of decent com

posure ; and they had hoped to draw her
into a full and detailed narration of her
adventure ; but conscious that she should
meet with neither sympathy,sincerity,nor
good counsel from them, she intrenched
herself within a cautious silence ; resolved,
that unless they broke the barriers, she

would not ; and the only part she took in
the conversation, was occasionally to fill
up the pauses in their dialogue, by polite
inquiries after the health, educational pro
gress, and general welfare of Miss Morland,
and the Masters Bloxham.

Finding that their visit was not likely
to turn to any very good account, the
ladies were beginning to think they might
spend their time more profitably and

agreeably in a succession of calls about
the neighbourhood ; where they would
have much to tell, and something to hear ;

together with the incalculable advantage
of having had an early interview with
Mrs Aytoun, which would entitle them
to an enviable precedence in any convoca
tion of gossips they might meet with ;
and enable them to describe, with the
minuteness of an entomologist, every par
ticular of her looks, bearing, and demean

our.
At this interesting crisis, just as a cer

tain telegraphic communication had been

exchanged between the visiters, which

being interpreted, implied, "I suppose

we may as well go," there was heard a

startling knock at the door. The sum
mons bore such a decided character, such
an undoubting assurance of welcome, and
of a claim to be admitted, and was, alto

gether, so unlike the timid, half-hesitating,
bourgeois knocks usually heard in the

neighbourhood, that it sent the blood into

Mrs Aytoun's cheeks, and caused the ladies

immediately to recompose themselves in
their seats.
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148 SUSAN HOPLEY.

and ushering in the elegant stranger of

yesterday.
" I hope Mrs Aytoun will excuse the

earliness of my visit," said he, advancing
towards her with great eagerness and a

most graceful address; "but I was so ex

tremely anxious —"
here his eye caught

sight of the two ladies, who, being partly
concealed by the door, he had not at first
perceived —" anxious," continued he, in
a more calm and reserved tone, " to learn
if your cold was better, that I could not
defer the honour of making the inquiry."

" It is better, I thank you," replied Mrs
Aytoun, blushing intensely at the awk
ward consciousness of having a secret

understanding with a man who was al
most a stranger to her.

Without dwelling farther on personal
matters, the accomplished Mr Seymour,
who thoroughly knew the world, and com

prehended his situation at the first glance,
immediately directed the conversation into
other channels ; talking of theatres and ex
hibitions, parks and parties ; and without
any appearance of display, but as of things
to which he was perfectly accustomed, of
high people and high places.

No very elegant man ever entered a

society of women without producing more
sensation than the sex would be generally
willing to confess ; and when to his
other advantages, he adds that towering
one of belonging to a circle much more
exalted than the company he has fallen
amongst, he has it in his power to create
a revolution in the minds of half the
ladies present. He can make the un-
amiable, amiable ; the malignant, chari
table; and the good-humoured,dissatisfied
and envious. Few, indeed, are exempt from
his influence, but the women whose hearts
are already in the bosom of another.

Accordingly Mrs Morland and Mrs
Bloxham, who were very far from belong
ing to the last category, were carried off
their feet by the grace, suavity, and con
versational powers of Mr Seymour. They
were all smiles and dimples ; and the
malicious triumph they had come to enjoy
over Mrs Aytoun, was wholly forgotten in
their pleasure inhissociety,and their desire
to appearamiable and agreeable in his eyes.

Most unwillingly, and prompted rather

by an apprehension of seeming ill bred,
and ignorant of the usages of the world,
than by any better feeling, they at length
took their gracious leaves : affectionately,
of Mrs Aytoun ; and with a fascinating
amenity, of the stranger.

He had no sooner bowed them out, and
closed the parlour door upon them, and
before Alicia had time to resume her seat,
than Mr Seymour, still gracefully and
respectfully, but yet with the assurance

of an accepted friend and confidant, ad

vanced from the distant chair he had
hitherto occupied, and tenderly taking
her hand which he raised to his lips, was
beginning to say, " My dear Mrs Aytonn,
now those afflicting persons are gone — "

when the door opened, and Mrs Bloxham
putting in her head, cried, " I beg your
pardon, but I've left my scarf somewhere
—Oh there it is

,

fallen down behind the
chair I was sitting in."

In all ages of the world revenans* have
been found extremely incommodious
visiters. When people are once gone,
whether out of the world, or out of a room,
their departure should be final. Coming
back upon any pretence whatever, whether

it be to point out buried gold, or to seek a

silken scarf ; whether to disclose a secret,
or to pry into one, is altogether inexcusable,
and a thing not to be tolerated. And, cer
tainly, as regards themselves, their intru
sion is extremely impolitic, and apt to
be punished, by a verification of the old
adage, that " listeners seldom hear any
good of themselves." -

So thought Alicia on the present
occasion ; but Mr Seymour, nothing
daunted, and probably esteeming the ac
cident rather favourable to his views than
otherwise, as it reduced the standard of
Mrs Aytoun's independence and self-
esteem "

by a chopine," picked up the
scarf, and after presenting it to the lady,
and once more bowing her out with the
same deference as before, returned, and

drawing a chair close to Alicia, resumed
the thread of his discourse. " My dear
Mrs Aytoun," he continued, "I was about
to say, now those afflicting persons were

gone —but people of that sort never are
* French word for ghosts, and for those who

return where their company is not desired.
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SUSAN

gone —but I am most anxious to hear
how you really are after your most an
noying adventure. I hope you have not
suffered the affair to make more impres
sion on you than it merits."

" More impression than it merits !" said

Alicia, giving way to the tears she had

suppressed in the presence of her tormen
tors—" can it make more than it merits ?

Isn't it the most dreadful imputation that
ever was cast on a respectable woman?
And how am I to throw it off? How am

I to recover my reputation ? How am I
to vindicate my innocence ? Oh, Mr
Seymour, imagine what it must be, to be

accused, insulted, searched like a common
thief ; dragged to a police office like a

felon, and there, amongst the very dregs
of society, the low, the abandoned, the

vicious, to be threatened with a gaol. Oh,
my God !" she exclaimed, clasping her
hands in agony, "is their no way of
shaking this horror from me ? must it for
evercling tome, till itdrags me tomygrave,
as it surely will ? Tell me, Mr Seymour,
advise me, is there no help ? can nothing
be done to clear me from the stigma V

" My dear Mrs Aytoun," answered he,

drawing his chair a little nearer, and

again taking her hand, for Alicia was
very attractive in the energy of her despair ;
" I really scarcely know how to advise.

You see the misfortune of doing anything
in these affairs, unless you are quite sure

of success, is
,

that every movement one

makes only further disseminates the
scandal and adds to the publicity ; and if

once the newspapers get hold of you, you
may as well carry your misfortune in
scribed upon your back ; there is no

corner of the world to which you can
escape from it."

" Good Heavens !" cried Alicia, struck
with a new terror, " perhaps, even now,
they may put it in the paper amongst the

police reports !"
" Why," replied Mr Seymour, " to

confess the truth, I was apprehensive
that might be the case ; and therefore

yesterday evening, instead of going to a

dinner at Lord H— 's
,

to which I was

engaged, I took a coach, and drove round
to the different publishing offices, where

I found means to secure their silence."

HOPLEY. 149

" How can I thank you sufficiently !

"
exclaimed Alicia, warmly impressed with
the extent of the obligation. " It would
have been the climax of my misery to see

my name in the paper."
" Which it would have been, I fear,"

returned Mr Seymour, who had no inten
tion of detracting anything from his own
merits and services —" and it is that that
leads me to think, that if the affair could
be hushed up— if

,

in short, we could
induce this Mr Green to let the thing
drop, and satisfy him in some way or
another—that is

,

make it his interest to

pursue it no farther, that it would be the
most prudent mode of proceeding."

" But he won't give it up," said Alicia.
" I offered to pay him the value of the

things from the beginning ; but he

wouldn't take it."
" No, not the mere value of the things,

I dare say," returned Mr Seymour.
" But he may not be able to resist the

temptation if the bribe offered be large
enough."

Alicia was silent, for she had no means

of offering a bribe considerable enough to

answer the purpose.
" At all events," said Mr Seymour, "I'll

take an opportunity of seeing him ; and

hearing what he says. With respect to

yourself, I'd advise you to have no com

munication with him whatever. The
more independent and fearless you appear,

the better chance there is of my success.

And pray," he added with an appearance
of the deepest interest, "keep up your
spirits in the meantime ; do not suffer

the circumstance, annoying as I admit it

to be, to press too much on your mind ;

but rely on my exertions, and if I may
venture to use the term on so short an

acquaintance, my regard, to extricate you
from your dilemma."

It may easily be conceived that Mr
Seymour found motives or excuses for

visiting his fair friend every day ; and

how was she, enchained by a confidence
and an obligation of such a nature, to

shut her door against him ? Besides, he

contrived to make his visits so interesting ;

he had always something to tell, or some

thing to suggest. And then he was the
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150 SUSAN HOPLEY.

with whom she permitted herself to speak
of what was for ever the subject of her

thoughts ; so that daily his knock at the

door became more welcome, and his visits

more protracted.
Her neighbours and acquaintance, at

first paid her visits of curiosity ; but

finding that her obstinate silence disap

pointed them, they gradually relaxed in
their assiduities, contenting themselves

with watching her door to ascertain how

often Mr Seymour called, and how long
he staid ; endeavouring, at the same time,
to persuade themselves and others, that

their alienation was occasioned by a vir
tuous horror of her heterodox proceedings.

However, as time advanced, it became

too evident to Mrs Aytoun that Mr
I Seymour's visits were by no means disin-

! terested. He permitted himself gradually

i to betray all the symptoms of a decided

passion ; dropped them out one by one,

with such a well acted air of inadvertence
and absence of design, that it would have

been impossible for Alicia to have doubted

his sincerity. Indeed he was sincere

enough for the moment. Alicia was a

very attractive woman ; and he a man who
made it a point to give way to all his sus

ceptibilities, and never relax in his pursuit
of an amour till he was satisfied success

was utterly hopeless. He held that

" The proper
" business " of mankind is " love ;

and he conceived it highly improbable,
considering his own advantages, and the
nature and amount of his services, that
Alicia's heart should remain untouched ;

and next to impossible that, entangled as

she was in a complication of embarrass
ing circumstances, her person should

escape him.
But Alicia wore a shield over her

heart that all the Seymours, Somersets,
and Fitzroys that ever shone in the
galaxy of fashionable life could not have

penetrated—she loved Arthur Aytoun ;—
and when she became thoroughly aware
of Mr Seymour's views, she resolved to

fly the danger—danger to her reputation,
not to her affections—and by leaving
town, without giving him any intimation
of her design, she hoped to convince him
that his pusuit was vain. And, indeed,

she had other inducements to abandon

the scene of her mortification. Unwill
ing to expose herself to the curious eyes

of her neighbours, she had made her

house her prison ; and had debarred
herself from air and exercise, which in
her situation were especially necessary,

till her health was affected by the priva
tion. So, one day, she despatched Susan,
in whose prudence she could rely, by
the coach to Hammersmith ; with direc

tions to engage a small lodging for a

month, in an agreeable situation ; and in
two days afterwards, with no companion
but this faithful servant, she departed
with her baggage in a hackney coach ;

leaving directions with her cook, that if
anybody inquired for her, she was simply
to answer she was out of town, without

communicating her address.

CHAPTER XXX.

WHICH SHOWS THAT AGREEABLE SUPRISES DO NOT

ALWAYS PROVE SO AGREEABLE AS MIGHT HAVE
BEEN EXPECTED.

Bur Mrs Aytoun had exceedingly under
rated the power of her own charms, or the
limits of Mr Seymour's perseverance,

when she imagined that her removal to
Hammersmith would be of the slightest
avail towards slackening the ardour of
his pursuit. On the contrary, he no
sooner found she was gone, than the affair
assumed a piquancy that it had not before.

Had she exhibited no inclination nor

power to resist, there would neither have
been excitement in the pursuit, nor

triumph in its success ; but nothing could
be more agreeable to him than the inter

esting occupation she had furnished for
his mornings, by her flight.

Finding the cook faithful to the instruc
tions her mistress had given her, and not

being able to make out anything satis

factory by his description of the lady at

the coach offices ; he next addressed her

a note, on some matter connected with
Mr Green's affair, requesting an imme
diate answer ; and left it with the servant,
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SUSAN

delay, as it was on a matter of impor
tance.

" How soon," said he, " can I have an
answer, do you think ?

"

"I'll put it in the post directly, Sir,
and the answer will be here to-night I
dare say," replied the woman.

And so it was ; and upon that hint,
Mr Seymour took to mounting his gallant
horse every morning, riding through all
the towns and villages adjacent to London,
and making inquiries at all the inns,
libraries, grocers' shops, and so forth : with
a success certainly indifferent as to the

main point, but with infinite benefit to

his own health, spirits and good looks.
In the meantime poor Mrs Aytoun,

whether from the anxiety and agitation
she had undergone, or from the previous
undue confinement and privation of air
which had debilitated her frame, had not
been two days in the country, before she

was taken ill ; and she found the hopes
she had so fondly cherished were doomed

to be disappointed. She suffered much,
her recovery was extremely slow, and her
return to London consequently deferred

much beyond the period she had proposed.

At length Mr Seymour's patience of
research beginning to be somewhat ex
hausted ; by way of bringing things to
a crisis, he wrote to tell her that either
some way must be found of inducing Mr
Green to drop proceedings,. or her unfortu
nate affair would be very shortly brought
before the public ; and he added, that it
was absolutely necessary he should see

her, as it was impossible to discuss the
matter to any purpose by letter.

" I must see him, I suppose," said she to
Susan ;

" and yet I am extremely unwill
ing to let him come here ; for when he

has once ascertained where I am, I'm
afraid he'll never be out of the house."

" Suppose you were to go to town for a

few hours, Ma'am," said Susan, "and see

him at your own house. You could easily
come back by night."

"I could certainly," replied Alicia,
"but you know the eyes of the whole
street will be watching me ; and what a

strange appearance it will have to go to
town on purpose to meet him. I was
thinking of saying that I 'm staying at a

HOPLEY. 1 51

friend's house where I can't receive him ;
and proposing to meet him somewhere

else."
" That may do very well, Ma'am,"

replied Susan, "if you could be sure

nobody '11 see you. But if they should,
it would have a worse appearance than
the other."

" It would, certainly," said Alicia, " but
it's hardly likely anybody should see me.

It is but for once. I think I'll appoint a

time to meet him in Kensington Gardens.
You and I could go by the coach as far
as the Park gate ? and I could walk to a

seat, and there wait for him. What do

you think ?
"

"Just as you please, Ma'am," replied Su
san, who had nothing better to advise ; and
who being one of those people who, think
ing no evil herself, was not sufficiently
aware how prone the world is to think it.

This plan was accordingly decided on ;

and the following morning, which hap
pened to be Tuesday, appointed for the

meeting.
By activity on his own part, spurred on

as he was by an ardent desire to return
home, and by a union of some fortunate
circumstances, Mr Aytoun, who had
reckoned on being absent at least ten or
twelve months, found his business con

cluded, and himself at liberty to repair to
England, before the expiration of seven.

He had hinted, occasionally, in his letters
to his wife, that he entertained hopes his
absence might not be so protracted as they
had expected ; but had forborne to name
any probable period for her seeing him,
uncertain as he was himself ; and prefer
ring to give her an agreeable surprise, to
the risk of occasioning a disappointment.
He had yet to visit a considerable trading
city in Germany, where he expected to be

detained some time ; when he received
letters from the house he travelled for,
saying, that a sudden emergency having
occurred, which obliged them to despatch
a special messenger to that quarter, he

was at liberty to return as soon as he

pleased ; and on the Monday evening, the

very day on which Mrs Aytoun and Susan
had agreed upon the plan of meeting Mr
Seymour in the Gardens, Mr Aytoun
arrived at his own door.
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152 SUSAN HOPLEY.

He was in a hackney coach, having
parted from the stage by which he had
travelled up from the port he landed
at ; and as the lumbering vehicle slowly
rolled down the street, he put out his
head to catch the first glimpse of his
own dear home. Alicia herself might
have been visible ; she might have been

going out, or coming home—and he so

longed to see her. No Alicia, however,

appeared ; but instead, a gentleman whom
he observed coming out of the door;
and who, after pausing a minute or two
to say something to the servant who had

opened it
,

deliberately descended the steps
and walked up the street, reading with a

smiling countenance a letter which he

appeared to have just received. " Who
the devil's that?" said Mr Aytoun to

j nimself, as the handsome and elegantly
dressed stranger passed the coach. " I'm
sure it was my door he came out of.

Open the door, coachman," he cried, the

moment the carriage stopped, and jump-

'

ing out he vehemently pulled the bell and
knocked at the same time, making the
cook, who was in the act of descending the

kitchen stairs, say, as he turned to come

up again, " Lord ! I could have sworn
that was master himself if I didn't know
he was abroad."

" Well, Betty," said the eager husband,
as the woman surveyed him with aston
ished eyes ;

" is your mistress at home ?

"

" Lord, Sir," answered Betty, " we

never expected you so soon. My mistress
don't know a word of your coming, I'm
certain."

" I know she doesn't,
"

replied Mr
Aytoun, turning into the parlour ; "where

is she?"
"My mistress is out of town, Sir,"

answered the maid, " and we expect her
back the latter end of next week."

" Where the devil is she gone to ?

"

inquired Mr Aytoun with suprise.
" Only as far as Hammersmith, Sir ;"

replied Betty ;

" she's in lodgings there ;

and has got Susan with her."
" What made her go there? " asked Mr.

Aytoun. " Was she ill?"
" My mistress has been very poorly since

she's been there, I hear, but she's better
now," returned Betty, whose communica

tiveness was considerably checked by not
knowing exactly what she should tell, and
what she should not ; and, indeed, her own
acquaintance with the state of affairs was
but imperfect ; since neither Mrs Aytoun
nor Susan had given her any information ;

and what she had picked up of the gossip
of the neighbourhood was such a distorted
and exaggerated mass of incongruities,
that it tended rather to puzzle than en

lighten her.
" Very odd she didn't write," said Mr

Aytoun. " I've been wondering I didn't
hear from her. It's too late for me to go
to Hammersmith now," continued he, look
ing at his watch —" the coaches must all
be gone ; besides, I must contrive to see

the Messrs Karl this evening, or early
to-morrow morning. I'll just run over
and ask the Parsons about her ; I dare

say they can tell me more.—By the by,
Betty," added he, as he was leaving the
house, " who was that I saw calling here

just now?"
" A gentleman, was it

,

Sir? "
said Betty,

borrowing a little time for reflection.
" Ay, to be sure ; just as I drove up—

who is he ?

"

"Oh, Sir," said Betty, "that's Mr
Seymour."

" Seymour !" reiterated Mr Aytoun,
" what the deuce brought him here ?"

" I'm sure I don't know, Sir ;" returned

Betty, whose caution augmented with the

delicacy of the crisis.
" But you know what he came for,"

responded Mr Aytoun. "Who did he

ask for?"
" He didn't ask for anybody, Sir," an

swered Betty.
" Well, but what did he say ?

"
persisted

Mr Aytoun. "He didn't come to rob the
house, did he ?

"
" Oh Lord ! no, Sir, he's quite a gentle

man, entirely. I believe he's an Honour
able, or a Right Honourable, or something
of that sort."

"Well, what did he say?"
"He only asked for a letter, Sir," answer

ed Betty, finding further equivocation was

useless.

"A letter ! I saw him reading a letter as

he went up the street. What letter was it?"
" A letter from my mistress, I believe, Sir."
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 153

"From your mistress!" exclaimed Mr
Aytoun, looking sharply round at the
woman. " Is he an acquaintance of your
mistress's, then, this Mr Seymour ?"

" Oh, yes, Sir, my mistress knows him
very well indeed, I believe," replied Betty.

" Oh, does she V said Mr Aytoun, in a

tone of greater indifference than he felt ;

for he saw clearly that the woman was
upon her guard, and that there was some

thing to be concealed. "Does he come

here often, then 1"

"Pretty often—sometimes, Sir," said

Betty.
" How d'ye do, Mr Aytoun ?" cried a

voice from an open window on the opposite
side of the street. " Do step over and tell
us how you are, and take a cup of tea."

"Thank ye; Iwill," replied Mr Aytoun,
and he walked across the way, and knock
ed at the door of his neighbour's house,
with an odd sort of uncomfortable feeling
about his heart, that made him scarcely
sorry that he was not to meet his pretty
wife till the next day

" Here we're all assembled, as if we'd

known you'd been coming," exclaimed
Mrs Morland, as he entered the parlour.
" The Bloxhams called on us, and pro
posed that we should walk down together,
and see if Mrs Parsons was at home ; and
could give us a cup of tea, and make up
a loo table."
"Well, Aytoun," said Mr Parsons, " why,

you've comeback before your time. How's
that?"

" I got through faster than I expected,"
returned Mr Aytoun ;

" and I was not
obliged to go to Frankfort at all ; which
alone made three weeks difference.—But
I find an empty house. My wife's in the

country, Betty tells me."
"Yes, she's been away some time, I

believe," replied Mr Parsons, hasn't she,

Jemima?"
" Hem !" began Mrs Parsons, clearing

her throat ;
" I fancy so. I think it must

be near two months now since you and I
were standing at the window, Maria—"

" No, mamma," interrupted Maria, " it
was I was standing at the window ;—you
know it was the day you cut out the cur
tains for the new bed ; and you were cut

ting them in the back parlour, when I

called you to see Mrs Aytoun's things put
into the coach."

" So it was ; I recollect now," said Mrs
Parsons ;

" and that'll be eight weeks come

Monday. I remember it
,

because, in the
evening, I said to Parsons, says I, Let us
go and give the Morlands a call—"

" And you came ; and I sent for Mrs
Bloxham to join us," said Mrs Morland.

" And I did," said Mrs Bloxham—" it'll
be just two months, come Monday, as Mrs
Parsons says. I know it from a particular
circumstance."

" But why did Alicia go ?" inquired Mr
Aytoun, who was more curious about his
wife, than about Mrs Bloxham's particular
circumstance, " was she ill ?"

" I'm sure I don't know," answered all
the ladies together.

" But what reason did she give ?" asked
Mr Aytoun.

" I never heard what her reason was,"
returned Mrs Parsons. " Did you, Mrs
Morland?"

" Never," returned Mrs Morland.
" Nor I either," added Mrs Bloxham.
"Didn't she say she was going"?" in

quired Mr Aytoun, getting a little im

patient.
" Not that I ever heard," replied Mrs

Parsons. " Did you ever hear of it
,

Mrs
Morland?"

" Never," answered Mrs Morland.
" Nor I," added Mrs Bloxham.
"The first I heard of it," said Mrs

Parsons, " was just Maria calling me to
the window to see the luggage put into the
coach. ' La ! mamma,' said she, ' I do

think Mrs Aytoun's going away some

where ; for only look at the band-boxes
and things Betty's putting in ;' and pre

sently, sure enough, out came Mrs Aytoun
herself, and stepped into the coach, and
Susan after her ; and away they drove."

" And the first I heard of it," said Mrs
Morland, " was when Mrs Parsons came

up to us in the evening. Lord, my dear,

says she, what do you think ? Mrs Ay
toun's gone to rusticate a bit in the coun-

try."
"And I'm sure I'd never heard a word

on the subject till you sent for me to tea

that evening," said Mrs Bloxham, " I

declare I was quite surprised."

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



154 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" This is very particular," thought Mr
Aytoun, who felt as if he were treading
on enchanted ground, and was afraid to

take another step, not knowing whither
it was to lead him. He was dying to learn

more, and yet did not like to ask questions,
lest his curiosity should be interpreted
into suspicion.

" Then you've not been down to see

her?" said he, after a pause. v" Oh dear no," replied the ladies.
" Indeed," added Mrs Morland, " we

couldn't, had we been inclined ; for we

didn't know where she was."
" Betty could have told you," said Mr

Aytoun.
" She said she didn't exactly know the

address, when I asked her," replied the

lady.
"And so she told me," said Mrs Parsons.
" And me too," said Mrs Bloxham.
"Well, ladies," said Mr Aytoun, unable

to bear these strange, significant sort of

innuendoes any longer without betraying
his impatience ;

" I must wish you good

evening. I am obliged to see the Messrs
Karl before I can go to Hammersmith to

Alicia ; and I shall try to obtain an in
terview with one of them to-night, that
I may be free to set off in the morning."

" To Hammersmith ! so that's where
she is?'" exclaimed the ladies.

" My wife's no further away than Ham
mersmith," replied Mr Aytoun, calmly.
" She went there for her health," and he

took his departure leaving the ladies to

enjoy their tea and scandal at their leisure.
Mr Aytoun did not succeed in obtaining

an interview with his employers on that

evening, and could not therefore start so

early in the morning as he had desired ;

but the moment he was free, he hastened

to Piccadilly, where mounting the box of
one of the Hammersmith coaches, he was
soon in a fair way of having the uneasy
feelings that, in spite of himself, the evi
dent mystery of his wife's conduct had

inspired, either dispersed or confirmed.
As the coachman was rather behind his

time, he drove at a good round pace ; but
as they passed the Park gates near the

Kensington turnpike, Mr Aytoun observed

a hackney coach in waiting, and the
coachman holding the door open as if the

party to whom it belonged were approach
ing. Without knowing why, he turned
his head to look at them as they came out
of the gates. It consisted of a gentleman,
a lady in a yellow shawl, and a plainly
dressed person in a straw bonnet and
black cloak, looking like a servant maid.
There was something in the air of the first,
that put him so much in mind of the

stranger he had seen leave his own door
on the preceding evening, that he con
tinued to watch the party till a turn in
the road hid them from his view.

However, he had time to see him hand
the females into the carriage, though not
to ascertain whether he also got in himself.
The lady, too, had very much the figure
of Alicia ; but he had never seen herVear
either a bonnet or shawl like those she

had on—but she might have bought them

during his absence. It struck him, also,

that the third person was very like Susan ;

but he struggled against his own persua
sion.

" It's those d—d women that have put
this nonsense in my head," said he to him

self. " I ought to know them well enough
not to mind anything they say ; and yet
I'm such a fool I can't help thinking of it."

However, on they went ; and at the
entrance of the town of Hammersmith, he

got off the coach, and inquired his way to

Prospect Place, whither he repaired on

foot. It consisted of a neat row of small

houses, evidently constructed to attract
the eye of the dwellers in cities ; having
showy little verandahs overgrown with

creepers, small flower-gardens in front, and

being adorned with a profusion of green
and white paint.

On inquiring if Mrs Aytoun lived at
the house he had been directed to, the girl
who answered the door said she did ; but
that she was not at home. She believed

she was gone to Kensington ; but that as

she dined early, she was momentarily ex

pecting her back.
" I'll wait for her then," said Mr Ay

toun. " Her servant's with her, I sup

pose?"
"Yes, Sir," answered the girl. " They

went out together."
Mr Aytoun ascended to the little draw

ing-room which was the apartment oc
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 15.5

cupied by his wife. His temples beat

audibly, and his heart felt too big for his
bosom. He threw himself on the sofa,

where lay her netting box, and a volume
of " Clarissa," that she appeared to have
been reading. " Alicia !" he said, pressing
his hand on his forehead, " Alicia ! Wife !

What is it that's awaiting me ? What
strange and unknown fear is this that's

creeping through my veins ? Can it be

possible, that in less than eight months
her whole character can be changed ? Can
she have forgotten the principles on which
I had so much reliance ? Can the heart
I thought so securely mine be already given
to another? Oh, it's impossible," he ex
claimed, endeavouring to rouse himself,
and shake off the terror that was getting
possession of him —" quite impossible. I'm
a fool to believe it. Don't let me run to

a conclusion, and make myself wretched
without anything to go upon. She may
have had very good reasons for leaving
town ; and though I certainly do think
that it was her I saw with that d—d fel
low just now, I'll wait till I hear what
she has to say. Perhaps the very first
sentence may clear up the whole mystery,
and show me what an ass I am to suspect

her."
With this prudent supposition Mr Ay-

toun endeavoured to compose his mind ;

and it was not long before the sound of
wheels stopping at the garden gate an
nounced the arrival of his wife.

" There's a gentleman in the drawing-
room," said the maid ; "he said he should
wait till you came home."

"A gentleman !" said Alicia, " who in
the world can it be ?"

" A tall gentleman," replied the maid.
" Good Heavens !" said Alicia to Susan,

"depend on it it's Mr Seymour, who has

found out the house from the coachman,
and contrived to get here before us. He
said his horse and groom were waiting."

Susan thought so too ; and they ascended

the stairs with the firm conviction that
they should behold the gentleman they
had so lately parted with.

It would have been natural, instead of

waiting till his wife came up, that Mr
Aytoun should have run down to meet

her the moment the coach stopped ; but

he felt he could not do it. Try as he
would, he could not assume the glad, free,

joyous bearing with which he had been ac

customed to embrace her after an absence ;

and he stood in the middle of the room,
listening to her foot as she ascended, rather
like a man who was awaiting an enemy
than the wife of his bosom.

"Good Heavens!" cried she, stopping
short as she entered the room, " Arthur !

is it you ?"*
" It is me, Alicia," said he, advancing

towards her—"how are you ?"
Now, if Mr Aytoun had acted naturally

and ran down to the door to meet her, she

would have thrown herself into his arms
with exactly the same fervour and affection
she had done on all former occasions ; but
the coldness and constraint of his manner
was reflected in hers. It brought the con

sciousness of all he had yet to learn, that
she knew would be so displeasing to him,
full upon her mind ; and thus they met,

not like parted lovers as they were, but
like persons merely on civil terms of ac

quaintanceship.
The thing was too unnatural not to be

deeply felt by both. Each attributed it to

the other ; he fancied that she was annoyed
at his return ; and she, that he had heard

something of her affair at the police office ;

and as neither had resolution enough to

ask for an explanation ; their constraint,
instead of diminishing, increased every
moment.

" Where have you been, Alicia ?
" said

the husband, looking at the yellow shawl,
which he immediately recognised.

" Susan and I went to take a walk in
the Gardens," she replied. "I thought
a little change would do me good."

" You don't look well," observed he.

"I have not been well," she replied.
" I had hoped, Arthur, to have some good

news for you against you returned —but I
have been disappointed."

" What do you mean V said he.
" I have been in the family way," said

she, blushing, and really, from his odd

manner, feeling as abashed as if she were

telling the thing to a stranger.
" In the family way !" he reiterated, in

a tone that testified much more surprise
than pleasure.
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156 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Yes," answered she, her confusion

momentarily augmenting ; " soon after

you went I found that was the case ; and
about two months since, not feeling very
well, I came down here ; and only two

days afterwards, I was taken ill."
" You never mentioned a word of such

a thing to me in your letters," said the

husband, regarding her with scrutinizing

eyes.
" No," replied she ;

" I wished to give
you an agreeable surprise ; and after my
disappointment I was not able to write for
some time ; but I sent a letter to Frank
fort, about a fortnight ago, wherein I told

you all about it."
"I have not been to Frankfort," replied

he. "Then you came here because you
didn't feel well?" he continued, after a

pause, "was that the reason?"
" Yes," said she, " that was the principal

reason," and her cheeks crimsoned at the
recollection of the other reason, and the

apprehension of his knowing it. "When
did you arrive, Arthur?" said she.

" Last night," he replied,
" about eight

o'clock."
" Did you see anybody besides Betty ?"

said she.
" I saw the Parsons, and the Morlands,

and the Bloxhams ; they were all together
at tea, and called me over."

" I suppose they were not very well

pleased at my not telling them where I
was coming to?" said Alicia, curious to

discover what had been said.
" They seemed to think it odd, certainly,"

returned Mr Aytoun, " and so I thought
it myself."

" They're such tiresome, gossiping peo

ple," said Mrs Aytoun, " that not being
well, I was not in a humour to be troubled
with them."

And in this sort of strain the conversa
tion was carried on, without affection,
without confidence ; each hiding their
heart from the other ; his suspicions and
her fears every moment augmenting ; till,
at last, to her relief, though very much
to her surprise, Mr Aytoun, about a couple
of hours after dinner, suddenly arose, and

saying he had business in the city which
called him to town, bade her good evening,
and walked away, intending, as he said,

to get upon the first coach that overtook
him on it's road to London.

" Shall you be here to-morrow?" asked
Alicia, following him to the top of the
stairs.

" Most likely," he replied, " I can't say
positively;" and the next minute the door
closed on him and he was gone.

Alicia threw herself on the sofa and

wept ; whilst he, far from thinking of
getting on a coach as he had said he in
tended, strode along the road at the rapid
pace that men are wont to walk who de

sire to walk away from themselves and
their own thoughts. He couldn't have
commanded patience to have sat in, or on,
the fastest coach that was ever drawn by
four horses. The motion of his own limbs
seemed indispensable to his very existence.

Had he been forced to sit still—had the
engine been stopped, and he debarred
from applying to bodily exercise the super- !

fiuous energy of his passion, he felt as

if the vapours of wrath that were boiling
within him, must have rent his heart in
twain.

When he reached the Park gates where
he had seen the coach in the morning, he

turned in, and stopped for an instant to
look around, as if he still expected to see

the handsome stranger lurking near.
" I wonder if she meets him here every

day!" said he to himself. "I shall be

sadly in their way, I'm afraid." The
hour was between four and five ; and the
Park was thronged with gay equipages
and fashionable equestrians. When he

reached the Piccadilly extremity of the
walk, he was obliged with many others,
to draw up for a minute or two to wait
for an opportunity of crossing. Leaning
with their backs against the rails, and

patting their shining black boots with
their ebony canes, or silver mounted riding
whips, was a row of fashionable young
men, who having finished their ride, had
dismounted, and were grouping together
to talk over the affairs of the day ; and
remark on the beauties and celebrities as

they slowly rounded that crowded corner,
where the crossing and jostling of carriages
entering and leaving the Park, the access

to which was far from being as wide and
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SUSAN

obliged the emulous, struggling, and im
patient drivers to slacken their pace.

"I say, Seymour!" cried the thin voice
of a very young man who, still mounted,
had drawn up his horse by the rails, close

to this group of exquisites —" Seymour, I
say!"

"Well, what do you say?" asked the

rich, deep voice of Seymour.
"I've been calling to you this half hour,"

said the other. "I want to know who
that woman was I saw you with in the
Gardens this morning."

" You don't expect I should tell you, do

you ?
" said Seymour, carelessly.

" She's devilish pretty," said the youth.
" She is pretty," returned Seymour.
" I only ask for the reversion," said the

young man ; who being but just turned
loose upon the world, was anxious to show
himself already initiated into all the pro
fligacies of high life. " You owe me

something for my forbearance," continued
he, " for I might have spoiled sport if I'd
liked, and flurried your bird before you
came up."

"How so?" inquired Seymour.
" Why," said the other, " I am aid-de

camp in waiting, you know, this week ;

and I had to go to the palace with a mes

sage ; so I got off my horse at the gate to
walk across the Gardens ; and just as I'd
crossed the broad walk, I caught a glimpse
of a bright yellow shawl glancing amongst
the trees, evidently wishing to keep out
of sight—ladies should never wear yellow
shawls when they go to a rendezvous,
they're so devilish conspicuous — so I
pushed through the copse, and presented

myself right in front of her."
"D— d impudent of you," said Seymour.
" You know, my dear fellow, I couldn't

tell she was waiting for you," replied the
boy, " or I should have kept off ; I never
poach on my friends' manors. However,
I got a capital view of her face ; and a

devilish pretty one it was."
" But how did you know she was there

to meet me?" returned Seymour.
'- Because I saw you with her as I came

back," said the youth. "I passed through
the trees close to you, attracted again by
the yellow shawl. You were coming it
strong, I fancy, Seymour, eh ? She'd got

HOPLEY. 157

her handkerchief to her eyes ; and you
were squeezing her hand, and laying it on
like the old serpent himself, I've no doubt.
Don't forget I'm for next turn," cried the
beardless boy, as he cantered away ; think
ing he had shown a manhood that might
have become Julius Caisar himself.

" What an insufferable coxcomb that
is !

" said Seymour, looking after him.
" Shocking puppy !

"
echoed the others,

shrugging their shoulders ; and finding
the conversation reverted no more to the

yellow shawl, Arthur Aytoun walked on.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE CHALLENGE.

On the following morning Mrs Aytoun
received a few lines from her husband,
saying that he was detained in town by I

business, and should not be able to see her
on that day.

Alicia was relieved ; she had hopes that
that morning was to see her free from her
embarrassments, and release her from the
dangerous and inconvenient necessity of
further interviews with Mr Seymour. He
had informed her on the preceding day,
that since he had written to her, he had
had another conversation with Mr Green,
on whom he thought he had, at last, made

some impression.
" I am to see him again to-night," con

tinued he, "when I am to have his final an
swer; and if you will allow me the honour
of meeting you to-morrow at the same hour
—here, if you really cannot receive me

where you are staying, I shall be able to
tell you the result ; and give you any
advice that the circumstances may render

necessary ;" and Alicia, eager to be released

from the terrors that hung over her, and
if possible extricate herself from the whole
imbroglio before her husband's return, had
consented to meet him ; fully determined
that it should be the last time. She
doubted very much Arthur's having re

ceived any hint of Mr Green's accusation,
and of the police-office story ; for she

thought if he knew it
,

he could not have
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158 SUSAN HOPLEY.

and it was her ardent desire, dreading as

she did the effect it would have on his

susceptible pride, that he never should
hear of it. She rather concluded, on re

flection, that his coldness had proceeded

partly from the surprise he felt at her

leaving town without telling him ; and
partly, probably, from her own embar
rassment and confusion, which must have

made her appear as cool to him as he did
to her. "Once free from this odious busi
ness," she said to herself, " I should soon

regain my spirits, and be myself again ;

and Arthur would think the difference he

observed in me had arisen from my illness.
As for. Mr Seymour, I am very much
obliged to him ; but I can't sacrifice my
own happiness and my husband's to his
gratification ; and I am quite sure Arthur
would never tolerate his visits for a mo
ment. I shall tell him I am sincerely
grateful, which I am ; but that Mr Ay toun
is returned ; and that if any suspicion of
our acquaintance reached him, it might
occasion the most distressing consequences
to all parties ; and I shall throw myself
on his honour and generosity not to seek

any further interviews or correspondence.
If he is the gentleman I take him to be,
he can't refuse ; and, indeed, I don't know
why he should ; for he must have clearly
seen, by my avoiding him as I have done,
that any other termination to the adven
ture is not to be looked for."

But Mr Seymour saw no such thing ;

on the contrary he looked with confidence

to a termination much more flattering and

agreeable. The price of Mr Green's for
bearance was to be five hundred pounds.
He had hinted nothing of the sort to Alicia,
lest she should take fright at the magni
tude of the obligation, and refuse to incur
it ; but the money once paid, and irrevo
cably enclosed in the hard fists of the
grasping haberdasher, he considered that
she would be so completely involved in
his toils, that she would have no alterna
tive but to purchase her immunity by the
sacrifice of her honour.

At the appointed hour, accompanied by
Susan, as before, Alicia repaired to the
rendezvous ; and never did any unfortu
nate woman incur the appearance of guilt
with less inclination to commit it

,

than

herself. Her whole heart was with her
husband ; and all Mr Seymour's graces
and fascinations had made no more im
pression on her, than if they had been

squandered on the effigy of the chaste

Diana. Indeed the more assiduity he

evinced, the more she was repelled. No
thing can be so abhorrent to a woman
really in love with one man, as the slight
est approach to tenderness or familiarity
from another. In a chaste and delicate
woman's heart there can exist no partner
ship ; and the mere pressure of a hand, if

it is not the one hand she loves, sends back
the blood in her veins with the cold chill
of disgust. There are, doubtless, many
unhappy circumstances that may force a

most virtuous woman to give her hand
where she cannot give her heart ; but
where she gives her heart, she gives her
hand indeed; not metaphorically, accord
ing to the newspaper ritual, but according
to a ritual that nature has established in
her own breast. Her whole and entire
self is the property of the one beloved, even

where the love is unrequited and disowned ;

and the most distant attempt at an en

croachment on the rights with which it has
pleased her generous and devoted affection
to invest him, is recoiled from as a pro
faning of the holy temple dedicated to the
pure worship of the idol she has set up.

Mr Seymour was at the rendezvous
before her. He thought it not unlikely
that the young coxcomb who had seen

her on the preceding day, might be again
crossing the Gardens on his way to the

palace ; and he did not choose that the
woman for whom he designed the honour
of being seduced by himself, should be

insulted by another.
" I flatter myself," said he, " I have

been successful at last with that fellow ;

and I think you may now consider your
self secure of hearing no more on the
subject."

" I am most grateful to you," she re

turned. " I cannot describe the obligation
you have conferred on me. Mr Aytoun

is
,

of all persons in the world, the one

the least able to endure that the slightest
reflection should be cast upon his wife, or

anybody belonging to him. His suscep
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 159

and I assure you, innocent as our acquain
tance has been, I tremble lest it should
reach his ears. He would so entirely
disapprove of my having permitted your
visits in Craven Street, that nothing but
a full explanation of all that led to them,
would exonerate me from his displeasure.
I fear, therefore, after thanking you most

sincerely for a service I can never cease

to remember with gratitude, that I must

request, as a last favour, that you will
permit our acquaintance to terminate with
this interview."

"Is it possible V returned Mr Seymour,
" that in requital —I will not say of the

service I have had the happiness to render

you, for that is its own reward; and if it
had cost me five thousand pounds, instead
of five hundred, I should have thought
the pleasure cheaply purchased—but is it
a fair requital for the regard that prompted
my exertions, to banish me from your
presence the moment I cease to be useful?"

Mr Seymour had expected that his allu
sion to the money would have awakened
Alicia's curiosity, and alarmed her deli

cacy ; and he was surprised that she had
not interrupted him on the instant to de

mand an explanation ; but Alicia's eyes,
and thoughts, and whole soul were bent
on a figure she dimly discerned, hovering
near them, through the trees; and his elo

quence was squandered on unheeding ears.

The person, whoever it was, was evi

dently watching them, and concealing
himself. As they advanced, and their
change of position would have exposed
him to their view, he retreated, hiding
himself first behind one tree and then
another ; but still keeping near enough
to observe their motions. A cold fear
crept through Alicia's veins, and her heart
sunk heavy within her, for she thought
it was her husband. It was not so much
from the intelligence of her eyes that she

judged, for she had seen the figure too

imperfectly to recognise it ; but some
other sense, like that which warns the

ghost seer that a spirit from the grave is

near, whispered that it was Arthur. Like
one, too, in the presence of some such
fearful apparition, her speech forsook her,
her voice died away in her throat, her
knees bent under her, and she laid her

hand on Mr Seymour's arm, partly to pre
vent herself from sinking to the earth, and
partly in the design of drawing his atten
tion to the person that was dodging them.

But Mr Seymour, who was carried away
by his own eloquence, and occupied with
his own views, having seen nothing of
what alarmed his companion, mistook the
motive of the action. He imagined she

was overcome by the announcement of
the price at which he had purchased her

immunity ; that she was vanquished by
his generosity, and that her reserve was

melting in the beams of its splendour ; and
under that persuasion, he suddenly flung
his arm about her waist, and pressed her,
half fainting as she was, and almost in
capable of resistance, even had there been

time for it
, with fervour to his heart.

Like lightning, quicker than words can

speak it
,

the figure Alicia had descried

darted upon them from behind a neigh
bouring tree ; with one hand he tore her
from the arm that encircled her, and flung
her off with such force, that she fell to
the earth at a distance of several yards
from the spot where the impulse had been

received ; whilst, with the other, he dealt
Mr Seymour a blow across -the face that
in an instant deluged his whole person
with blood. Pale and gasping with passion,
and with a countenance in which revenge

sat glaring at her victims, Arthur Aytoun
stood before them.

Mr Seymour was quickly upon his feet,

and whilst wiping the blood from his face,

he looked with almost as much astonish
ment as resentment at the author of so

unexpected an assault. Alicia had not

yet told him of her husband's return ; and
his first notion was that he had been as

sailed by a lunatic ; but Mr Aytoun's first
words undeceived him.

"Villain!" cried the enraged husband,
" cowardly, sneaking villain, infamous
seducer of honest men's wives, when you
think their absence ensures you impunity
—wretch, not worthy to breathe the pure
air of heaven that you pollute with your
adulterous vows—you perhaps don't know
me ? But you shall learn to know me to

the peril of your body, that I'll tear piece

meal ; and of your soul, that I'll send to
hell ! I am that woman's husband !

"
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160 SUSAN HOPLEY.

"Sir," replied Mr Seymour, with a

command of himself that, considering the

situation he was placed in, was truly sur

prising ; and which nothing could inspire
but that great usage of the world, which,
if it does not subdue, most assuredly tem

pers the rage of angry passion, and gives
man the power of moderating the expres
sion of its violence, " Sir, under the

circumstances in which we are mutually
placed, words of any sort are worse than
useless. No explanation I could make
could appease your resentment; and even

if it could, no apology on your part could
efface the affront I have received. Blows,
Sir, unless from a person I could meet on
no other terms, I never return. These,"
and he held out his hands, " these are not

the weapons I am accustomed to use. Here
is my card—make your arrangements to-

I day ; and at as early an hour to-morrow

morning as you please to appoint, and at
whatever spot you choose to name, you
will find me punctually awaiting -you."

As Mr Seymour concluded these words,
he picked up his hat that was lying on the

ground, and having smoothed round the

nap with the cuff of his coat, he cast a

pitying glance at Alicia, who, withherhead

supported on Susan's lap, was still stretch-
I ed, in a state of insensibility, on the earth;

and then bowing calmly, and with perfect
grace and self-possession to Mr Aytoun,

I he walked deliberately away to where he

had left his horse and groom.
Mr Aytoun looked after him for a mo

ment, and then, without even casting his

eyes in the direction where his wretched
wife was lying, he turned his back towards
the path Mr Seymour had taken ; and like
a chafed lion, striding through the wildest
and most unfrequented parts, he crossed

the Gardens, and issuing from them by the

Bayswater gate, he returned by that road
to London.

For some time Susan sat on the ground
supporting her mistress, afraid to leave

her, and unable to remove her. At length,
catching a glimpse of a man at a little
distance, she called to him. He proved
to be one of the rangers, and with his as

sistance she contrived to get the unfortun
ate Alicia conveyed to the lodge. There,
after a while, they succeeded in restoring

her so far, that Susan ventured to have
her carried to the coach; and bidding the
driver make all the speed he could, they soon

reached Hammersmith; where, yet but

imperfectly remembering what had oc

curred, Mrs Aytoun was lifted out of the
carriage, and conveyed to her own bed

chamber.

CHAPTER XXXII.

THE DUEL.

Some hours elapsed before, by means of
restoratives and a reclining position, Alicia
revived sufficiently to recall the scene she

had witnessed. From repeated fainting
fits she had sunk at length into an uneasy
slumber, and Susan had ventured out of
the room for a few minutes, to direct that
some tea should be prepared for heragainst
she awoke, when she was summoned to
return by the violent ringing of Mrs Ay-
toun's bell ; and, on rushing up stairs, she

found hermistress standing on the landing-
place, half undressed as she had left her,
with cheeks as white as the muslin peig
noir that was flung around her person, and

looking rather like one lately risen from
the grave, than an inhabitant of the earth,
but supported on her limbs by the flame
that was raging within her.

" Susan !
" she cried with vehemence, as

soon as she descried her faithful attendant,
—" oh, Susan, why did you let me rest ?

I must be up and stirring, girl, or I have
rested my last rest on earth. Send off

instantly for a post-chaise, and while they
are fetching it

,

come you and get me

ready—we must away to London."
Susan obeyed without a word; she

thought it better she should go. She might
do good, but even if she did not, to have
denied her the relief of, at least, attempt
ing to do something, would have been

cruel ; the feelings that urged her, had

they found no vent in action, might have

destroyed her reason.
" Tell me," said she, whilst Susan as

sisted her to dress, "tell me everything that

passed —every word you heard. For my
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

the earth— the last thing I remember, was

seeing Mr Seymour's face streaming with
blood. Of course there was a challenge ;

did you hear when they are to meet ?
"

" To-morrow morning, early,
"

replied
Susan, who thought the danger much too

serious to risk anything by diminishing
its imminence ;

" but the place was not
fixed. Mr Seymour gave master his
address, and left him to settle it as he

pleased."
" And where was the address, Susan ?

"

asked Alicia, eagerly.
"It was a card he gave Ma'am ; he didn't

mention it," returned Susan.
" Oh that he had !

"
exclaimed Alicia.

" Perhaps he would take pity on me if I
could see him; but I have no idea where
he lives. I think I once heard him say
he lodged, when he was in town, at an
hotel ; but how am I to discover which ;

and so little time to do it in?"
The chaise was quickly at the door, and

a very short time sufficed to convey them
to Craven Street.

" Is your master here ?
"

cried Mrs
Aytoun, anxiously, as soon as Betty ap

peared at the door.

"No, Ma'am," replied the calm and
unconscious Betty. " Master has not been

here since he left yesterday morning. I
thought he was with you at Hammer
smith."

" What !
"

said Mrs Aytoun, as she threw
herself on her sofa,

" didn't he sleep here

last night ?
"

" No, Ma'am," replied Betty ; "I've seen

nothing of him."
" Then he must have been told some

thing before he came to me," said Mrs
Aytoun.

" Master went over to Mrs Parsons,"
said Betty, who perceived that there was

something wrong. —" And oh ! I forgot,
master saw Mr Seymour, Ma'am, when
he called for your note the night before

last. Hewas just at the door when master's
coach drove up—"

No further explanation was necessary;
Alicia saw it all ; and her only hope lay
in the chance of finding her husband, and

inducing him, by a timely explanation, to

make an apology to Mr Seymour, and

forego the meeting. Susan ran for a coach ;

No. XI.
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and they were soon started on a chase,

unfortunately not very likely to prove
successful. Alicia knew nothing of her
husband's haunts ; or rather he had none
to know. His home had been his haven ;

and he was seldom away from it
,

except
when engaged on business. The hours for
business were passed, for it was already
between eight and nine o'clock ; and she

almost feared she should find no one at

the office of the Messrs Karl, where she

first proceeded ; and it proved, indeed,
that every one had left it but the porter.

"Mr Aytoun has not been here,Ma'am,"
said he, in answer to her inquiries, " since

yesterday morning. I am quite sure of

it ; because I know Mr Karl has been

expecting him all day ; and waited at home

for him several hours ; and he desired me,
if he came, to beg he would be here by

ten o'clock to-morrow."
Alicia next directed the coachman to

the private residences of the Messrs Karl ;

and, in succession, to the house of every
other acquaintance she could think of ;

but with the same result. No one had
heard or seen anything of Arthur Aytoun.

"Oh, how like him," she said; "my poor,
poor husband; he's hiding his unhappy
head that he thinks I have covered with
shame ; whilst I, his wretched and inno
cent wife, am seeking in vain to undeceive
him."

Her endeavours to find her husband
proving fruitless, her last hope was in
obtaining an interview with Mr Seymour ;

but how to discover his residence ? She

only knew that he was the Honourable
Mr Seymour, and that he generally lodged

at an hotel. Armed with these feeble in
dications, she set forth on this new quest ;

and after inquiring at the door of a vast
number of hotels at the West End of the
town, she at length learned that there was
an Honourable Mr Seymour lodging at
one in Grosvenor Street ; and thither she

immediately drove.
It was now near midnight; but the door

of the house was partly open, and she saw

a light in the passage. The coachman rang
the bell, and the summons was quickly
answered by a waiter.

"Does the Honourable Mr Seymour

lodge here ?

"
asked Alicia.
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" Sometimes, Ma'am," replied the waiter.

"He always keeps a room here, and we

take in his letters."
" Is he here now ?" said she.

" No, Ma'am," returned the waiter. " He
hasn't been here since the morning ; he

called then to give some orders ; but he

said he should not return to sleep."

"Oh, my God !
" cried Alicia, unconscious

of the insolent curiosity with which the

waiter was surveying her, " and can't you
tell me where he's to be found ?

"

" No, Ma'am," returned the man, who

could have told her very well if he had

pleased ; for Mr Seymour had been there

on his return from the Gardens, to say
that he expected some letters of conse

quence ; and that they must be forwarded
to the house of his friend Colonel Alleyn,
the moment they arrived. But the man
had some doubts, how far the visits of a

lady, in a hackney coach, at twelve o'clock
at night, might be agreeable to the Hon
ourable Mr Seymour. He remembered

some visits of the like sort before, which
had terminated in tears and reproaches
from one party, and sundry smart oaths

addressed to himself from the other, for
not having prevented the interview : so, on

this occasion, he resolved to be prudent ;

and, having given what he intended should
be his final answer, he turned on his heel,
and reentered the house.

" Where now, Ma'am," asked the coach

man.
" Where shall we go, Susan ?

"
said

Alicia. " I shall go mad if I return home,
and sit there doing nothing but count the
hours till the dreadful morning."

"
Suppose we were just to drive there,

and see if master's called since we came

out, Ma'am," said Susan, by way of pro
posing something to pacify her. "There's
notelling,you know, hemight wish to leave

some message, or a letter, or something."
" So he might," replied Alicia ; "and in

that case he wouldn't go till night, lest

the neighbours should see him. Tell the
man to drive home instantly," she added,

impatiently.
"Go back to Craven Street directly,"

said Susan ; and the slow and burly coach

man, encumbered with great-coats, gradu
ally ascended to his box.

"Good Heavens !
"

said Mrs Aytoun, "I
wish he'd make haste ; every moment is

precious. I may miss seeing Arthur by
the delay," and she thrust her head out ot

the window to bid him be quick.
At that instant the door of the hotel

opened, and a gentleman, stepping out,
walked rapidly away. Mrs Aytoun, whose

attention was engaged by the coachman,
did not observe him till he had moved two
or three yards from the door, but then,
whether he had heard her voice, or from
whatever cause it might be, he turned his
head and looked back. Imperfect as the

light was, she was quite sure it was her
husband.

" Let me out !
"

she cried to the man,
who had just succeeded in getting his
horses to move on—" Let me out. Or
drive after that gentleman as fast as you
can.

" Which shall I do, Ma'am?" asked the
man with imperturbable coolness, and

making no attempt to do either.
" Oh, let me out," she cried, struggling

with the handle of the door.
" Let me, Ma'am," said Susan, " I can

open it ;" and in a moment more Alicia
had jumped out, and was in full chase of
her husband ; Susan, of course, following
with all the speed she could.

But Susan being last, she had not gone

many steps before she found her progress
arrested by the stout arm of the coachman;
whose natural apathy being overcome by
the peril of his fare, had contrived to

tumble off his box much quicker than he

had mounted it ; and now demanded to

know what they meant by bilking him.
"It's no use your stopping me," said

Susan impatiently, " for I have but a

couple of shillings in my pocket—you
may have them if you choose, and if you'll
call to-morrow at Craven Street where you
took us up, you shall be paid as much as

you please. Only let me go now that I
may overtake my mistress, for I believe
she's going out of her senses."

" She seems maddish, sure enough,"
replied the coachman ; and won by the
liberal promise of being paid as much as
he pleased, he let go her arm ; and giving
a view halloa after her as she set out, he
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 163

bouring public-house ; where, considering
the two shillings as extra money, and no

part of his fare, he converted them into
copious draughts of porter, and hot brandy
and water.

In the meantime, Susan, who had lost
sight of her mistress by the delay, and
only knew that she had ran towards Bond
Street, followed in the same direction ; but,
when she reached the corner, she was un
certain which way to take ; till a watch
man, who was passing at the moment,
said he had just seen a lady cross the street

and run towards Hanover Square.
Away went poor Susan, crossing the

square, and through street after street,

fancying at first she saw her mistress be

fore her ; and afterwards running on, more
from her alarm and confusion, than from
any rational hope of overtaking her ; till
she found herself in one of the streets lead

ing out of Soho. She then recognised

where she was ; which before, so erratic
had been her course, she had not very well
known ; and she slackened her pace to
consider what she should do.

"My mistress will surely go home,"
thought she, " whether she overtakes Mr
Aytoun or not ; and the best thing I can
do, is to go there too."

She had just arrived at this decision,
and was thinking which was the most
direct way to reach the Strand, when a

powerful grasp was laid upon her arm,
and a man, in the dress of a sailor, said—
" Give me what money you have about
you, or I'll take your life."

" For God's sake don't hurt me," replied
Susan. " I hav'n't a farthing in my
pocket, I do assure you."

" Have you a watch ?
"

asked the man
sternly.

" No," answered Susan. " I never had
such a thing belonging to me. I'm only
a poor servant ; pray let me go !

"
" I'll see if you're telling me a lie," said

the man, and he put his hand to her side

to feel her pocket.
" I'm telling you the truth," said

Susan. " I'd rather give you my money,
if I had any, than be kept here. Pray let
me go !

"

" Go, and be d— d !
"

said the man as

he dropped her arm, and hastened away

in the direction of Oxford Street ; whilst
Susan took the opposite one.

" I've seen that man before, I'm cer
tain," said she to herself, " but I can't
think where ;" and as she walked on at a

rapid pace to Craven Street, she reviewed
all the situations and circumstances in
which it was possible she might have met

with him ; but without being able to as

sign either time or place to the recollection
that had struck her.

When she reached Craven Street, her
dismay was great at finding Mrs Aytoun
had not arrived ; but as she did not know
in what direction to seek her, she con

cluded that the most advisable thing she

could do, was- to wait there till she came.

However, the night passed without any
intelligence of her ; and it was not till
between eleven and twelve o'clock on the
following day, that a man arrived from
Hammersmith with a message, saying that
Mrs Aytoun had been brought to Prospect
Place early in the morning, having been

found in the Gardens in a state of delirium.
It appeared that she had passed the night
in searching for, or imagining she was
searching for her husband ; and the lodge-
keeper at Kensington, said, that when he

opened the gates in the morning, he had
found her waiting there in a hackney coach;
and had let her in, thinking she looked
strange, but not aware that there was
anything wrong. After waiting upwards
of two hours, the coachman, whom she

had not paid, spoke to the keeper, and
mentioned how he had taken her up at
the dawn of day in Piccadilly, and said
that he had some suspicion that she was
out of her senses ; which inducing the

keeper to search for her in the Gardens,
she was found lying on the ground exactly
on the spot where her husband and Mr
Seymour had quarrelled on the preceding
day. She was extremely unwilling to be

taken away, alleging that she was waiting
there to prevent her husband being killed
in a duel. Finally, however, they had
succeeded in removing her ; and the keeper,

who on the previous day had learned her

address, had sent her to Hammersmith in
the coach, accompanied by his wife. Susan
lost no time in repairing thither, also ; and
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164 SUSAN HOPLEY.

in bed, and under the care of the medical
man who had attended her in her late ill
ness.

Where was Arthur Ay toun the while ?

Alas ! Arthur Aytoun was in custody for
the murder of Mr Seymour. Never doubt

ing his wife's guilt, and mad with passion,
he had written to Mr Seymour, that he

should take no second to the meeting, and
that the contest must last till one of them
fell. Mr Seymour, who knew that Mr
Aytoun was not so much injured as he

imagined, and only waited till, by an

exchange of shots, the affront he him
self had received should be wiped away,
to tell him so ; did not think himself bound
to comply with the conditions demanded.
He, therefore, went to the ground accom
panied by his friend. But Mr Aytoun
refused to listen to anything Colonel Alleyn
had to say ; or to submit to any of the
regulations established for such occasions.
He said he came there with the determin
ation to kill Mr Seymour, or to be killed
himself ; and scarcely waiting till the
ground was measured, and before any
signal could be given, he fired, and Mr
Seymour fell, shot through the heart, hav
ing only time to say, " It was my own
fault," before he expired.

Mr Aytoun made no attempt to escape ;

on the contrary, he kept his ground sul
lenly, till the officers arrived to take him
into custody ; avowing, that he came there
with the intention of taking Mr Seymour's
life, and that they were very welcome to
take his in return.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

SUSAN MAKES A VISIT TO NEWGATE.

A dangerous fever accompanied by deli
rium confined Mrs Aytoun for many weeks
to her bed ; and during the wanderings of
her brain, her thoughts unceasingly ran
on the events of that dreadful day and
night. Sometimes she would imagine her
self kneeling at her husband's feet, and in
the most affecting terms would assure him
of her innocence ; and swear that she

loved him a thousand times better than

her own existence. At others she would

fancy herself still pursuing him through
the streets, whilst he fled from her ; and
then again she would speak of it to Susan
as a thing past.

" Wasn't it cruel of him," she would

say, " to make me follow him all the live

long night, and yet never let me overtake
him ? The faster I ran, the faster he ran ;

and yet I could see him all the time.
Sometimes when I was tired, I slackened

my pace, and then he turned and beckoned
me to come on—and when I couldn't go
any further and sat down upon a step to

rest, I heard his voice calling to me Alicia !

Alicia ! he said, Come on ! Come on !
"

The first symptom she gave of her

returning senses was, that, one day, when
she had been asleep, and Susan was sitting
by her bedside at work, she suddenly
awoke, and raising herself on her elbow,
she drew aside the curtain that concealed

Susan from her view, and looking steadily
in her face, she said, " Is Arthur dead ?

"
" No, Ma'am," replied Susan, " master's

alive and well."
Alicia then fell back on her pillow, and

went to sleep again, and it was not till
the next day that she made any further
attempt at conversation.

" Susan," said she, on the following
morning, " I believe I've been very ill."

" You have, Ma'am," replied Susan ;" but, thank God, you're better."
" That's not it," said she, putting her

hand to her head —" it's something else."
Susan was afraid to suggest what she

might probably wish to ask ; least the
recollection of the late events should be

too much for her.
"I dare say you wish to ask after

master, Ma'am," said she, " he's very well ;

but you're not to see him till you're
stronger."

" Who says so ?
" asked she.

" The doctor says so, Ma'am," replied
Susan.

" Oh, very well," she said ; and after
that she appeared satisfied, and her health
rapidly improved.

But as her strength returned, so did her

memory ; and by degrees she extracted
from Susan, question by question, an
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

the death of Mr Seymour, and Arthur's
imprisonment. Those two circumstances,
which she herself had learned from the

medical man, Susan thought it prudent
to withhold.

At length, one day, when Mrs Aytoun
was considerably recovered, though not
yet strong enough to leave her bed, Susan
said to her, "I have been thinking, Ma'am,
that perhaps if you would give me leave

to go to town, and try to see master, that
I might do some good.

" I'm afraid he wouldn't listen to you,
Susan," said Mrs Aytoun. " Depend on

it Mr Seymour has told him I'm guiltless ;

for though he's profligate enough to have
desired to seduce me, I do not believe him
so wicked as to let me lie under an impu
tation that he knows I don't merit. And
yet, you see, Arthur would let me die

deserted and broken-hearted before he'd
stretch out a hand to save me."

" Nevertheless, Ma'am," said Susan, who
had heard that Mr Seymour had died

before he had time to enter into any ex

planations ; and who wasawarethat Arthur
couldn't come if he would ;

" neverthe

less, Ma'am, if you've no objection, I
should like to go. It is your duty to do

all you can to clear yourself —if Master
won't listen to the truth, God forgive
him !

"
" Go, Susan !

" said Alicia, "
go, my

honest girl ; and may the blessing of Heaven

go with you !
"

Accordingly, on the following day, Susan
left Hammersmith by one of the early
coaches ; and having ascertained that her
master was confined in Newgate, thither
she proceeded at once, and was admitted
without difficulty. ,

" I'd better go and tell Mr Aytoun you
wish to see him," said the turnkey. "He's
not very fond of company, and most times
sends people away."

"If you please, don't tell him," said

Susan to the man, beseechingly. " I come

from his poor wife, that's breaking her
heart about him ; and if I go back without

seeing him, it will be such a cruel disap
pointment!"

" Oh well," said the man, " if that's
the case, come along at once ; I'll say

nothingabout it—there," added he, "that's

165

where he is ; go in ;
" and Susan found

herself in the presence of her master.
Mr Aytoun, who, when she entered, was

pacing the room like the restless denizen
of the jungle when torn from his native
wilds, and condemned to waste the fiery
energies of his fierce nature in a prison of
six feet square, — started and turned hastily
round to see what unpermitted visiter had
dared to intrude on his desolation. When
he saw who it was, the wrath that seemed

at first kindled by the unexpected inter
ruption, changed to an expression of the
coldest and haughtiest contempt. He
crossed his arms, and looked at her in
silence.

Nothing dismayed was Susan, for she

knew she came armed with truth.
" If I were what you think me, Sir,"

said she, "you'd have a right to look at
me so, for I should deserve it ; but it's
hard to be condemned unheard."

" I don't condemn you, woman," said

he. " You must earn your bread."
" Honestly, Sir, I must," replied Susan ;

" but I'd rather want it than do a thing
against my conscience."

" Conscience is very accommodating,"
he said, coldly.

" Mine is not, Sir," returned Susan.
" What brings you here? "

inquired Mr
Aytoun. " If it's to justify yourself, it's

unnecessary. Your conduct can be of no

importance to me ; nor can my opinion,
henceforth, be of any to you."

" You're mistaken, Sir," returned Susan.
" I can't remain quiet and know myself
unj ustly suspected ; and, in Christian chari

ty, you're bound to listen to what I have

tosay. If youdon'tbelievemewhenl have

done, I can't help it. I shall at least have

the comfort of knowing that I have done

my duty to myself."
" Well," said Mr Aytoun, " what is it

you want to say? Make haste, and let
me hear it as concisely as possible."

" Thank ye, Sir," replied Susan, drop

ping a curtsey. " I won't keep you long,
—but, you know, Sir, I can't speak of

myself without, perhaps, betraying things
—about other people."

" Never mind, never mind, go on," said

Mr Aytoun ; who, though he would not
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166 SUSAN HOPLEY.

had he been invited to do so, to any details

on the subject of his wife and Mr Seymour,
was nevertheless not sorry to have some

light thrown on the mystery of their in
timacy.

" Well, Sir," said Susan, " you hadn't
been gone more than four or five weeks,
when my mistress mentioned to me, one

day, when I was taking up her breakfast,
that she began to think she was in the

family way."
" Four or five weeks after I went away ?

"

said he.
" Yes, Sir," returned Susan. " I'd ob

served that my mistress looked poorly,
and couldn't eat her breakfast of a morn

ing— so that when she told me I wasn't
so much surprised. Of course, I said how

pleased you'd be, Sir ; and she said you
would ;

' but,' says she, ' Susan, I won't
tell him yet for fear of a disappointment.'
Poor thing ! I'm sure she thought more
of the pleasure it would give you, than of
her own."

" Well, go on," said Mr Aytoun, im

patiently, afraid of betraying the tender
memories that Susan's words had awaken
ed.

" Yes, Sir," continued she. " Well, my
mistress, as you may suppose, naturally
took to preparing for the little one she

expected ; and a great amusement it was

to her : and all the while I used to be

waiting on her at breakfast, or dinner, or
dressing her, we never talked of anything
else but what it was to have ; and how
she hoped she should be able to nurse it
herself ; but still when I asked her if she

had mentioned it to you, she always said,
' No, Susan, I hav'n't said a word about it
yet. I should so like to keep it for a sur
prise for him ; and presently after he comes

back, just quietly to ring the bell, and
desire you to bring down the baby. Poor,
dear Arthur! I can just fancy I see his
dear face, when I put it into his arms,
and told him it was his own.' "

"You'd better sit down, Susan," said

Mr Aytoun, turning away to draw for
ward a chair. " You'll be tired with
standing so long."

"Thank ye, Sir," said Susan, quietly
seating herself. " Well, Sir, all this went
on very well for about four months ; and

then a thing occurred that has caused all
these misfortunes."

" What was that? "
inquired Mr Ay toun,

with evidently awakened curiosity ; and

thereupon Susan narrated all the particu
lars of Mr Green's affair, and the visit to
the police-office ; Mr Aytoun the while

listening with the most intense interest.
" But what was Seymour doing at the

police office ?
"

inquired he. " Are you
sure, Susan, he did not go there to meet

her ? She must have known him before,

depend on it."
" I'm certain, Sir, as I'm sitting here,

that it was the first time she ever saw
him . As for his being at the office, I heard
him say in the coach, as we came home,

that he was a friend of the magistrate's,
and that he had gone there to speak
to him ; indeed, he said that he often

dropt in there of a morning, when he'd

nothing to do, because he liked to see

human life. Neither my mistress nor I
heard what his name was till he called
the next day ; and we did not know he

was the ' Honourable,' till Betty learned
it from Mrs Parsons' maid. Mrs Parsons
had heard it from Mr Green."

" But why, instead of encouraging the
visits of a profligate man of fashion like
Mr Seymour," said Mr Aytoun, " didn't
Alicia send for me ? She knew that at

any risk or loss I would have flown to her
assistance."

" Ah, Sir, there she was wrong ; that
was her mistake, Sir. She thought you'd
be so angry, and so unhappy, and think it
such a disgrace ; and Mr Seymour always
advised her to hush it up, as it was im

possible she could prove her innocence,
unless she could produce the real thief."

"And who could be the real thief?"
said Mr Aytoun.

"God himself knows, Sir," answered
Susan. " I have sometimes had thoughts
about it

, I shouldn't like to speak unless

I was sure. Besides there's no telling
whether the things ever came right out of
Mr Green's shop."

" You don't suspect Betty ?

"

"Oh no, Sir! To my certain know

ledge, Betty never was out of her kitchen
whilst the things were in the house."
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

Aytoun ;
" Alicia must have known very

well what his motives were from the be
ginning. She couldn't suppose he was
taking all that trouble for a stranger
without looking for his reward."

"I believe, Sir, at first she thought it
was all good-nature and pity," replied
Susan, "but after a little while she did
begin to see through him ; and then it
was that she began to talk of going away
to the country."

" She told me it was for her health,"
said Mr Aytoun.

" Because she was afraid to tell you the

truth, Sir," answered Susan. "But she

was ill, too, with fretting, and shutting
herself up in the house so much ; and
that was the cause of what happened
directly after we arrived at Hammer
smith."

"Did anybody attend her?" inquired
Mr Aytoun.

" To be sure there did, Sir," answered
Susan. " Mr Perfect, the first doctor in
Hammersmith. And he's been attending
her again now ; and saved her life, I be

lieve ; for it went very hard with her."
"Has she been ill?" inquired Mr Ay

toun, with assumed indifference.
" All but dead, Sir," replied Susan.
" However, Susan," said Mr Aytoun,

" you've certainly accounted for a great
deal that I couldn't understand —at least

if I'm to believe your story—"
" And I'm sure you do believe it

, Sir,"
returned Susan.

"It's of very little consequence whether

I do or not," said he ;

" because, at all
events, it can neither excuse nor account
for what happened afterwards ; the con

firmation of which, you know, I saw with

my own eyes. She could have no motive
but one in having private meetings with
him in the Gardens, when she could either
have received him at home, or communi
cated with him by letter ; and when a

married woman permits any other man
than her husband to throw his arm round
her waist, her virtue, if it's not already
lost, is scarcely worth the keeping."

" All that's very true, Sir," answered
Susan, " except the motive : her motive
for meeting Mr Seymour in the Gardens
was, that he mightn't find out where she

167

was ; and I'm satisfied that he died with
out finding it out, though he took great
pains about it. Poor thing! she thought
to get Mr Green's business settled without
your knowing anything of it ; and then
to break off all acquaintance with Mr
Seymour, before your return."

" She couldn't suppose he'd consent to
that," said Mr Aytoun, "when she had ac

cepted such obligations from him."
"She did suppose it

,

Sir," said Susan.
"She mayn't know the world as well as

you do ; but, she said, he must see that
there was no use in his courting and
troubling her ; and that therefore she

thought, when she told him so, he'd give

it up. As for his putting his arm round her
waist, I never saw him do such a thing
before ; and why he did it then, I don't
know, nor she neither. She says, she saw

you amongst the trees, and took hold of
his arm to make him look at you ; and
perhaps he misunderstood her meaning —
but that's gone with him to his grave ; and
we can never know it."

"And what then has been the object
of your visit to me?" said Mr Aytoun,
after some reflection.

" To tell you the truth, Sir," answered
Susan.

"And to persuade me that my wife is

innocent ; and that I have taken the life
of a fellow-creature without provocation ?"

and Mr Aytoun rose from his seat, and
walked hastily about the room.

" The innocent must be justified, Sir,"
said Susan, " come what will of it."

Still Mr Aytoun traversed the room with
an agitated step, and his countenance be

trayed the conflict within him.
" Why her very manner of receiving

me on my return," at last he said, sud

denly stopping opposite to Susan, and

fixing his eyes on herfiercely,"was enough
to proclaim her guilt. Why, woman, she

couldn't look me in the face."
" Very likely, Sir," replied Susan, calmly.

"She knew she'd a secret that she was
afraid of your finding out ; and that's

enough to make any wife tremble before

her husband, except she's used to deceive

him. Besides, Sir, what reason you had

I don't know ; but you were no more like
yourself than she was. She fancied vou'd
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168 SUSAN HOPLEY.

heard something abont Mr Green ; and to

say the truth, so did I."
" Great God !" exclaimed Mr Aytoun,

after an interval of violent emotion, "if
she is innocent, I am a murderer!"

Susan, who had admirably maintained
her firmness during the whole interview,
was now ready to weep with him.
" Nevertheless, Sir," said she, " the sin
must be taken away from the guiltless,
and laid where it is due."

" Where is my wife ?
"

said he, sobbing
like an infant.

"At Hammersmith, Sir, in her sick bed,

where she has lain these six weeks, be

tween life and death." And then Susan
resumed her story from the time the two
gentlemen had left her in the Gardens,
up to the present moment ; simply and
naturally narrating all Alicia's anxiety
for her husband's safety ; and her eager

pursuit of him in the hope of convincing
him of the truth, and preventing the fatal
meeting ; and finally how she had been

found in the Gardens, and conveyed to
the lodgings.

There was such an impress of truth in
all Susan said, and his previous experience
of her character gave so much weight to

her assertions, that conviction stole upon
Arthur Aytoun's mind, in spite of the

obstinate and passionate incredulity with
which he had begun to listen. -

" Leave me," he said, holding out his
hand to Susan, after a violent fit of weep

ing, " leave me ! for I've a heavy account
to settle with my conscience. Go to her
—go to Alicia — to my wife —my poor
wronged — injured woman : tell her I
must try first to make my peace with
God ; but that when I'm sufficiently
calm, and she is well enough to come, I'll
see her—and before I presume to take her
in my arms, and press her to my heart,
I'll kneel down at her feet, and ask her
to forgive me, and to remember me when
I am gone — as I soon shall be, Susan, for
I shall be condemned to death, as I deserve
— to remember me with pity, and to
believe, that it was my great love for her
that, when I thought I'd lost her, made

me mad."

CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE TC.EADING.

Susan returned to Hammersmith, the
herald of comfort ; but it now became

necessary to account for Mr Aytoun's
continued absence ; and his unhappy wife
had to learn that he would, in all proba
bility, pay the forfeit of his hasty suspi
cion by the sacrifice of his life.

She abandoned her country lodgings
the moment she was well enough to be

removed to London ; and after the first

painful interview with her deeply repent
ant husband was over, melancholy as was
the prospect before them, her grief was
soothed by the conviction that she had
recovered his esteem ; and his, by the

certainty of her unfailing affection.
But now poor Arthur Aytoun was less

willing to die. It is true, his crime sat

heavy on his conscience ; but he was a

young man, in the prime of life and health ;

and the reckless despair that had made

him seek to sacrifice his life on the altar
of his lost happiness, was now converted
into horror at the image of the ignominious
death that awaited him ; and a mournful

regret at the idea of prematurely parting
with his young wife, with whom he had
looked to live so many happy years.

Poor Alicia, too, had not only the pain
of so cruel a separation in perspective, but
had to support, in addition, the terrible
consciousness, that though guiltless in act
and thought, still her own imprudence
had been the cause of the catastrophe.

She procured the best advice she could
on the management of her husband's case ;

but it was the universal opinion that his
conduct had been of so violent and aggra
vated a character, that there was little
hope of his escape, unless the friends of
the late Mr Seymour could be induced to

forego the prosecution ; a result scarcely
to be looked for, from the indignation they
loudly expressed at the unfair advantage
Mr Aytoun had taken.

Mr Aytoun's solicitor waited on Colonel

Alleyn, who was married to a sister of Mr
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 169

could think of to induce forbearance ; but
without success. Colonel Alleyn said he

considered it a duty he owed, not only to

his brother-in-law, but to the world in
general, to make an example of a man
who, regardless of the laws of honour, and

of the rules established for the benefit of

all, had shot his adversary like a dog,

without taking the risk of a shot himself.
" If conduct like Mr Aytoun's," he said,

" were permitted to pass with impunity,
no gentleman could go to a meeting of the

sort, without the chance of being murdered ;

the whole structure of modern society, as

it at present stands, would be overthrown ;

and people would end by shooting their

adversary on the first convenient oppor
tunity without warning or witnesses."

The period for the trial was fast ap

proaching ; and there was but one resource

left—one feeble hope ; it rested in the possi

bility that the appeal which had failed from
the lips of the lawyer, might be more pre

vailing from those of the heart-broken wife.
Alicia resolved to make the experiment.

She arranged her dress of plain white

muslin, and her neat straw bonnet, with
all the care she could ; and took as much

pains to look pretty, as she had been used

to do in her maiden days when she ex

pected a visit from Arthur ; for she felt
she was about to enter on a conflict wherein
no weapon should be neglected. She se

lected an early hour ; and without any
previous announcement of her intention,
lest she should be denied admittance, she

presented herself at Colonel Alleyn's door ;

and the servant, having received no orders
to the contrary, ushered her at once into
the spacious and richly-furnished drawing-
room.

On a sofa, at one end, with a newspaper
in his hand, lay Colonel Alleyn himself ;

an elegant and distinguished looking man
of about forty years of age. His wife, a

handsome young woman apparently about
thirty, was seated at a round table in the

middle of the room, on which lay, in care

less profusion, a number of splendid trifles ;

together with a beautiful inlaid desk, on

which, with a golden pen, she was writing
diminutive notes on black-edged paper.
On the richly flowered carpet, which vied
in its glowing hues with a parterre of

bright tulips, sat a lovely little girl, on

whose fair head perhaps seven summers
might have smiled, with her arms twined
round a beautiful Blenheim spaniel that
was lying by her side. On another sofa,

at the opposite extremity of the room to

Colonel Alleyn, sat an elderly lady of a

grave and dignified aspect, occupied at an
embroidery frame. The whole party were

in deep mourning.
As Mrs Aytoun was announced, Colonel

Alleyn and his lady both rose from their
seats in evident surprise ; and without
advancing, each stood, he with his paper,
and she with her pen in her hand, as if
uncertain how to receive their visiter ;

whilst the old lady with her needle arrested

in the air,looked over her frame with equal
astonishment at the new comer.

The first sensation over, Colonel Alleyn
moved a few steps forward, and said, "Al
low me the honour of offering you a seat ;"

and advanced a chair for Alicia, not far
from the sofa which he had previously
occupied, and on which he again placed
himself. Mrs Alleyn also resumed her
seat ; and drew her paper towards her as

if she considered that she had no part in
the visit ; and the old lady once more

slowly set her needle in motion, though
with her attention evidently rather fixed
on the scene that was about to be acted,

than on her own employment. The little
girl too, whose antics with the dog had
been for a moment arrested by the general
disturbance, again threw her arms about
its neck, and turned her back to the

stranger.
"I am come, Sir," said Alicia, perceiv

ing that Colonel Alleyn sat with a grave
countenance, in which the rigid determi
nation not to be influenced by anything
she had to say, might be easily deciphered
—" I am came to ask for mercy —a

wretched wife, to implore the life of her
husband—of the dearest, best, and kind
est of husbands, Sir, whose love for me

has been the cause of his offence ; and
who, till the belief of my unworthiness
drove him from his senses, never had a

reflection cast upon his character ; nor
was ever guilty of an action that the

most scrupulous man of honour could

arraign."
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170 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" We must the more regret, Madam,"
replied Colonel Alleyn, in a low tone of

voice, and with an unmoved countenance,
" that his first deviation should have been

of so fatal a character, that it is impossible
to find either exculpation or excuse."

" Oh, Sir," returned Mrs Aytoun,
" don't say that ! never venture to assert

that there is no excuse, till you have been

yourself placed in a like situation."
But Alicia had no sooner pronounced

these words, than the thought occurred to

her, which had not struck her before,

"Is Colonel Alleyn aware that I am
innocent ?" If not, the speech she had
made was certainly ill calculated to ap

pease either himself or his wife ; and,
indeed, the very idea of having intruded
herself into their drawing-room, whilst

they imagined her otherwise, overwhelmed
her with dismay. Her cheeks crimsoned
at the supposition, and she added hastily,
" But, perhaps, Sir, you believe me

guilty?"
"Oh no," cried Colonel Alleyn, with

more warmth than he had yet evinced ;

whilst his wife and the elderly lady each

raised her head from her occupation and
echoed the " Oh no !" at the same moment.
" Oh no," repeated the colonel. " My un
fortunate brother-in-law did you full jus
tice ; and effectually vindicated your
character in his conversation with me

the day before the meeting."
" I thought he would not wish to leave

me under so cruel an imputation," replied
Mrs Aytoun, " and I have always believed

that, had he lived long enough to do it
,

he would have justified me to my poor
husband."

" Certainly, he would," returned Colonel

Alleyn. " I was not aware that Mr Ay
toun had entertained any doubts on the
subject."

" Oh yes, Sir," replied Alicia. " Many
things tended to mislead him ; and appear
ances were much against me. I have been

most unfortunate," she added, weeping ;

" for in the first instance, the whole thing
originated in an accusation as extraordi
nary as it was unfounded ; and from which,
to this hour, I have never been able to clear
myself, and perhaps never may."

" Had I been aware, returned Colonel

Alleyn, " that Mr Aytoun entertained any
doubts of your innocence, I should have
esteemed it my duty to remove them ; and

if any remain, I shall be most ready to

do so still. That he might consider your
conduct imprudent, I could, of course,
conceive."

" Yes, Sir," replied Alicia firmly, " in
one point of view I was very imprudent.

I had much better have braved the pub
licity of the first accusation than have
incurred the appearance of worse guilt.
But I was not imprudent in the sense in
which, I believe, you used the word ; and
my husband's persuasion of my guilt arose

out of his conviction that I never could be

so. He perfectly well knew my opinions
on subjects of that nature ; and he knew,
also, that he had left me an attached and
devoted wife, whom nothing but the most
entire alienation and perversion could have
induced to consent to clandestine meetings
with any man. Oh, Sir, there was much
excuse for him ; there was indeed ! He
came home after a long absence, elated at
the prospect of seeing me ; and he found
me, as he believed, the debased minion of

a stranger. A most unhappy combination
of circumstances tended to deceive him —
my unexpected removal into the country,
for one—"

"And the whole of this unhappy com

bination, he, without pausing for inquiry,
made Mr Seymour pay for with his life,"
rejoined Colonel Alleyn.

" No doubt, he should have paused to

inquire, Sir," returned Alicia ; "but is it

unusual for men who consider themselves

injured to lose their reason in their pas

sion? And with respect to making Mr
Seymour pay for the combination of cir
cumstances that gave me the appearance
of guilt, pardon me for saying, that Mr
Seymour's own conduct was, in effect, the
chief cause of that fallacious appearance.
It was to avoid Mr Seymour's too obtrusive
attention that I quitted my home ; and it

was to prevent his knowing my address

that I agreed to meet him in the Gardens,
instead of receiving him at my own house."

" I cannot deny, Madam," replied Colonel

Alleyn, " that the motive of quarrel was

quite sufficient to justify Mr Aytoun in
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

will yourself find it difficult to offer any
excuse for his conduct on the ground."

" None, Sir, but that he was not in his
senses," replied Alicia.

" Which is an excuse every criminal

may offer for every crime," answered
Colonel Alleyn.

" They may, Sir, certainly," replied
Alicia ;

" and it would therefore, I am

aware, in a court of justice be dangerous
to admit it. But in private, Sir, when
one human being sits in judgment on

another, every extenuation should be lis
tened to. I know that by the laws of

every civilized country in the world, my
husband would be pronounced worthy of
death ; and that the violence of his passion
could not be admitted in mitigation of his
sentence. But my visit is to implore you,
Sir, not to look on his offence with the eye

of the law, but with the eye of a fellow-
creature—of a fellow-creature liable to the

same passions and to the same errors. The

judge, whilst he is pronouncing sentence

on a criminal, may be conscious in his
heart, that under the like degree of temp
tation he would himself have fallen into
the same crime ; but it is his duty to be

guided by the laws established ; and he is
not called upon to make his own conscience

the standard of his judgment. But is it
possible for you, Sir, to pursue my poor
husband to his grave, without asking your
self, how you might have acted under the
same provocation?"

" I cannot believe, Mrs Aytoun," re

plied the colonel, " that under any cir
cumstances, however aggravating, I could
be so unmindful of the laws of honour, as

to take the unfair advantage that Mr Ay
toun did."

" Oh, Sir," said Alicia ;
" but remem

ber that it was not with the view of killing
his adversary and escaping himself, that
Arthur did it. His eagerness to lose his
own life, was quite as urgent as his desire

to take Mr Seymour's. All he seems to
have aimed at was the certain death of
both. Arthur's natural feeling was, that
if he himself fell andMrSeymoursurvived,
the injured would suffer and the offender

escape ; which, considering that his ad

versary was a much more practised shot

than himself, was the probable result. If

you could lay aside resentment, Sir, and
consider the case quite impartially, I think
you might perceive such extenuations as

would make you hesitate to take a life in
cold blood, in revenge for one taken in
passion. You have time to reflect, Sir ; j
Arthur had none. Besides, to address

myself to your compassion, think of the
heavy chastisement you are inflicting on
me. I admit it is cruel that Mr Seymour
should have paid so dearly for his fault ;

though his was a fault committed know
ingly, and with intention ; for I fear that
his views, from the first, in the assistance

he gave me, were not honourable. But
how much heavier will be my penalty for
an error committed from ignorance and

timidity ! How much better were it to

fall as Mr Seymour did, than to die the
slow death of the broken-hearted —or to

drag on a wretched existence, a prey to

repentance and regret."
Here Mrs Alleyn took out her pocket

handkerchief and wiped her eyes ; whilst
the old lady, blowing her nose sonorously,
attracted the attention of the child, who
looked about to see what was the matter.

" Oh, listen to me, Sir," said Alicia,
claspingherhands ; "be merciful, and spare

my poor husband's life! If you knew
the tender love we've borne each other—
how happy we always were, without a

sorrow in the world till this sad misunder

standing came upon us ; and if you could
conceive his remorse —if you could ima

gine what he has suffered since he has

been convinced of my innocence—how he

hourly accuses himself as a murderer, and

says he deserves to die ! Oh, Colonel

Alleyn, you may safely leave his chastise
ment to his own feelings. Don't imagine
that if his life is spared, he is escaping with
impunity. I know that years of remorse

and bitter regret are before him —but oh,
don't take him from me ! Madam," she

said to Mrs Alleyn, who she saw was not

unmoved, " plead for me ! I know you
are injured, too, even more deeply than
Colonel Alleyn —but oh, forgive ! forgive !

and if ever sorrow overtakes you, the re

membrance of your mercy to the poor

imploring wife that kneels to you to beg

her husband's life, will help you to sup

port your afflictions I"
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172 SUSAN HOPLEY.

As Alicia uttered these last words she

fell on her knees, and with uplifted hands
and streaming eyes, awaited her sentence

from Colonel Alleyn. Mrs Alleyn sat

with her pocket handkerchief to her face,

but she said nothing ; whilst the child,
who had been gradually creeping towards
Alicia, softly stole her little arm round
her neck and imprinted a kiss on her
cheek.

" Don't cry," she whispered ;
" papa

will. He always forgives me when I'm
sorry for being naughty ; and he says it's

everybody's duty to forgive when people
are sorry : so don't cry," and she gave her
another kiss.

Alicia, quite overcome by the sweet

words of the innocent child, and grateful
for the force of her artless pleading, threw
her arms round her, exclaiming, " Oh,
angel, ask him yourself ! Beg for me—
he never can refuse you !

" and the child,
climbing on her papa's knee, threw her
soft arms about his neck, and with a

loving kiss, whispered,
" do papa ! forgive

her this time : I'm almost sure she'll never
do it again !

"

"Archibald, my son," said the elderly
lady, who had crossed the room during
the latter part of the colloquy, laying her
hand on Colonel Alleyn's shoulder, and
speaking in a calm, dignified tone that
denoted the influence she still retained—
" Archibald, my son, we must forgive and

spare. We mustn't take this poor young
creature's husband from her. She has

suffered more than enough ; and we owe

her a reparation for the wrong our kins
man sought to do her, in the guise of a

service. Beware, lest we should be seeking
our revenge in the guise of justice."

"Papa's going to forgive now," whis

pered the child to Alicia, slipping off
Colonel Alleyn's knee, and kissing her
cheek ;

" so you needn't cry any more.

I always know when he's going to forgive
by his face."

When the day appointed for Arthur
Aytoun's trial arrived, the court assem

bled, and the jury were sworn —but neither
prosecutor nor witnesses appeared : and
he was acquitted.

CHAPTER XXXV.

THE RECOGNITION.

On the evening preceding Mr Aytoun's
trial, Susan was sitting at the gate of the
prison in a coach, which she had been

desired to have in attendance ; for the
purpose of bringing away certain of his
clothes, and other articles which had
been conveyed there for his use. Every
thing had been put in, and she was wait
ing for her mistress to come out and join
her, when she observed a man in a sailor's
jacket pass and repass two or three times
before the gate. Since the night of her
attack in Soho Square, she had never met
a person in the same costume without
turning to have a second look at him ;

and she now thrust her head out of the
window to endeavour to catch a view of
the face of the person in question. When
he came opposite the coach, he also looked
up at her. On his part there appeared
no recognition, for he pursued his walk
as before ; but she felt satisfied that it
was the same man that had demanded

her money on that occasion. It was not
only from her recollection of his face on
that night that she recognised him ; but
her memory was aided by some previous
recollection, to which she could assign
neither time nor place.

After taking several turns, he at length
stopt and rang the bell, and the summons
being answered by the gaoler, some words

passed between them, which Susan was
unable to distinguish ; after which the
man went away.

" Can you tell me the name of that

person?" inquired she of the gaoler, "or
who he is ?

"
" I don't know," replied he. " I never

seen him afore to my knowledge, but once ;

and then he came to leave a message for
Tim Swipes, as is in here for larceny."

"And what did he come for now?"
inquired Susan.

" He come for the same thing," returned
the man. " Just to leave a word for
Tim."

The Messrs Karl, Mr Aytoun's em-
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 173

ployers, thought they could not do him a

greater service than to supply him immedi

ately with some active occupation, which
should perforce direct his mind from him
self ; and take him away, for a time, from
the scene of his troubles ; they therefore
informed him that they had some urgent
business in Russia, which they wished him
to undertake ; and accordingly, within a

fortnight after his liberation, he again
started on his travels.

Mrs Aytoun, too, was not sorry for
this arrangement. She ardently desired

to leave the neighbourhood they had been

living in ; and she thought it better that
all the bustle and inconveniences of re

moval should be spared to Arthur in his

present state of nervous excitability. It
was therefore arranged that she should
fix on another house as remote as possible
from the scene of their disasters ; and
that when the important matters were

concluded, and nothing remained but what
might devolve upon Betty, that she and
Susan should go down to Brighton for a

while, to enjoy a little change of air and
recreation.

This plan was accordingly executed ;

and Mrs Aytoun took a small first floor
consisting of two little bedrooms and a sit
ting-room in the house of a Mrs Richards,
on the West Cliff ; who informed them,
that her parlours were let, for a month, to

a young gentleman, who, with his wife
and child, had come down from London
a few days before.

The day after Mrs Aytoun was estab

lished in her new lodgings, Susan hap
pened to see the little girl who belonged
to the occupants of the parlour floor
playing with her doll in the passage ; and
being a lover of children, she seated herself
on the lower stair, and called her to come
and show her her doll. The child was shy
at first, and needed a little coaxing ; but
after a while, she was won by Susan's
good-humoured face, and sidled up to

her.
" What a nice doll !" said Susan." Who gave it you ?

"

" Papa," she said ;
" he gave it me on

my birth-day. Look, she's got a new
frock on."

" A very handsome frock indeed it is,"

replied Susan, surveying it with some

curiosity.
"And who, my dear gave you the

frock?"
"Mamma gave me the frock," said the

child. " We went out in a boat upon the
sea the other day ; and the sea came into
the boat and spoilt mamma's bonnet ; so

she made dolly a frock out of it yesterday.
Isn't it a nice one ?

"

" It is
,

indeed," replied Susan, still
examining the frock; " and what's your
name, my dear ?

"

" Nancy," replied the child.
"But your other name?" inquired

Susan. "You've another name besides

Nancy,"—but before the child could
answer the question, the parlour door,
which had not been previously quite
closed, was suddenly thrown open, and a

showily dressed young woman coming out,
seized the child angrily by the arm, and

dragged her into the room.
" I'll ask their name of Mrs Richards,"

thought Susan,—" though, to be sure,
there must be many pieces of silk made

to one pattern ; so I don't know why I

should think anything of it."
The truth was, Susan's attention had

been attracted by observing that the doll's
frock was of the exact pattern and colour
of the piece of silk which had been brought
to Craven Street from Mr Green's ; and
of which sundry yards were asserted to

be missing. The silk which Mrs Aytoun
had had cut off by the shopman, and
which she designed for a dress, was still
lying in her drawer unused ; so great an
aversion the circumstances connected with

it had inspired ; and Susan, when packing
up, had seen it only the day before they
left London. It was an expensive silk,
of French manufacture ; and remarkable
both in pattern and colour. She made

no remark, however, on what she had seen,
to Mrs Aytoun ; both because the coinci
dence was too trifling in itself to notice,
and because she made it a rule never to

allude to the unpleasant circumstances
connected with that period ; but the little
girl was no more seen in the passage.

On the day following this slight adven

ture, Susan and her mistress went out
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174 SUSAN HOPLEY.

and the former to attend her. They had
not got three yards from the door, when
Susan recollected that she had omitted
bringing some article that Mrs Aytoun
would require ; and she turned hastily
back to fetch it. As she did so, she

caught a glimpse of two heads over the

parlour blinds; one of which — the gentle
man's —disappeared the instant it met

her eye. The lady, who was the same

person that had fetched in the child the

day before, continued to watch them as

long as they were in sight. " I wonder
why he don't like to be seen," thought
Susan. "I'll certainly not forget to ask
Mrs Richards his name."

Susan rose the next morning betimes,

intending, after she had got the drawing-
room ready, and laid the breakfast things,
to run into the town and endeavour to

procure some fresh eggs for Mrs Aytoun,
whose still delicate health required a

nourishing diet. She had just finished
her household affairs, and was crossing
the landing-place to her own little room
to put on her bonnet, when she heard a

voice below saying, " Mind you cord
that trunk well," which induced her to

stop, for a moment, to look out of the

staircase window, which was immediately
over the door.

In front of the house stood a porter's
truck ; and jumping round about it

,

was
the little girl of the parlour, with her doll
in her arms, (no longer however adorned
with the new silk frock,) and her bonnet
and pelisse on. The child appeared in a

high state of excitement, as children
usuallyare when something newis aboutto

happen ; running in and out of the house,

and chattering to the people in thepassage.

Presently the owner of the truck him
self appeared carrying out a largish hair
trunk, which he placed on his machine ;

and having, successively, fetched out a

portmanteau and a band-box, which he

added to his burthen, he put his wheels
in motion and moved off ; followed, at the
interval of a few yards, by the child and
her parents, who a minute afterwards
issuedfrom the door,habited for a journey.
The lady had a good sized basket in her
hand ; and the gentleman a couple of
cloaks thrown over his arm.

As they walked away, with the child
skipping joyfully before them, the wife
made some observation to the husband,
and as she did so, turned her head and
looked up at Mrs Aytoun's window, as if

her remark had some relation to the oc

cupants of the drawing-room. Susan
was still looking out, wondering what
could have caused their hasty departure ;

the lady evidently perceived her ; and, as

it appeared to Susan, mentioned the cir
cumstance to her husband. He did not,
however, turn his head to look at her ;

but with a hasty, and apparently invo
luntary impulse, he abruptly pulled his
hat over his eyes, and quickened his pace.

" Very odd," thought Susan, again ;

" I should like to know something more
about them." She then put on her bonnet,
and set forth in search of her eggs, to

wards a street where she had seen an
nounced in a window, " new laid eggs sold

here."
The shop happened to be situated only

two doors from an inn ; and at the inn
door stood a coach, apparently on the point
of starting ; and beside it

,

the identical
porter and truck that she had seen leave

the lodging a few minutes before. Susan
stationed herself at the shop door to watch
their proceedings, for she felt an indefin
able desire to get a view of the gentleman's
face ; more, perhaps, because she fancied
he sought to conceal it than from any
other motive.

" Hand up that 'ere trunk, now," cried

a man who was packing the luggage on
the roof of the vehicle.

" Put your best leg foremost, Joey, will
you?" said the coachman, coming out of
the inn ; " we're 'hind time already. Now
gemmen," continued he, " now ladies, if
you please," addressing the passengers
that were standing by, and cramming the
six insides into the small door of the

vehicle ; whilst the outsides ascended as

they could to the roof.
The porter looked up the street —" Here's

three more coming," said he, " what be

longs to the luggage I brought ;" and the

lady and gentleman appeared hastening
towards the inn ; the former dragging the
child onwards by one hand, who in the
other held a bun, which she was too in
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

tent on eating to be disposed to quicken
her pace. They had evidently, from the

appearance of their basket, been purchas
ing a little provision for the journey, which
had retarded their arrival.

As they reached the coach, the impatient
Jehu seized the lady's arm, and hoisted
her up to the back seat, and then handed

up the child to her; whilst the gentleman
was engaged settling the demands of the

porter.
" Now, Sir," said the coachman, " we're

off," as he advanced to ascend his box,
whilst the passenger set his foot upon the
wheel. Susan stepped forwards, deter

mined to get a look at him as the coach

drove past.
" You're sure that portmanteau's in the

boot?" said he, leaning forwards and ad

dressing the porter, whilst the coachman
was adjusting himself on his seat.

" Sure of it
, Sir," replied the man.

" Lord A'mighty," ejaculated Susan, as

she caught a view of his face.
" All right !

"
cried a voice, and away

went the coach ; and as it dashed forwards,
the gentleman looked down and descried

Susan— their eyes met ; and the mystery
was unveiled. Mr James Hurley, for

such she had learned from Mrs Richards,
on the preceding evening, was the name

he went by—Mr James Hurley was the

shopman who had brought the fatal goods

from Mr Green's ; and who had given
evidence against Mrs Aytoun at the police-
office : more than that ; she felt also per
fectly assured, that Mr James Hurley was
also the sailor that had attacked her in
Soho Square, and whom she had after
wards seen inquiring for Tim Swipes at
the gate of Newgate.

She had never seen him in his character
of shopman, except on that fatal day ; and
the disguise he wore on the other occa

sions, had so far perplexed her memory,
that though she remembered the features,
she could not recall where she had seen

them. But now, dressed as he had been

in the first instance, the truth struck her
at once ; the recognition was perfect.

Her surprise was so great, that she stood

for some moments staring after the coach,

mute and motionless ; and feeling as if

the four horses were bearing away Mr

175

James Hurley from her sight for ever, just
at the instant he had assumed an inex
pressible degree of importance in her eyes.

" Did you want to go by that 'ere coach,

my lass?" said the ostler of the inn, per
ceiving the interest with which she was
looking after it. " You're just a bit too

late."
" What coach is it

,

Sir ?

"
said she ;

" where's it going to?"
" It's the Portsmouth coach," answered

he. "Is that the one you're waiting for?"
" No : I'm much obliged to you," she

replied. " I was only looking at it ;" and

she turned into the shop to bargain for
her eggs.

The combination of circumstances struck

Susan as most singular. " This man then,"
she said to herself, " that Mr Green says

is his nephew, and a person of most ex
cellent character, is a thief that walks the

streets by night, in disguise ; and that

associates with Tim Swipes, who is con

fined in Newgate for larceny ! And what,
in the name of goodness, has sent them off

in such a hurry, I wonder !

"
and she

hurried home, impatient to learn what
Mrs Richards might have to tell her on

the subject. " Yes," said the worthy
landlady, "they're off with a flea in their
ear ; but, hows'ever, they've paid me my
month, though they've only been in the

lodgings ten days ; so I've no right to

grumble."
" But how came they to go in such a

hurry," asked Susan, "when they'd en

gaged the rooms for a month ?"

" I knew nothing of it till ten o'clock
last night," replied Mrs Richards. " But
when they came in to supper, they sent

for me into the parlour, and said they'd
heard of some relations of theirs that were

staying at Margate, and that they wished
to go and join them ; and asked me if I'd
let them off for a fortnight's rent. But

I couldn't do that, you know, when I'd
turned away an old lodger of mine, be

cause I couldn't take him in, only the day
before yesterday — I hope he's not fixed

yet, by the by—I've just sent Jenny to

inquire for him at 'the Ship'—so they
paid me my month without more ado ; and
off they went. She's a dressy sort of body,
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176 SUSAN HOPLEY.

I couldn't make out what they are. I
asked the child one day if her papa kept
a shop, and she said, 'No.' He's some

sort of a clerk, I take it."
" Very likely," returned Susan. " Does

the Portsmouth coach go to Margate?"
" Bless you, no," cried Mrs Richards.

" They're the opposite ends of the world
—Margate's that way, and Portsmouth
the other," said she, pointing east and
west.

"They're gone by the Portsmouth coach,

however," said Susan.
" No !

"
exclaimed Mrs Richards, incre

dulously. "What makes you think so?"
" Because I saw them off, not a quarter

of an hour ago," replied Susan ;
" they

went away from the inn next to where I
was buying my eggs ; and I asked what
coach it was."

"That's a good joke," said Mrs Rich
ards. " They've made a mistake, depend
on it

,

and got on the wrong coach."
But Susan had her own reasons for

thinking otherwise ; indeed, she had a very
strong suspicion that they not only had
sought to conceal their departure, and the
direction of their travels; but she believed

that it was nothing else in the world but
Mrs Aytoun's arrival that had routed
them. However, for the present, she

resolved to keep her thoughts and her
discoveries to herself. She did not wish
to agitate Mrs Aytoun, or to revive un

pleasant recollections, unless she was tole

rably sure of attaining some satisfactory
result. "I'll endeavour, when we go back
to town, to find out something about this
Mr James Hurley," said she to herself ;

" and then, if I find it's worth looking
into, I'll mention it to master when he

returns."

CHAPTER XXXVI.

SUSAN INTRODUCES HERSELF TO AN ACQUAINTANCE
OF THE READER.

Mrs Aytoun and Susan, after remaining

a month at Brighton, returned to London

by the coach. When they reached Croy
don, a slight accident occurred to one of

the wheels, and the passengers took refuge
in the inn till the damage was repaired.

There were several newspapers of vari
ous dates lying about the room they were
shown into, and Susan having taken up
one of them, the following paragraph met
her eye.

" The young man suspected of being con

cerned in the late robbery at Mr Green's,
having been brought up for the third time
before Mr C -, has at length been finally
committed to take his trial at the ap
proaching session."

Anything relating to Mr Green's shop,
more especially since her late recognition
of Mr James Hurley, had assumed an

interest in Susan's eyes ; and her curiosity
was immediately excited to learn some

thing more of the robbery in question.
"What," thought she, "if it's Mr James

Hurley himself? I should not be sur

prised ; but I'll find that out, I'm deter

mined, as soon as I get to London." And
accordingly, a few days after her arrival,
having obtained leave of absence for a

couple of hours, she went straight to her
friend the gaoler at Newgate, with whom
she had picked up a little acquaintance
during the term of Mr Aytoun's detention
there, and telling him she had a particular
reason for the request begged him to give
her a sight of the young man that was

imprisoned for Mr Green's business.
" Do you know anything of him ?" said

he, as he led her along to the room where
the prisoner was confined.

" I can't tell till I see him," she replied.
" What's his name ?"

" The name we've got him by is Tom-
kins," returned the gaoler; "but I believe

he has several aliases."
" Then he's not a young thief?" said

Susan.
" He's a young man," replied the gaoler ;

" and we never had him in here before ;

but they say he's been at it some time.
He was shopman to Mr Green, who turned
him away a little while ago, because he

suspected him of robbing the till ; but he

couldn't prove nothing against him, so he

got off. But it seems this here robbery's
been a put-up business—somebody on the

premises, or as knew them well has been
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

enough, suspects this here chap. That's
he," said he, pointing to a youth about

twenty, who was tossing up a halfpenny
for heads or tails, with one of his com

panions.
" Then it's not the person I suspected,"

said Susan, disappointed. "Does he con
fess he did it?"

"Not he," replied the man ; "he says

he'd no hand in it whatsomever. But that

goes for nothing, you know."
Susan had got a little time to spare,

before she was obliged to return home, and
she resolved to employ it in a visit to Mr
Green's shop. She had never been in it
since the accusation brought against her
mistress ; nor, indeed, above once before

in her life ; and she thought it most likely
that Mr Green would not recognise her.
She was curious to ascertain if Mr: James
Hurley was still in the haberdasher's ser

vice ; and whether that was the name he

went by in London, as well as at Brighton ;

so she resolved to spend a couple of shil

lings in tapes, buttons, pins, and needles ;

which being articles that required some

nicety in the selection would afford her
time to look about.

The shop being very full, and she in no
immediate hurry, she seated herself in a
convenient position whence she could take
a survey of the different young men be

hind the counter ; but amongst them she

could not descry Mr James Hurley. She
was disappointed again ; but however, he

might be out ; or not yet returned from
his country excursion ; so she bought
some trifling articles, and left the shop,
resolved to look in again some day, when
opportunity offered.

But she was destined to meet with Mr
James Hurley in the place of all others
she would have least thought of looking
for him. Mrs Aytonn permitted each of
her servants alternately to spend the Sun
day out ; and Susan had appointed with
a friend that the first time it was her turn

they would go to the evening service at
the Foundling j which having at that
time the attraction of a most eloquent and

powerful preacher, was drawing immense

congregations, amongst whom were to be

found many, of both sexes,' of. the highest
rank and fashion.

No. XII.

177

The crowd was very great, and the
contest for places almost as warm as in a

theatre on the night of a new play ; but
Susan's friend had a sister who was one

of the nurses ; and by going early, and
addressing themselves to her, she gave
them seats in the gallery amongst the ser

vants of the establishment.
Susan was a devout person, and during

the prayers, in spite of the temptation, she

looked very little about her, but whilst
the organ was playing she ventured to

take a survey of the scene below her. The
aisles were full as well as the seats, and
standing in the midst of the throng, im
mediately under her, who should she see,

to her astonishment, but Mr James Hur
ley!

"Well," thought she, " of all the places
in the world, what should make him come

here !" and in spite of herself, during the
remainder of the service, Mr James Hurley
and the suspicions she had connected with
him, drew more of her attention than the
admonitions of the preacher.

As soon as the entertainment they ex

pected is over, people are generally as

eager to get out of a place of this sort as

they are to get into it ; and so it proved
on this occasion. The moment the service
was concluded, and the congregation hav

ing finished their last silent orison, had
risen from their knees, there was a rush
made towards the door by the most im

patient, who sought to get away before

they were impeded by the throng. But
too many were of the same mind, and

consequently a considerable degree of con

fusion ensued; but of all the eager and
vehement strugglers below, nobody ap

peared to Susan to be in such a violent

hurry as Mr James Hurley. And yet, in
spite of his pushing, and jostling, and

working with his elbows, he did not seem

to make so rapid a progress as might be

expected. His efforts seemed rather to

retard the progress of other people, than
to advance his own ; and, at all events,

they materially added to the general con

fusion and inconvenience. In process ol

time, however, the mass of human beings
was pushed or struggled through the doors,

and the church was nearly empty ; but
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178 SUSAN HOPLEY.

to look at the children, and have some

conversation with the nurse.

Presently, whilst they were yet standing
in the gallery and looking about them,
several persons were seen reentering the
doors below, whilst the vergers and seat-

keepers appeared, all at once, under a

considerable degree of bustle and excite
ment.

People ran to the places they had occu

pied, and stooped down to look under the
benches ; whilst the officials rushed up
and down the aisles and through the nave,

as if they were in a state of delirium —
and the cry went forth, that several of the

congregation had been robbed.
" Lord A'mighty," murmured Susan to

herself, as certain suspicions crossed her
mind ; but they were only suspicions, and

therefore she said nothing. " There are

more thieves in the world than Mr James

Hurley," thought she ; "but I'll go to Mr
Green's again to-morrow, if I can get
time, I'm determined ;" and she did go ;

for she was commissioned to make some

purchases for her mistress ; and as Mr
Green could not know who they were for,
she considered that, in spite of the feud,
her motive was sufficient to justify her in
making them there without hinting her
intention to Mrs Aytoun.

As usual, the shop was very full, and
the young men very busy ; and, as before,
she was disappointed in her expectation
of seeing the person she was looking for
amongst them.

However, when her purchases were com

pleted, and she tendered a note to pay for
them, the man who had served her, and
who had scribbled the amount on a scrap
of paper, said, " If you'll walk backwards
and show this at the desk, they'll hand
you the difference."

Susan obeyed ; the top of a man's head

appeared above a high desk, over which
he was stooping—"Will you please to take
this bill," said she, holding up her money
and the amount ; the man deliberately
finished the column he was casting up, and
made a note of the amount at the bottom
of the page —and then he lifted up his

head, and displayed to Susan's admiring
eyes the features of Mr James Hurley.

Whatever emotion Susan's face might

indicate, the gentleman's certainly indi
cated no less. He turned first very red,
and then very pale, whilst with a tremb
ling hand he took the money and returned
her the change. His eye quailed before
hers ; and she read in it the guilt that sat

upon his soul.
Susan had now to reflect what she should

do next. Had Mr Aytoun been at home,
she would not have hesitated to acquaint
him with her suspicions, and the circum
stances that had given rise to them ; but
she was unwilling to disturb her mistress's
tranquillity till she had something more
certain to go upon. Alicia had never been

strong since her former illnesses, and she

was now again in a situation to require
peculiar delicacy and consideration. " I'll
go," thought Susan, after due reflection,
"and tell it all to master's lawyer, Mr
Olliphant, and hear what he thinks about
it ;" and accordingly she went.

Mr Olliphant had heard the whole of the
circumstances connected with Mr Green's
accusation from Mr Aytoun, when he
waited on that gentleman, to consult about
his case, in Newgate ; and he had enter
tained a suspicion that coincided exactly
with the one Susan had hinted to her
master on the day she had pleaded so

efficiently for her mistress. The notion
of both parties was, that the lady visiter
who was in the parlour when the goods
were left, and who was no other than Mrs
Bloxham, must be the real criminal ; and
Alicia herself, when the idea was suggested
to her, inclined very much to the same

opinion ; for no particular reason, except
that the lady's reputation was not quite
unspotted in the matter of honesty, and
that the character Mr Green had given of
his nephew, put him out of the category.

"All you tell me," said he, when he had
listened to Susan's narrative, " is very
striking indeed ; and it would be a most
desirable thing for poor Mrs Aytoun and
her husband, if we could remove the thing
entirely from her shoulders, by bringing
it home to somebody else ; but I don't
exactly see how we are to proceed, except
we attack him for his attempting to rob
you in the street ; and now that's so long
ago, and there being nothing but your
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 179

uncle will give him will be too strong for
us; and they'll say it's a plot to clear Mrs
Aytoun, and so make her case worse than
it is now. However strong the presump
tions are, you can't swear that the doll's
frock was cut off the same piece of silk ;

nor if it were, that they came by it dis
honestly. Neither can you assert that
he robbed the people at the Foundling ;

though in all probability he was one of

j the gang, from the confusion you saw him
i creating."

" No, I can't," replied Susan. " Besides,

j the thing would be to find some of the
articles upon him."

" Well," said Mr Olliphant, " I'll think
over the business, and see what's best to
be done ; and if I require your assistance,

I'll send you a penny-post letter. What's
your name?"

" Susan Hopley, Sir," she replied.
" Hopley, Hopley," reiterated he. "I've

heard that name before. Hopley ! What
is there connected in my mind with the
name of Hopley?"

Poor Susan's cheeks crimsoned, and if
the lawyer had looked in her face at the
moment, its expression might have re

called what he was seeking to remember;
but he did not. He was making notes in
his memorandum book of her address, and
of what she had told him ; and by the

' time he raised his eyes to dismiss her, she

had recovered from her confusion. " How
hard it is," thought she, as she walked
home, "to be obliged to blush for one's

name, when one has done nothing to dis
grace it !

"

CHAPTER XXXVII.

THE JUSTIFICATION.

On the following day a gentleman pre
sented himself to Susan's friend, the gaoler
at Newgate, and requested an interview
with Abraham Tomkins, who was in for
Mr Green's business.

"Abraham Tomkins," said he, when he

had led the youth away from his com
panions, " I don't know whether it may
be possible for me to convince you that I

speak the truth —but for private reasons of
my own, it is my desire to undertake your
defence in the trial that's about to ensue."

Abraham Tomkins on this announce
ment looked a little incredulous, and very
much puzzled.

" If you are guilty," said Mr Olliphant,
" I can only defend you according to the
technicalities of the law ; taking advan
tage of whatever accidents or obscurities
may be in your favour ; and that I will
promise to do, to the best of my abilities.
If, on the other hand, you are innocent,
I think there is little doubt I can prove
you so ; but the condition of my having
anything to do with the business at all is

,

that you tell me the precise truth. You
must be aware," added he, "that I can
have no ill design against you in seeking
your confidence. Even if I were your
enemy, and sought to entrap you, it would
be useless. I dare say you know that you
will be judged according to the evidence,

and not accordingto anyprivate confession

I might extract from you."
" I know that, Sir," replied Abraham ;

but still looking suspicious.
" And observe," rejoined Mr Olliphant,

" I don't pretend that I am interfering in
this business for your benefit. I do it for
ends of my own, though you will be the

gainer. My object is to ascertain the
truth, which I have a particular interest in
knowing ; and I make it your interest to
tell it me, by engaging to undertake your
defence, to the best of my abilities ; and

you know it is impossible for me to do that
effectually, unless I am acquainted with
the facts."

"Are you a lawyer, Sir?" inquired
Abraham.

" Yes," replied Mr Olliphant, " and it is

for the benefit of a client of mine I am

acting."
" I'd no hand in it

,

Sir," said Abraham.
Mr Olliphant looked sharply in the lad's

face, and he thought he was speaking the

truth.
"I hadn't indeed, Sir," replied the

young man ;

" and I could prove an alibi ;

only the witnesses I have to bring forward
wouldn't be believed."

" You were in bad company, then ?

"

said Mr Olliphant.
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180 SUSAN HOPLEY.

"It warn't very good,'' replied Abra
ham .

" But I may contrive to make their

testimony available," rejoined the lawyer ;
" so tell me where you really were."

" At Isaac Lecky's, the Jew," replied
Abraham.

"You might have been in a better

place, assuredly," returned Mr Olliphant ;

who from this unreserved avowal was the

rather disposed to think the young man
was telling the truth.

" I was there from eight o'clock in the

evening till ten the next morning," added

Abraham; "and I never heard a word of
the business, till Isaac himself told me of
it."

"And does Isaac know who did it?"
inquired Mr Olliphant.

"No, he doesn't," returned the lad.

j
" And yet, may be, he does ; there's no

saying. He swore he didn't ; but he

made me drunk, and kept me there all
night ; and perhaps it was that I mightn't
be able to prove an alibi."

"Is he acquainted with any of the young
men in Mr Green's establishment ?

" in
quired the lawyer.

" Not that I know of," answered
Abraham ;

" but there's no telling who
he's acquainted with."

" Do you think I could get anything
out of Lecky, if I were to go to him ?

"

asked Mr Olliphant.
"If you could make it his interest,"

replied the lad. " But it's more like to
be his interest not to peach, when there's

no|euspicion. He might blow up a wala-
ble hand by it. He'd ask a pretty round
sum before he'd sing, I take it."

" Have you any suspicion yourself who
did it ?

"
inquired the lawyer.

" I can't say I have," replied Abraham.
" Are there none of the young men in

the shop that keep bad company ?
"

" Not one, that I know of," answered
the lad. " Mr Green's the partick'lerest
master as is about his young men. He
turned me off for next to nothing ; and
that it was threw me out of employment ;

else I shouldn't be here on suspicion now."
"I thought you robbed the till?" said

the lawyer.
" The till had been robbed before I

touched a stiver out of it," answered
Abraham ;

" but I just borrowed half-a-
crown to go half-price to the play, and so I
got the credit of taking all that had been

missed."
" Then there 's undoubtedly a thief on

the premises ?
"

said Mr Olliphant.
" That's certain," said Abraham ; "but

he's a close 'un, whoever he is.—Youmight
go to Isaac," added he, after a little con

sideration, "and try him ; he might peach ;

there's never no telling."
" I will," said the lawyer, " and before

the trial you shall see me again."
Mr Olliphant felt no doubt of the lad's

having told him the truth ; and every
thing he had heard tended in his mind to
the confirmation of Susan's suspicion.
There was, as Abraham said, a thief on
the premises,

" and a close 'un," who,
shielded by the confidence reposed in him,
had been committing the most daring
robberies; and every circumstance pointed
to Mr James Hurley as the criminal.

Isaac Lecky, who was a known re

ceiver of stolen goods, and connected with
half the thieves about London, was a man
who nevertheless kept up a tolerable out
side of honesty in his front shop, which
was situated near St Martin's Lane, and
had the appearance of a decent pawn
broker's. No man was more plausible ;

and his character amongst his customers,
who were in the habit of pawning their
Sunday clothes on Monday morning, to
redeem them on Saturday night, was that
of a fair-dealing man. But there was a

certain back-door, opening on an obscure
court, known to customers of another
description, that, had it a tongue to speak
withal, could have told many a curious
tale.

Thither, at all hours of the night, stole

visiters apparently of the most various

grades. Gentlemen, dressed in the very
extreme of the fashion, with large whis
kers or moustaches, shirt-collars that
almost reached their eyes, and gilt chains
round their necks, to which nothing was

appended. Then there were demure-look
ing, silent, and tolerably well-dressed men,
who appeared to belong to no class at all ;

but who did a little business in a quiet
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 181

information. Their grave and respectable

appearance rendered their testimony to the
exemplary virtues of any of their acquaint
ance who happened to be unpleasantly
situated, especially valuable and efficient.
Footmen in shabby worn-out liveries,
whose last place had unfortunately spoiled
their characters ; and now and then, one

in more gorgeous attire, who, like the
golden chrysalis, was in a state of transi
tion. Beggars, sailors, dustmen, chimney
sweepers, were all to be seen in their turns
at Mr Lecky'sback-door, and occasionally,
though less frequently, women. But they
were customers to whom the cautious Jew
gave little encouragement ; as many as

pleased were welcome to his front-door,
but he preferred reserving the more secret

entrance for visiters of harder metal.
Isaac Lecky was a man who looked

like an anasarcous tallow candle— so puffy,
so featureless, so white. As unlike as

possible to Duncan, " who had so much
blood in him," Mr Lecky appeared to
have none at all—his arteries and veins
seemed to be filled with serum. His hair
was of a dirty-looking shade of light
brown ; his eyes gray, small, and piggish,
whilst his diminutive nose, and small

pursed-up mouth were scarcely discernible
between the pair of colourless tumid
cheeks that bordered them. In short,
Mr Lecky, though still calling himself a

Jew, and adhering pretty closely to his
own people, as he professed to consider
them, had so deteriorated from the type
of his ancestors by the frequent alloy of
Christian blood they had grafted into the
stock, that he had lost all the distinguish
ing characteristics of those generally
handsome infidels ; whilst nature, proba
bly thinking that he could make out no
good title to the features of any other sect,
had evaded the difficulty by giving him
an assortment thatwouldhave been unani
mously repudiated by every denomination
whatsoever. His dress, consisting of a

well-brushed, but rather thread-bare black
coat, with drab continuations and gaiters,
had an air of being put on with great
precision ; and the handkerchief round
his neck, which considering the region
wherein he dwelt, showed a paler tinge of
yellow than might have been expected,

was folded over his breast with particular
neatness, and attached to his shirt by a

paste pin, that many of his front-door
customers venerated as a real diamond.

When Mr Olliphant stept into the shop,
Isaac, who was standing behind his
counter sorting his tickets, cast upon him
a glance of curiosity ; for the well-attired,
well-fed, cheerful-looking lawyer, had by
no means the air of a person likely to
have dealings with the pawnbroker.

"You're Isaac Lecky, I persume?"
said Mr Olliphant.

" The same, Sir, at your service,"
replied Isaac.

"Mr Lecky," continued the lawyer,
"I've a little business with you of a

private nature ; but I should like to be

out of the way of interruption whilst we

talk it over. But perhaps you've nobody
to take care of your shop."

" Oh yes, Sir," answered Lecky, "I can

get my daughter to do that for me ;
" and

on his opening a door and calling " Jessy,"
a handsome girl of about eighteen or

twenty, with features of so decidedly
Jewish a type, that it was impossible to

look at her without entertaining the most
painful doubts respecting the prudence of
the late Mrs Lecky, descended from an
upstairs apartment, and, in spite of her

green silk dress, and large gold ear-rings,
unhesitatingly placed herself behind the
counter.

" This way if you please, Sir," said Mr
Lecky bowing, and with a very demure

aspect preceding Mr Olliphant into the
small parlour that was behind the shop,

and from which it was separated by a

glass-door ; a view through which he

ensured for himself by the seat he select

ed, after presenting one to his visiter.
As soon as he was seated, he placed his

hands between his knees, which he closed

firmly on them to hold them fast, as if it
were necessary in the presence of good

company to suppress any evil habits they
might have acquired, or restrain their pro
pensity for picking and stealing ; and then
with his body bent forwards, his mouth

pursed into its smallest dimensions, and
his small gray eyes inclined to the earth,
but still catching ever and anon a glance
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182 SUSAN HOPLEY.

silently till that gentleman should be

pleased to open his communication.
This was not instantly ; for the lawyer,

though well acquainted with Isaac Lecky's

reputation, had never seen him before ;

and he could not help surveying with
some curiosity and interest the strange
blank face he had before him, so unlike
what he had expected ; and he had also

to consider what was the most likely way
of gaininghis point withoutdoingmischief ;

for he did not wish to betray his own

suspicion of Hurley, unless he were pretty
sure of Isaac's cooperation, as such a

disclosure might only serve to put the
other on his guard.

"The fact is," said Mr Olliphant, "to
come to the point at once —you have it
in your power to do me a service, Mr
Lecky—whether you will be willing to

oblige me, remains to be seen."

Mr Lecky bent his person slightly for
ward, but it was a cautious bend that
took care not to promise too much.

" The case is this. There is a young
lad in trouble about a robbery, with which
I happen to know he had no concern. For
reasons it is not necessary to explain, a

client of mine is deeply interested in the
fate of the boy, and has committed the

charge of his defence to my management.
—You know the lad I mean, of course?"

Mr Lecky, however, called up an un
conscious look.

"Abraham Tomkins," said Mr Olli
phant, and paused for an observation from
the other side ; but Isaac preserved his
attitude and his silence.

" Now, as I know, as you do also, Mr
Lecky, that the young man is innocent,
I am desirous of doing the best I can in
the business, and I want you to assist me.

Have you any objection?"
"None, Sir, no objection whatever,"

replied Mr Lecky; "but what can / do?"
" In the first place, you know the boy

was here on the night the robbery was
committed, from eight at night till ten
the next morning."

" Was he, Sir?" said Mr Lecky, "that's
more than I know, I'm sure ; but I don't
say he wasn't ; for it's a thing I'm not
likely to keep in my mind so long ; the
human faculties being so imperfect."

" He most assuredly was," returned Mr
Olliphant, nodding his head significantly,
as if he knew more than he avowed ;
" that I have found the means of ascer

taining —to my own satisfaction, at least.

But I own I'm not so clear of being able
to satisfy the jury on that point, unless
you'll give me your assistance."

" What can / do, Sir ?" said Mr Lecky,
again ;

" I'm sure I couldn't take upon
myself to swear to such a thing. It's at
least three months ago now, since it hap
pened ; and I couldn't charge my memory
with what took place on any particular
night. I've so many people coming here,

backwards and forwards, that I couldn't
undertake to say the next week, let alone
months, on what night I saw them. It's
not possible, Sir. You must see that your
self—the human faculties being so imper
fect, Sir ; that of memory in pertick'lar ;

and since the late Mrs Lecky's death, I
can't say mine has ever been what it was
afore."

"That's to be regretted," gravely an
swered Mr Olliphant. " However, there
are circumstances whichdon't easilyescape
the most treacherous memory ; and as you
first informed the lad of the robbery your
self, the morning after it was committed,
you must have been perfectly aware at
the time that he was not the thief. Now
though the exact date might escape you,
I should think that circumstance could
not."

" Lord, Sir," replied the Jew, " you
forget that I may have mentioned the
same thing to twenty people, at least,
within an hour after I heard of it myself.
It was natural I should speak of it to
whoever I saw, a thing like that—that
was making a noise. I couldn't pretend,
I'm sure, to say who I mentioned it to,
and who I didn't."

" Then you really can't give me any
information on the subject?" said Mr
Olliphant.

" None whatever, Sir," said Isaac. " I
wish I could, I'm sure. But the human

memory, as I observed before—"

"I'd give anybody fifty pounds that
would put me in the way of finding out
the truth," said Mr Olliphant, taking up
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

than addressing Isaac ; and so saying he

arose to take his leave.

"Cash down, Sir?" said Mr Lecky,
without changing his attitude, or moving
a muscle of his countenance.

" Cash down," replied the lawyer.
" And nobody know where you got your

information ?" said the Jew. "All close ?"
" All close," said the lawyer.
"Sit down, Sir, if you please," said

Isaac.
Affairs had reached this crisis, when,

through the glass-door, a woman with a

parcel in her hand was seen to enter the
shop.

"Excuse me a moment, Sir," said the

pawnbroker, "but my daughter's not used

to the shop ; I must just step and see what
that person wants ;" and he arose and quit
ted the room, closing the glass-door after
him.

He had scarcely done so, when Mr
Olliphant heard some one knocking with
their knuckles at the back door, which
was immediately beyond the room he

was sitting in, and only separated from
it by a very narrow passage. The sum
mons not being answered, it was repeated

more impatiently ; upon which the lawyer
arose, and opening the door of the room,
looked out.

" Why the devil don't you open the
door?" said a voice without. "Don't
you know the bell's broke?" And Mr
Olliphant, who had no objection to being
a little initiated into the mysteries of
Isaac's establishment, obeyed the sum
mons ; and by drawing back a couple of
strong bolts, and turning a heavy key,
gave admission to the stranger.

" What the h— do you keep one so long
at the door for ?" said a man, entering ab

ruptly. " I tugged at the bell last night
till I broke it." But having by this time
reached the room, where it was lighter,
he perceived that he was addressing his
objurgations to a stranger. " I beg your
pardon," said he ; looking surprised at the
sort of person in whose company he so

unexpectedly found himself.
He was rather a genteel-looking young

man, about five or six and twenty ; wear
ing a blue coat, gray trowsers, and spotted
waistcoat ; and on finding that it was not

183

Isaac who had admitted him, he stood in
the middle of the room, as if uncertain
what to do.

But before there was time for further
explanation, the glass-door opened, and
the Jew himself returned, with an apology
in his mouth for detaining his visiter ; but
on perceiving the new comer, the words
were arrested on his lips. He looked at

one, and at the other, and at the door of
the room which Mr Olliphant had shut
after letting in the stranger ; and seemed

to think that the person he saw before

him, was either but the semblance of a

man, or must have ascended through the
floor.

"I wanted to speak to you particularly,"
began the young man.

" Mr John Brown," said Isaac, hastily
interrupting him as he was about to speak,
"I'm at this moment particularly engaged.
Call to-night, to-morrow, next night —
there's no use fixing a time."

" But I must speak to you," said the
young man. " I was here last night
tugging at the bell for an hour. I sup
pose you were out."

" I was," replied the Jew. " It was a

festival ; and I and my daughter supped
from home. But my dear Sir, Mr Brown,
as I observed before, I'm particularly en

gaged —some other time—some other time
—"

and he urged the stranger towards
the door.

" I must speak one word to you," said

the young man, keeping fast hold of Isaac

by the breast of his coat ; and they van
ished from the room together and closed

the door.

The conference was not long, and having
dismissed his visiter, Mr Lecky returned,

casting up his eye as he entered to the

broken wire of the bell, which he appeared

not to have before known was disabled.
" Now," said Mr Olliphant, getting im

patient to settle his business with the Jew,
and be gone —"as we had agreed, fifty
pounds—cash down—and nobody know
who gave the information."

" I'm sure, Sir," said Mr Lecky, resum

ing his former attitude, "if it had been

in my power, I should have been most

happy. But as I said before, the human
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184 SUSAN HOPLEY.

of memory, that it's not possible to re

member the particulars of a thing that

happened so long since."
" But my good Mr Lecky," srdd Mr

Olliphant, smiling —" we had got over that

stage of the business some time ago ; and
had advanced far into the next. You
know, when you were called away, you
had just agreed to give me the information
I want, upon the above-named conditions.
Cash down, and all close."

"I, Sir!" exclaimed Mr Lecky with

apparent astonishment. " Not I, Sir.
How could I agree to tell what I don't
know ? I'm sure, Sir, I know no more
about the business than the babe unborn."

Mr Olliphant began to suspect that the
Jew's memory really was in some degree

defective ; for that he had been on the

point of communicating the secret when
he left the room, he could scarcely doubt.
So he renewed his offer, and described his

object more explicitly ; but by no effort
could he bring Isaac Lecky up to the point
he had got him to before. There certainly

appeared to exist some strange hiatus in his
faculties ; and the lawyer finally quitted
the house, uncertain whether the Jew
had altered his mind, or whether he had
mistaken his intentions ; and having only
gained one step by his motion, which was
a more confirmed belief in Abraham Tom-
kins's innocence.

It wanted now but two days to the trial ;

and in order to fulfil his promise to Abra
ham, he put his case into the hands of a

barrister of his acquaintance, with a re

quest that he'd do what he could for him ;

and he desired Susan to be in attendance,

in case anything should occur to make
her testimony desirable. " But I fear,"
he said, " there's nothing to be done. Mr
James Hurley is

, I dare say, what you
take him to be ; but we have nothing but

your suspicions to advance, and can show
no sort of grounds foran accusation. How
ever, he'll dish himself in time, no doubt ;

and then the truth about Mrs Aytoun's
business, if he'd any hand in it

,

may per
haps come out."

When Abraham Tomkins learned that
the Jew refused to remember that he had

passed the night of the robbery at his
house, he said, " Then he's been concerned

in the business; or at any rate knows who
was ; and that was what he kept me there
for, and made me drunk."

The circumstantial evidence against
Abraham Tomkins produced on the trial,
was but slight ; but the presumption
against him was very strong.

He had been, for some time, suspected
of keeping bad company ; articles of value
were frequently missing from the shop, in
a way nobody could account for, and the
till had been repeatedly robbed, to a

greater or less amount. At length, he

was detected in abstracting half-a-crown,
and consequently pronounced guilty of all
the other defalcations ; but nothing was
found on him. However, he lost his place
and his character, and had been heard to

say, " that as Mr Green had taken the
bread out of his mouth, he would make
him pay for it." A maid-servant of Mr
Green's also asserted, that he had been

tampering with her to let him visit her of
an evening, and that she had told her
master she was sure Abraham Tomkins
had some bad design; and that if any
robbery were committed she should know
who did it.

One of the first witnesses called was Mr
Green himself, but the court was informed
that being dangerously ill of a fever, he

was unable to attend ; but that his nephew,
who was his book-keeper and foreman,
and knew more of the business than he

did himself, was in court, and ready to
appear for him.

Mr Edward Green was therefore called
into the witness-box, and toMr Olliphant's
astonishment, the young man whom he had
himself admitted through Isaac Lecky's
back-door, only two days previously, an
swered to the summons. " Mr John
Brown !

" said he to himself, " Mr John
Brown, then, turns out to be Mr Edward
Green !

"
" Here's a bit of paper for you, Mr

Olliphant," said a man, tapping him on

the shoulder —" a woman gived it me that's

waiting outside."
It was a request from Susan that he

would come and speak to her.
" That's him, Sir," said she, "just gone

in."
"Which do you mean?" inquired he.
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 185

" The last witness they fetched in, Sir,"
said Susan. " That's Mr James Hurley."

" You're certain ?
"

inquired Mr Olli-
phant.

"
Quite positive, Sir," said Susan.

"Did he see you?" inquired the lawyer.
" No," replied Susan ;

" I took care he

shouldn't ; and that's why I wouldn't send

in to you before."
" It's all right," said the lawyer. " I

think we have him now."
And they had : presently afterwards

when the counsel for Abraham Tomkins
was called upon for the defence, his first
step was to demand that the late witness,
Mr Edward Green, alias James Hurley,
alias John Brown, should be taken into
custody ; and a warrant of search imme
diately granted.

In a lodging near the Haymarket, dwelt
the lady who went by the name of Mrs
James Hurley, and the little girl that
Susan had seen at Brighton ; and there
was discovered quite enough to establish
Mr Edward Green as the delinquent, not
only with respect to the affair immedi
ately under investigation, but in several
others ; especially, the robbery lately
committed at the Foundling. The doll's
frock, the remnants of a bonnet splashed
with sea water, and a spencer still in
tolerably good repair, were also found, and
sworn to by Mr Green and his shopmen,
to be cut from the identical piece of silk
that had been sent to Mrs Aytoun.

Finally, she was triumphantly vindi
cated by the criminal's confession ; and
Mr Aytoun had the consolation of feeling,
that however much he had to lament the

consequences of his own precipitation, not
the faintest cloud remained to obscure the
brightness of his wife's reputation.

" It's plain enough," said the lawyer to
Mr Aytoun, when on that gentleman's
return they discussed these strange events
—" it's plain enough what it was that
confounded the worthy Isaac's human
faculties. By the by," added he, " that's
a capital girl, that servant of yours —
Hopley, Hopley —I always forget to ask
her where she came from."

CHAPTER XXXVni.

a glance into the interior of don querubin
de la Rosa's domestic establishment.

" Look at that beautiful woman," said

the Marquis de la Rosa to his wife, as

they were seated in a box at the Theatre
Francais ;

" I think she is an English
woman."

" What is it to you if she is?" answered
the marchioness.

" One is never tired of admiring beauty,"
replied the marquis, appropriating the
compliment to his lady by a bow.

" Content yourself with what you have,"
returned she, sharply. " It's more than
your due."

" My dear Dorothee," replied the mar

quis, " that is not a pleasant way of

speaking."
" I have a right to speak as I like," re

turned the marchioness.
" Not to me," answerecL-the marquis ;

" neither do I merit such ungracious ob

servations. Do I not comply with your
desires in everything ? What can I

fin
more s

"Leave me alone," replied the lady,
turning her white shoulder to the marquis,
and her face to the stage.

The advantage of this arrangement was,

that Don Querubin could indulge himself
with the contemplation of the English
beauty as much as he pleased. The ob

ject of his admiration was not only young,
and extremely beautiful, but she was also

splendidly attired. Nor was elegance

sacrificed to splendour ; brilliant as were

the jewels she wore, the graceful form of
her white satin robe, and the inimitable
fall of the rich scarf that was thrown over
her shoulders, were not less attractive.

The power of her beauty was perhaps
rather enhanced than diminished by an
air of languor, almost amounting to mel

ancholy, that shaded her lovely features.

During the early part of the evening, she

was alone in her box ; and she sat in one

corner of it
,

with her white arm, round

which was entwined a jewelled bracelet,
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186 SUSAN HOPLEY.

hereyes fixed on the scene, where a tragedy
of Racine's was representing, which seemed

wholly to absorb her attention. Many
an admiring gaze was fixed upon her; and
as the lenders of opera-glasses passed be

tween the rows of the pit, crying " Who
wants a spy-glass?" many more were

borrowed for the purpose of being directed
at her, than at Ma'mselle Duchesnois.
But she appeared either unconscious of, or
indifferent to the admiration she excited ;

till, later in the evening, a very elegant

man, apparently of the highest fashion,
entered the box, and took his seat beside

her ; after which some others joined them ;

and she occasionally took a part in the
conversation, though still preserving the
same air of languor and indifference.

" Criquet," said the marquis, when he

found an opportunity of confiding to his
faithful valet the impression made upon
him by the lovely stranger ;

" she is
adorable."

" I don't doubt it," replied Criquet.
"And between you and I, Criquet, I

think she looked at me."
" It is possible, certainly," answered

Criquet.
" We must find out who she is," con

tinued the marquis.
" That will not be difficult," returned

Criquet.
" By no means," rejoined the marquis ;

" since I am satisfied she is a person of
the first distinction."

" And when we have discovered who
she is," said Criquet, "what then?"

" We'll procure an introduction, Cri
quet. Being a marquis, she cannot re

fuse."
"And the marchioness?" said Criquet,

raising his eyebrows, and folding in his
lips.

" Ah !
" said Don Querubin, slightly

shrugging his shoulders.
" She'll stand no gammon," observed

Criquet.
" That's true," replied Don Querubin,

with a considerable elongation of visage.
" I thought to have contented her by
bringing her to Paris—but alas !

"

" You thought to have contented her!"
cried Criquet, with an air of astonishment.

" No doubt," replied the marquis ;

" wasn't it what she was always urging
me to do?"

" There is no denying that," returned

Criquet ;—" but you know—"

" I know what ?" said Don Querubin.
" There are some people in the world

that are never contented," observed Cri- '

quet.
" That's true again," answered the mar-

'

quis. " But you must admit, Criquet,
that she's very handsome?"

" Oh ! no doubt of that," replied Cri
quet.

" Beautiful as an angel," added the

marquis.
" Hem !

"
said Criquet ;

" I never saw
one."

" But to return to the beautiful stranger
—"

said Don Querubin.
" A more interesting subject, certainly,"

observed Criquet.
" We must find out who she is

,

and
then procure an introduction."

" Those are two different things," re

marked Criquet. "With respect to the
first, I undertake it."

" About it
,

then," said the marquis ;

" we have no time to lose."
" That's as true as gunpowder," replied

Criquet, as he left the room.
" Monsieur," said Madame de la Rosa,

flinging into the marquis's dressing-room,
shortly afterwards, " that servant of yours

is detestable."
"How?" said the marquis; "is it Cri

quet?"
"Certainly," replied she ; "his assurance

is insupportable."
" But, my love," said Don Querubin, in

a tone of expostulation.
" Hold your tongue !

" said the mar
chioness ; "and don't defend him."

" I dont defend him," returned the mar

quis, " if he is wrong."
"Wrong !" ejaculated the marchioness ;

" of course he's wrong ; but you, you'll
never admit it."

"But what's the matter now?" inquired
the marquis.

"It is," said the marchioness, "that I

desire to have my carriage drawn by six
horses at Longchamp, and he says it's

impossible."
"He is quite right," replied the marquis.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" I knew you'd say so !
"

exclaimed the

lady.
" I only say what is true," rejoined Don

Querubin ;
" the thing's impossible."

" Possible or impossible," replied the
marchioness ;

" I'll have them."
"But, my dear," rejoined Don Querubin,

"it cannot be. No carriages will have
six horses but those of the royal family.
Others must content themselves with
four."

"I shall have six," rejoined the mar
chioness.

" You'll be turned back," answered Don

Querubin ;
" you'll not be permitted to

advance."
"But I will advance, though," answered

the marchioness.
" But my lovely Dorothee !

"
said the

marquis ;
" listen."

"I will not listen," replied the lady.
" I know very well that you and Criquet
combine to impose upon me ; but you'll
not find it so easy as you imagine."

" I never thought it easy," answered
Don Querubin. "I have a better opinion
of your understanding."

"I dare say !
"

returned the marchioness,
with a contemptuous curl of the lip." But with respect to the horses —" re

joined the marquis.
" I shall have them," interrupted the

lady ; and she flung out of the room, as

she had flung into it.
"Ah, Heavens ! Criquet," exclaimed the

marquis, when he was next alone with his
faithful valet ;

" I am in despair !
"

"What's the matter!" inquired Cri
quet.

" I shall be insulted —my carriage will
be turned back—she insists on appearing
with six horses at Longchamp !

"
" Give yourself no uneasiness on that

score," replied Criquet, with inimitable
composure ;

" I have just been to the

livery stables —they'll tell her they're not
to be had."

" That's well," said Don Querubin,
greatly relieved. "It's to be regretted,
Criquet, that she is not more reasonable

on certain points."
" Doubtless," replied Criquet.
" Because really, at bottom, she is a

good woman,"

" That may be the case," answered Cri
quet.

"I am sure of it," rejoined the mar

quis.
" I am glad of it," replied Criquet.
" And I am convinced of her attachment

to me," continued Don Querubin." That is certainly satisfactory," an
swered Criquet.

" Though, it must be granted that her

temper is not always perfect," added the

marquis.
" That is a fact which admits of no con

tradiction," replied Criquet.
" But, come," said Don Querubin, recall

ing his spirits, and shaking himself free

of the marchioness ;
" what news have

you learnt of the fair stranger?"
"Ah, by the by !

" said Criquet, "
thereby

hangs a tale."
" What is her name ?

"
inquired the

marquis.
" First," said Criquet, " what was the

name of the lovely Englishwoman —the
beautiful girl that rascal Gaveston was to
send you, and who never arrived?"

" Ah !
" answered Don Querubin, with

an involuntary sigh ;
" which was the

cause of our marriage ; for I believe if
Mademoiselle Dorothee had not been in
cited by jealousy, that we should not have

obtained the avowal of her attachment."
"That is extremely possible," replied

Criquet.
" We might even never have known it

,
Criquet."

"I am disposed to think we never

should," answered Criquet. "But to

return to the beautiful Englishwoman —
what was her name ?

"

"Ah," said Don Querubin, let us see!"

and he took out his tablets to search for
the name —" here it is

,

here it is
,

Made
moiselle Amabel Jons !

"
" Then it's herself !

" cried Criquet,
hitting the table with his fist.

" How ?

" exclaimed the marquis.
" I tell you it's her," answered Criquet

—"her very self — Ma'm'selle Amabel
Jean ! I have heard her whole history
fromMadameCoulinhere below; andfrom
Truchet the tailor. She lodged, on her
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188 SUSAN HOPLEY.

Don Querubin, falling back in a senti
mental attitude.

"Listen," continued Criquet. "It was

exactly at the very period we expected

her at Bordeaux, that she appeared

here under the guardianship of a man
that called himself her uncle—But he

was a sharper—a black-leg. He called
himself Colonel Jean or Jons —lodged here

for a month —got clothes for himself and
for her—was visited by the young men

of the highest fashion, who swarmed
about her like bees round a honey-pot :

they say she was a simple creature—
knowing nothing of the world —credulous
asachild. At theexpiration of the month,

they went away one evening in the car

riage of the Due de Rochechouart —she

was seen no more for some time. At length,
after several months, she returned as the

Due de Rochechouart's mistress. But
the report is

,

that she was deceived by a

false marriage, in which that old villain
Dillon, the Duke's servant, officiated as

priest ; and we know how probable
that is

,

since it was the office they did me

the honour to design for me."
" Just Heaven !" cried Don Querubin,

lifting up his hands ;

" what villany
there is in this world !"

"You may well say that," answered
Criquet.

" But does she still live with the duke ?

"

inquired the marquis.
" Still," answered Criquet. " What

could she do ?—she had no means of
subsistence — her hopes of making an

advantageous marriage were annihilated.
Besides, they say the Due is very much
attached to her—that she is the first
woman that has fixed him."

" What a history I" exclaimed Don

Querubin. "Do you know, Criquet, I

must see her— I must indeed."
" I don't object," answered Criquet.

" But we must look about for an intro
duction."

" I have rather a mind to write," said the
marquis, "and tell her who I am ; proba
bly she'll not refuse me an interview, which

I shall solicit in the most respectful terms."
" It's not amiss ;

" said Criquet ;

" write,
and I'll endeavour to deliver it into her
own hands."

" Good," replied Don Querubin.
" Give

me my portfolio at once, Criquet, that I

may compose something suitable to the
occasion. Now let us see, how shall we

begin ?

"

" Madame, —There was a time when I

had hoped to have been invested with the

privilege of addressing you by a dearer

title—[that will doubtless awaken her
curiosity, and she'll cast her beautiful

eyes to the bottom of the page, to ascertain
the signature] —but some adverse destiny,
which I am unable to comprehend, dis

appointed my expectations, and plunged
me into eternal despair.

"For the purpose of augmenting my
agonies, the cruel fates have decreed that

I should not remain ignorant of the
charms that I once hoped would have

completed my bliss, and rewarded the
most faithful and devoted of lovers. I

was doomed to behold them, for the first
time, last night, at the Theatre Francais ;

and having ascertained by my inquiries,
at least by Criquet's, which is the same

thing —[Exactly, remarked Criquet,] —
that the possession of so much beauty is

no other than the lovely Englishwoman

I had hoped to lead from the altar as

Madame la Marquise de la Rosa y Saveta,

I venture to petition for the honour of being
permitted to throw myself at your feet, in
order that I may have an opportunity of

expressing my despair, and at the same

time, the unceasing adoration with which

I shall remain,
" Madame,

" The most humble and devoted
" of your admirers,

"Don Querubin, Marquis de la
" Rosa v Saveta."

" It's perfect," said Criquet.
" You like it ?

"
said Querubin, with a

gratified air.
" Nothing can be better," replied Cri

quet,
" I shall wait upon her without

delay. But take care, —not a word to my
lady."

" No, no," said the marquis —" that
poor little heart of hers would burst with

jealousy."
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 189

CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE FOUNDATIONS OF THE WICKED BEGIN TO

TREMBLE.

Criquet, who by the way thought himself
quite as much injured as his master, by
the adverse fortune which had somehow

or other turned the fair Englishwoman's
steps in the wrong direction, and thrown
them both under the tyrannical dominion
of the imperious Dorothee, charged with
Don Querubin's missive, proceeded to the
hotel of the Due de Rochechouart, and

requested the honour of delivering a

letter into the hands of Madame Amabel
Jons; and no difficulties being cast in the
way of his admission, he was speedily
introduced into an elegant boudoir, and
found himself in the presence of its lovely
inhabitant.

The hangings of the room were of pale
blue satin, ornamented with a rich gold
fringe ; and the chairs and ottomans were
covered with the same material. The

panels of the walls, and of the doors, were

adorned with beautifully executed ara

besques, and finished with superb gold
mountings ; the carpet was of velvet ;

the tables of the most curious inlaid woods;
the slabs of the finest marble, supported
by richly gilt figures of cupids, and bear
ing vases of the most delicate china, filled
with rare flowers. A splended or-molu
clock was on the mantel-piece ; and a

variety of equally splendid nothings scat

tered about the room. Books and music

lay on the table ; and beside them a

guitar, on which the lady appeared to

have been playing. Her own dress was
in a style of simple, but refined elegance ;

and her excessive beauty appeared, to
the curious eye of the valet, fully worthy
of the splendour by which she was sur
rounded.

Supposed to have considerable influence
over the duke, and by his liberality
towards her having the command of a

great deal of money, she was accustomed

to receive many visits and applications, of
one sort or the other—petitions for her
interest, her patronage, or her charity;

and she therefore received Criquet and

opened the letter he brought without the

slightest curiosity or emotion . But as she

perused Don Querubin's epistle, the coloui
mounted to her fair cheeks : and as she

finished it
,

there was some confusion in
her manner, when she said :

" I have not
the honour of knowing the Marquis de la
Rosa."

" That, Madame," answered Criquet,
" is our misfortune ; and it is in the hope
of in some degree repairing it

,

that I have
done myself the honour of waiting on you.
My master Don Querubin, earnestly
solicits the honour of throwing himself at

your feet, as the only consolation that now
remains to him."

"I scarcely know," replied the lady,
" what purpose can be answered by such
an introduction ; but if the marquis
desires it

, I have no objection to receive

him. If he will present himself here to
morrow at this hour, he will find me at
home."

It is possible that Criquet's mission
might not have been so successful, but the
lady's curiosity pleaded powerfully in
his favour. She could not help desiring
to see the man who was willing to have
raised her to the rank she had so much
desired, and to have an opportunity of

comparing what she had gained with what
she had lost ; and certainly when the
figure of Don Querubin presented itself
to her eyes, it required either an excess

of virtue, or of ambition, to regret the
exchange she had made in becoming the
mistress of the elegant and accomplished
Rochechouart, rather than the wife of
the honourable, but extremely ugly old
Spaniard.

The marquis, who considered her not

only a most lovely, but from what Cri
quet had related to him, a most injured
woman, approached her with as much
deference as if she had been a goddess ;

and he would have literally thrown him
self at her feet, as he had threatened in
his letter, but that Criquet not being at
hand to help him, he somewhat distrusted
his own alacrity in rising again ; so he

contented himself with raising her fair
hand to his lips, and bowing to the ground.
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j 190 SUSAN HOPLEY.

you the most disappointed of men ; and
whatever regret I may have hitherto felt,
its poignancy will be from this moment
tenfold augmented. You are doubtless

acquainted with the hopes I was led to

entertain, and which for some months I
refused to resign."

" Your disappointment, Sir," said the

lady, " did not originate with me ; or, at

least, if it did do so in any degree, it was

only my excessive inexperience that was
in fault. I was conducted to Paris,
while I thought I was on my way to

Bordeaux ; and after my arrival here,

circumstances occurred which changed all
my prospects. The person to whom I
was intrusted took advantage of my ig
norance of the world, and I had no means

of extricating myself from his toils."
" I have heard something, Madam, "

replied the marquis, "of an odious imposi
tion being practised upon you ; and, from
a circumstance known only to me and

Criquet my valet, I am too much disposed
to believe the report well founded ; and I
have requested the honour of this inter
view, Madam, not only that I might enjoy
the privilege of contemplating your divine
beauty, which I had once hoped to call
my own, but also to offer myself as an
avenger of the wrongs you have received.
I here lay my sword at your feet ; and I
shall never consider myself worthy of
wearing it again, unless you'll permit me

to draw it in your cause."
"You are very good, Sir," replied

Madame Amabel calmly ;
" but it is much

too late to think of avenging my wrongs,
whatever they may have been. I don't
deny that I was deceived ; but my own
foolish ambition aided the deception ; and
though the person to whom I was intrusted

betrayed me, he was a villain, unworthy
the sword of an honourable man. Added
to which, even were it desirable, I could
not tell you where to find him. After he

had received the price of his villany, he

disappeared, and I have never seen him
since."

"And is there no other person, Madam,"
inquired Don Querubin, "who merits your
reproaches ?

"

"None, Sir," replied the lady. "At
least, whatever resentment I may have

entertained against any one else, has long
since expired. The truth is

, Sir, as you
seem interested in my fate, that for nearly
three months I believed myself the wife
of the Due de Rochechouart ; and when,
at the end of that time, I discovered the
deception that had been practised upon
me, I had become too much attached to
him to desire to part. I married him from
ambition, but I live with him because I

love him. He leaves me nothing to wish
for, but his name, that it's in his power to
bestow ; and that, now that I know the
world better, I am aware I ought never
to have aspired to. I don't deny that I

am disappointed, and that my situation is

not what I would have chosen ; but it can
never be mended now, neither do I desire
to change it. It is

,

therefore, useless to
speak more on the subject. Do you still
correspond with Mr Gaveston, Sir ?

"
she

added. " Do you know if he is married?"
" The rascal !

"
replied Don Querubin,

clenching his teeth ;

" the scoundrel ! to
betray such an angel. / correspond with
him ! Never ! But he is married, I learn
from Monsieur Raoul. He married the
daughter of his principal—the poor man
that was murdered."

" Murdered !

" cried Madame Amabel.
Was Mr Wentworth murdered ? By
whom ?

"
" By his servant, I heard," replied the

marquis ;

" but I never learnt the parti- 1

culars ; it was somewhere on the road,
when he was travelling, I think."

" And how long is it since this happen
ed ?

"
inquired the lady. "Is it lately 1

"
" Oh no !

" returned the marquis. " Let
me see ; we heard of it in Bordeaux, about
the time I was looking for your arrival.

I remember I had sent Criquet in to make
inquiries at the Quay, and at the coach-
office, for I didn't know which way
you proposed to travel ; and there he saw
Monsieur Raoul, who mentioned that
he had just got a letter from Monsieur
Simpson, to say his principal was dead."

" And that he was murdered ?

" said
Madame Amabel.

" Assuredly," replied Don Querubin." I should like to hear the particulars,"
said the lady. " Can't you recall them?"
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

perhaps Criquet may recollect ; he is in
the ante-room, if you'll permit me to call
him in and question him ?

"
" Pray do," said Madame Amabel ; and

Criquet was summoned.
"Oh, yes," said he, on being interro

gated.
" I remember very well what Mr

Raoul told me. He was travelling, the
poor gentleman, returning from the sea

to his own house, and he was murdered
at an inn on the road, by his own foot
man ?

"
" By his own footman !

"
exclaimed

Madame Amabel ;" did you hear his name ?
"

" If I did I have forgotten it," replied
Criquet ;

" the English names are diffi
cult."

"But are you sure it was about the
time you were expecting my arrival at
Bordeaux ?

"

"
Quite sure," said Criquet. " It was

to inquire for your ladyship that I went
to Bordeaux, by the marquis's orders ;

and I called at Monsieur Raoul's, to ask
if there were any letters, and it was then
he told me of it. He had just received
the news."

" And it had just happened, had it ?
"

inquired Madame Amabel. " Then it must
have been after Mr Gaveston's marriage?"

" No, no," replied Criquet ; it had hap
pened some time before, I think ; and for
that villain, Gaveston, he was not married
till some time afterwards. We had him
in Bordeaux after the old gentleman's
death ; but he was not married then."

" It's very singular," said Madame
Amabel. " I wish you could tell me
more about it. Was the footman taken?"

" Oh no," answered Criquet. " I re

member now—he was not taken, and it
was for love he did it. Gaveston himself
told Monsieur Raoul so, when he came
to Bordeaux —for, for our parts," added

Criquet, looking at Don Querubin, " we
never spoke to him."

" The wretch !" exclaimed the marquis ;" never shall he set his foot within the
Chateau de la Rosa."

" But go on," said Madame Amabel ;" and tell me all you can remember—you
say he did it for love ?

"
" Ay," answered Criquet ;

" so said
Gaveston. It appeared that he was in

191

love with one of the servants of the house
—a very handsome girl, but she was a bad

one, and she would not have him because

he'd no money. So he robbed the poor
old man, and murdered him, and they
both went off together."

" What ! the footman and the dairy
maid ?

" exclaimed Madame Amabel.
" I can't say whether she was the dairy

maid," answered Criquet ;
" but I know it

was one of the servants of the house, and
that they both disappeared after the mur
der, and had not been heard of since."

" Heavens and earth !
"

exclaimed Ma
dame Amabel. "And it was Gaveston
who told this story ?

"
" It was himself," replied Criquet. "I

didn't hear him, because, as I said before,
we don't speak to him ; but I had it from
Mr Raoul, to whom he related the parti
culars."

" Gracious heavens !
"

again exclaimed
the lady.

" But he's a scoundrel that Gaveston,"
added Criquet, observing that for some

reason or other she was very much affected

by the intelligence ;
" he's not to be be

lieved. Perhaps there's not a word of
truth in the story."

"The fact of the murder cannot be

doubted," said the marquis, "because the

news came from Mr Simpson, who is an
honest man."

" But why do you doubt Mr Gaveston's
word?" inquired Madame Amabel ; "have

you any particular reason for doing so?"
" Because he's a villain," answered

Criquet.
" It's too true," rejoined the marquis ;

" read that letter, and you'll be convinced
of it ; and he handed her Gaveston's letter,
which he had brought with him.

" Good heavens !
"

once more exclaimed
Amabel, who seemed quite overwhelmed
with these discoveries. " What could be

his motive ?
"

" We never could conceive his motive,
Madam," replied the marquis, " to tell you
the truth. Could we, Criquet ?

"

" Never," answered Criquet. " Had it
not been for that infamous clause at the

termination of the letter, we should have

supposed that you were some young lady,
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192 SUSAN HOPLEY.

he wished to obtain an advantageous set

tlement ; and that he had proposed the

alliance from knowing my lord the mar

quis's predilection for the ladies of your
country."

" It was so I understood it," returned
Madame Amabel. " The fact is

, Mr Ga-
veston desired to make love to me on his
own account ; but, aware that he was

engaged to Miss Wentworth, I wouldn't
listen to him. He then pretended to be

my friend, and told me that he was ac-

i quainted with a nobleman at Bordeaux,
who had commissioned him to look out
for an English wife for him, and that he

would send me there, only that I must
mention to nobody where I was going ;
and he himself arranged everything secret

ly for my journey."
" It is quite true that I had said to him

that I wished he would find me a beaut

i ful English bride," returned the marquis.
" But it was a villanous thing of him to

propose a false marriage, and I cannot
conceive his motive for doing it."

j

" I think I can," said Madame Amabel.
" He thought that my ambition would
inspire me with a desire to visit England
as a marchioness. I remember hinting
something of the sort, for I was very vain,
and as silly as a child ; and he wished to
put that out of my power. But are you
sure he married Miss Wentworth ?

"
" He married the daughter of the mur

dered gentleman, beyond a doubt," replied
Don Querubin ; "since which, he no longer
takes an active part in the business. The

correspondence of the firm is carried on
through Mr Simpson."

" That was the clerk, I think ?

"
said

Madame Amabel.
" He was," replied the marquis ;

" but
he is now a partner."

" I should be happy to have his address,"
said the lady, " if you could give it me."

" I can procure it from Mr Raoul," re

plied the marquis. And he and Criquet
took their leave, charmed with Madame
Amabel, and with permission to repeat
their visit.

CHAPTER XL.

SUSAN VISITS HER OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

The injury Mrs Aytoun's health had
sustained, proving of a more permanent
nature than was expected, she was at
length recommended to try the effects of
travelling for a year or two ; in pursuance
of which advice, their little establishment
was broken up, and their servants dis
charged. She accompanied her husband
to the continent, and Susan found a situ
ation as house-maid, in the family of a

Mr and Mrs Cripps, who resided in the

neighbourhood of Clapham.
Mr Cripps had formerly been a grocer

in the city, and had retired from business
with a very considerable fortune, a wife,
and three daughters. He lived in a hand
some house, with iron gates, and a carriage-
drive up to the door in front, and a large
garden with graperies and hot-houses be

hind ; and he maintained his establishment
and his table on a liberal and hospitable
footing.

The day before Susan quitted London
to undertake her new service, she paid a

visit to her friend Dobbs, who was still
living in Parliament Street ; and also to
Julia, who, by Mr Simpson's kindness,
had been settled in a small neat shop at

Knightsbridge, as a haberdasher ; where
she was doing very well, and making a

decent maintenance for herself and her
child.

Harry Leeson's disappearance, which

they had heard of, at the time it occurred,

from Jeremy, had been a source of extreme

unhappiness both to Dobbs and to Susan ;

and though now several years had elapsed

since his departure, their anxiety had ex

perienced but little alleviation. Mr Simp
son had made every effort to discover him
for some time, by means of advertisements
and handbills ; but Harry, who knew

nothing of the friend he had in his uncle's
old clerk, believed that the invitations to

return were only lures held out by Gaves-
ton to get him again into his power ; and,
as he soon found himself, through the

friendship of Captain Glassford, in a com-
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

fortable situation, with a fair prospect of

independence in view, his pride and resent

ment made him resolve never to present
himself before his enemy till he had at
tained an age and station that should be

a check upon his insolence.
To relieve Fanny's anxiety, he had

written her a few lines from one of the
West India Islands, assuring her that he

was safe and well provided for, and that,
in process of time, sheshould see him again,
but giving her no clue by which he might
be traced. This he had done during his
voyage in the Fire-fly, soon after his de

parture from Oakfield ; and from that
time nothing had been heard of him. The
general apprehension amongst his friends,
was that he had gone on board some ship
as a seaman ; and this notion gained
strength, when years elapsed without
farther intelligence.

On this, the most interesting subject to

Susan, Dobbs had no news to give ; but
she had heard from Oakfield that Mrs
Gaveston was no longer residing there,

but had quitted her husband, and was

living with a sister of her father at Brigh
ton. He led her such a life, Jeremy said,

that Mr Simpson had advised the step, and
had made all the necessary arrangements
for her. Jeremy himself had taken a

small inn in the neighbourhood ; for that
retaining his situation after his mistress
was gone, was out of the question. Gaves
ton he described as insupportable ; grow
ing daily more gloomy, arbitrary, and
tyrannical, and above all, suspicious ; and
that the minister of the parish had been

heard to liken him to certain tyrants of
old, called Di and Ishus, who had false

ears made so large, that they could hear
what everybody said of them. " More
fools they," as Mr Jeremy justly observed.

He concluded his letter with some affect

ing remarks on the declining state of Mrs
Jeremy's health ; observing, at the same

time, in a manner that Dobbs thought
rather significant, that deplorable as such
a loss would be, it was quite impossible
he could live without a wife, and that he

should be under the melancholy necessity
of immediately looking out for another.

" Bless the man," said Dobbs ;
" does

he think I'd have him?"
No. XIII.
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" Why not ?" answered Susan. " He's
a good man, comfortably to do, and much
of an age for you."

" That's all true," said Dobbs, with a

laugh that Susan fancied did not augur
ill for Mr Jeremy's hopes —" but the world
would make such a joke of it

, if I was to
get married at this time of day. But, by-
the-by, Susan, there's a bit of news in
the letter about an old friend of yours."

"About William Dean, is it?" asked
Susan, with a slight blush.

" Deed is it," answered Dobbs, " and I

scarce know what to say for him. I didn't
think William would have done so."

"What has he done?" inquired Susan ;

"Nothing wrong, I hope?"
" It's not what's right," replied Dobbs,

" after what passed between him and you.
Jeremy says he's keeping company with
Grace Lightfoot, Mabel's sister."

" I don't blame him for giving up
thoughts of me," answered Susan. " I

always told him he would be very silly to

keep from marrying for my sake ; and it

is time William thought of settling ; but

I almost wonder at his fixing on Grace,
though, to be sure, she's very pretty."

" I'm afraid it's not for her beauty so

much as for her riches," answered Dobbs,
" at least so Jeremy says ; but perhaps
that's in anger."

" Her riches !

"
exclaimed Susan.

" Ay," replied Dobbs, " you may well

stare. But it seems that every Christmas,
for some time back, Grace has received a

present of money as regularly as the Christ
mas came, without ever being able to make
out who sent it till lately ; and then there
came a letter from Mabel."

" From Mabel !

"
cried Susan, eagerly ;

"and is there anything about Andrew?"
" Wait, and I'll tell you," answered

Dobbs. " The letter begins with hoping
she has regularly received the money every
Christmas, and that she is well and happy.
Then it says that she, that is Mabel, has

heard by chance that Mr Wentworth is

dead, and that he was supposed to have
been murdered by his footman ; and she

desires to learn all the particulars —what
footman it was, and when it happened—
and whether the man was taken. She

adds, that she never can believe it could
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194 SUSAN HOPLEY.

bi Andrew, who was so much attached to

the family ; and was, besides, such a good

young man."
" Then she doesn't seem to know any

thing about Andrew," said Susan.
" Nothing in the world," answered Dobbs.

" But then, as Jeremy says, that goes for

nothing ; because if she does know, of
course she wouldn't own it."

" But then she needn't have written to
ask what she knew already," said Susan.

"But to find out what people thinks
about it

,

perhaps," said Dobbs. " How
ever, there's no saying; for my part, I

never believed that she went away with
Andrew, and I don't believe it now."

"But where is she?" inquired Susan.
" I'll go to her, and find out the truth, if

I beg my bread along the road."
"Ah ! there's the thing," replied Dobbs ;

" nobody knows ; and she doesn't say a

word about herself from beginning of the

letter to the end of it ; and there's no hint
of where she is

,

nor who she is, married or

single. The only thing that makes them
think she's married is, that she advises

Grace to be satisfied with her own station,
and not to be looking for a match above

herself, as she always had done ; for that
pride of that sort is sure to meet with a

fall, and bring people into trouble. So

they think that she has married somebody
that treats her ill."

"And where is Grace's answer to be

sent?" inquired Susan.
" To a banker's here in Lunnun," re

sponded Dobbs ;

" and Grace wrote to the
banker to beg he'd tell her where her sister
was ; but the answer came, that he had
received the commission from one of his

correspondents, but that he knew nothing
further on the subject."

" And William's keeping company with
Grace, is he?" said Susan.

" He is," answered Dobbs. " It seems

he has had a liking for her for some time ;

but people believing her sister went away
with Andrew,and was somehow concerned

in the murder,made him fearful of making
up to her. But now this letter's come,

he says it's clear Mabel knows nothing of
Andrew, and that he don't see why Grace
should suffer for what she'd nothing to do

with, anyway."

" I don't see why she should, either,"
replied Susan ;

" and I don't blame Wil
liam at all. He would have taken me

when I was in the midst of my troubles,
with scarcely a creature to speak to, except
Mr Jeremy ; and that's what few men
would have done. Grace was always a
very nice girl, and I never heard anything
against her."

" Nor against Mabel either, till she went
away, except her pride," observed Dobbs.

" Nothing else," answered Susan ;

" and

I wonder people didn't see how improbable

it was that her pride would let her go off
with a poor lad like Andrew, without even

being married to him. She'd refused many
better offers than Andrew ; that everybody
knew. And is that all the news from Oak-
field?" inquired she.

" Yes," answered Dobbs ;

" except that
Mr Gaveston's got himself made a magis
trate for the county, and is making himself

very busy ; Jeremy says, meddling with
everything. There's talk of a new road
being made somewhere, and Jeremy says
that Mr Gaveston wants it one way, and

the rest of the magistrates another ; and

they are all at sixes and sevens about
it; Gaveston's so tyrannical and obsti
nate."

After giving Dobbs her address, and re

questing her to send her any information
she might get either about Mabel or Henry,
Susan took her leave, and proceeded to

pay her visit to Julia.
Julia had nothing very particular to re

late, except that she had seen Mr Dyson.
"Ihappenedtobestandingat the door," she

said, " when he was passing on the outside
of one of the Bath coaches, and saw me.

He called to the coachman, and got down
directly. He said he'd been abroad some

time ; and that ever since his return he'd
been looking for me."

" But you won't have anything more to

say to him, sure?" said Susan.
" Oh no !

"
replied Julia, " never, de

pend upon that; neither does he desire it
,

I fancy. What he wanted, was some deed,

or will, or something of that sort, that he

says was left in the lodging we were living
in, when he went away ; and I do remem

ber his once showing me such a thing
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SUSAN

that was some time before, and what be

came of it I can't think. When we fell
into such distress after he went away, 1

parted with everything by degrees, and
the parchment may have been amongst
some of the things ; I couldn't say, Heaven
knows ! I may have lighted the fire with

I it some day, when Julia was so ill ; for I
often didn't know what I was doing, my
mind was in such a distracted state. But
he says it's of value, and would bring him
money ; and he wants me to try and find
out what became of it; so the first evening
I can spare from the shop, I'll go to the

lodging, and inquire if such a thing was

found ; but I don't expect to hear anything
of it."

" I wouldn't encourage his acquaint
ance, if I were you," replied Susan. "If
he's seen coming here, it may get you an
ill name in the neighbourhood."

" I won't let him come here," answered
Julia. " The only reason I was glad to

see him, is, that I have no other way of

sending a message to Mr Godfrey. Now,
he says, though Mr Godfrey has been

married some years, he has no children,
and if he shouldn't happen to have any,
perhaps if he were but to see what a nice
little girl Julia is grown, he might do

something for her, which would be a great
relief to my mind."

" I wouldn't look to any such thing, if
I were you," replied Susan ; "but I'd bring
Julia up to get her living in some decent

way ; and above all, never give her a

notion that she has a rich father. From
his past conduct I shouldn't expect any
thing from him ; and if it ever comes, it
won't be the less welcome for coming un
looked-for."

CHAPTER XLI.

THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO A PERSON OF

DISTINCTION.

On the following day, Susan proceeded to

Virginia House, the residence of Mr and
Mrs Cripps, and was installed in her new
situation.

Mr and Mrs Cripps were in many re-

HOPLEY. 195

spects an extremely happy couple. They
were rich, good-tempered and fat ; and had
three daughters, whom they thought not
to be equalled by any daughters that ever

were born. The eldest, Miss Caroline, was
a beauty ; she had very fair hair, that
flowed in a profusion of soft ringlets over
a very white neck ; her person was petite,
and her features extremely small and un
meaning. Miss Livia, the second, was less

remarkable for her personal charms ; but
she was of a very inquiring turn of mind,
and extremely anxious to be well informed
on all subjects. As her papa justly ob

served, " Let Livy alone ; she'll never let

anything go by without asking the mean

ing of it." i

As for Miss Jemima, the youngest, she

was, as her mamma assured everybody, a

proyic?y. Nothing came amiss to her.
She always knew her lessons, although
nobody ever saw her looking in a book ;

she had such an ear for music, that having
heard a tune once, she was sure to be

humming it the whole day afterwards ;

her dancing-master said she was his best

scholar, although she had only, as Mrs
Cripps observed, been at it a quarter; "as
for drawing," said the admiring parent,
" she has such a turn for doing things after
nature, that I won't have her taught, for
fear it should cramp her genius. For as

dearMrCripps remarked, when sheshowed
him a ship she'd done after nature, when
we were at Margate, 'Anybody can draw
if they're taught ; but the true test of
talent is to do it without.' "

With respect to education, beyond read

ing and writing, two faculties which she

very sparingly made use of, Miss Caroline
never had any ; because, being a beauty,
she thought, and her parents were of the
same opinion, that learning was quite
unnecessary. Added to which, her consti
tution being delicate, might have been

injured by application. A few abortive

attempts had been made to educate Miss
Livia in her childhood ; but they were

soon abandoned, not only being found

ineffectual, but superfluous ; the young

lady's desire for information being suffi

ciently active to supply all that was

required ; and her preference for oral
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196 SUSAN HOPLEY.

to whatever was presented to her in a

literary shape. Miss Jemima was yet a

child ; but it appeared to her parents as

unnecessary to educate her as the others,
because she was evidently determined to

educate herself. As Mr Cripps observed,
" Teach Jemmy her A, B, C, and leave

the rest to her." This was accordingly
done, and apparently with great success ;

as at nine years old Jemmy was found to

have read agreat deal, and to be acquainted
with many things that were utterly un
known to the rest of the family.

All this was very gratifying ; and Mr
and Mrs Cripps would have been a very
happy couple, but for one drawback ;

which was, that the people in the neigh
bourhood of Virginia House, whose do

minions were no larger than theirs, and
whose fortunes were generally not near
so large, did not visit them. Unacquainted
with the manners of polite life, they had

themselves, on their first settlement there,

made some rather indiscreet advances,

which had been ill received, and had pro
bably operated against them, and been

sufficient, combined with other slight ob

jections, to obstruct their entrance into

society, so that they lived alone in their

glory. This was strange, as Mr and Mrs
Cripps justly thought, where there were
three such daughters in a family, each of
whom had the prospect of fifty thousand
pounds; and it was extremely mortifying
to the parents ; who, although they would
have been content with inferior society
themselves, were ambitious for their chil
dren, whom they had hoped to see exalted
into another sphere by marriage ; and who
had, with that view, dropped all commu
nication with their former acquaintance
when they retired from business. It was
a great misfortune to them, that the most
fashionable young man of the neighbour
hood, he whose example all the rest fol
lowed, had declared decidedly against
them. He could afford to do it

,

because

he was engaged to be married to a young
lady with thirty thousand pounds already,
who had reasons of her own for wishing
to exclude the Cripps's from society ; and
the others, who were not equally inde

pendent, and to whom the fifty thousand

pounds would have been very acceptable,

turned their backs on Virginia House,
because no one amongst them had courage
enough to set up for himself, and follow
his own inclinations.

Their isolation formed also a consider
able obstruction in the way of Miss Livy's
education ; limiting her opportunities of
inquiring, and restricting her means of
information.

In order to compensate in some degree
for these disadvantages, MrCripps took his

family every year to the sea-side, where

they could attend the public assemblies

and breakfasts ; and sometimes succeeded

in making an acquaintance who was will
ing, after their return home, to accept of
the hospitalities of Virginia House.

At the period of Susan's location in the

family, they had just returned from one

of these annual excursions ; and it was
rumoured amongst the servants, that the

expedition had resulted in a very fair
prospect of a high alliance for Miss Caro
line. The lady's maid, who had accom

panied them from home, narrated, that a

foreign gentleman of distinction had been

struck with Miss Carry at a ball, and was
remarked to take up his glass whenever
he met her ; that some days afterwards,
she had herself been introduced to his ser

vant, a tip-top sort of man, at the races ;

and that when his master rode past, and
took up his glass to look at Miss Carry,
who was in the carriage, he had observed,

not the least knowing that she belonged
to the family, that that was the young
lady his master was in love with.

" Why don't he tell her so then ? said
I," continued Mrs Gimp, the abigail in
question ; "who knows but she might take

a fancy to him ?"

" How do you know but he has told
her?" responded George, the count's ser

vant.
"Because I know he has not," answered

Gimp. " If he had, I should have heard
of it

,

because I belong to the family."
"Upon that," observed Gimp, "the man

seemed quite struck, for it was evident
he'd no idea who I was. ' Oh !

'

said he,
then, eyeing me from top to toe ; and I

had on a pink spencer, and a pea-green
bonnet, as good as new, that Miss Carry
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

says he, quite surprised, 'then it is a gen
teel family, after all.'

" ' A genteel family,' says I, ' to be sure
it is. Why, that's their own carriage and
horses they're riding in.'

" ' Is it ?' says the man ;
' I declare you

perfectly astonish me. We heard they
were nothing but tradesfolks from London,
and that was why my master, the count,
refused an introduction ; for, of course,

persons of his rank are exceedingly parti
cular who they make acqaintance with at
these sort of places.' ' No doubt,' says I ;

'and so are we very particular, who we
make acquaintance with, I assure you.
But as for tradesfolks from London, my
master is Mr Cripps, of Virginia House, as

handsome a place as you'd wish to see ; a

gentleman with two hundred thousand
pounds, if he's worth a farthing.'

" ' God bless me !
' exclaimed the valet ;

'it's really a pity the count refused an
introduction, on the young lady's account.
It might have been a fine thing for her.'

" ' And for him too,' says I. ' I suppose
he'd have no objection to fifty thousand
pounds?'

" ' No,' says he ; ' I suppose he'd have
no objection —nobody has ; but it wouldn't
be any consideration, with all his estates.

Lord bless you! he's one of the richest
noblemen in Europe.'

" ' You don't say so !' says I.
" ' He is,' says he ;

' why, don't you
know who he is?'

" ' Not I,
'

says I ; ' Miss Carry couldn't
tell us his name.'

" ' Oh then,' says he, looking sly, ' Miss
Carry did speak of him?'

" ' Did she ?' says I, ' to be sure she did.

I don't know but what she was as much
struck as he was ; only it's no business of
mine to say so, she being a young lady,
unless he'd spoke first ; so of course you
won't tell him.''" Oh no,' says he, ' honour bright !

'

laying his hand on his breast.
" I knew he would tell, in course," con

tinued Gimp ; " he'd ha' been a fool not.
'But,' says I, 'you was going to tell us
his name, and who he is.'

" ' Why, Lord,' says he, ' I thought
everybody knew that! Why, he's the
famous Count Ruckloony, to be sure ; the

197

greatest proprietor in Europe. In course,
Mr Cripps must have heard of him in his
travels.'

" ' I daresay he has, says I ;
' and I am

sure it's a pity, such a handsome couple
as they'd make, that they shouldn't be

acquainted. He's so dark, and she's so

fair, that they'd make a beautiful match.'
" ' It's a pity, certainly,' answered the

man ;
' but I'm afraid it's too late now,

for the count will only be here one more
ball. After that, he must go up to London,
to pay his respects to the King, that's ex
pecting him on a visit.'

"Well," continued Gimp, "you may
be sure Miss Carry went to the next ball;
and beautiful she looked, in her blue and
silver ; and the count was introduced by
the Master of the Ceremonies, and danced

with her ; and they say the whole com

pany stood by to see them, they danced
so beautifully. After that, he called
several times, and paid great attention to
Miss Carry ; and he's coming to Virginia
House, as soon as the King can spare him

away from the palace."
It was probably from sympathy with

Miss Carry's feelings, or with the count's
impatience, but the King did spare him
sooner than was expected ; and one fine

morning the count arrived on horseback,
to make a call.

He appeared, as far as it was possible
to distinguish his features, a handsome
man, of about forty, or thereabouts ; but
his face was provided with such a plentiful
crop of dark hair, which was suffered to

grow wherever there was the slightest ex
cuse for it

,

that it was not easy to discover

exactly what sort of ground it covered.

His figure was good, and his dress ex

tremely fashionable ; but with some ad

ditions of foreign ornament and splendour,
not general amongst English gentlemen
at that period.

With respect to his manner, it was grave,
deliberate, and self-possessed. He was

by no means a great talker, rather the
contrary ; but Miss Livy found him an
invaluable acquisition, as he was prepared
to answer all her questions, never being
at a loss upon any subject whatever. He
spoke English fluently, and with very little
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198 SUSAN HOPLEY.

a peculiarity of which Miss Livy very
naturally inquired the reason ; and he

informed her, that it arose from his having

acquired the language from two different

masters. One was himself a foreigner,
and taught it him with a foreign accent ;

the other was an Englishman, and taught
him without any ; and the result was,

that he sometimes spoke like one of his
instructors, and sometimes like the other;
which, Mr Cripps observed, was " ex

tremely natural ;" recommending him, at

the same time, to " stick to the English
man, and cut the parlez-vous." But Miss

Carry, on the contrary, preferred the

accent ; on which account it probably was
that he continued to vary his mode of

speaking in a manner that alternately
satisfied each. Finally, to complete the
count's description, he never laughed, or
even smiled ; his gravity was imperturb
able ; a peculiarity which, as may be easily
conceived, gave him an air of dignity and
superiority to the rest of mankind that
was truly imposing.

This distinguished person having alight
ed from his horse, and followed the foot
man to the drawing-room, who announced
him as Count Ruckalony, presented
himself with his usual calm demeanour,

which formed a striking contrast to the
excitement and eagerness with which he

was received.
" It's so good of you to remember us

so soon," exclaimed Mrs Cripps. " We
were half afraid you'd have forgotten the
direction ; and dear Mr Cripps was
thinking of enclosing a card to the king's
palace, where we supposed you must be

staying."
" It's impossible I could forget," an

swered the count, with a significant
glance at Miss Carry.

" So Livy said," replied Mrs Cripps." ' For,' says she, ' how could he have so

much information on every subject, if he

couldn't keep such a trifling thing as a

direction in his mind ] ' "

"Miss Livy's observation was extremely
just," returned the count. " I make it a

rule never to forget anything,"
"We hardly expected his Majesty could

have spared you so soon," observed Mrs
Cripps.

" Why," replied the count, " to say the
truth, my visit has been curtailed by a

circumstance that, situated as I am, I
cannot help exceedingly regretting;" and
here he cast another expressive glance
towards Miss Carry.

" Nothing unpleasant, I hope ?
"

said

Mrs Cripps.
"Only inasmuch as it will oblige me

to quit this country sooner than I had
intended," answered the count. " The
fact is

, I am summoned to the court of
Austria on particular business."

" Good gracious !

"
exclaimed Mrs Cripps

and Miss Livy ;

" how unfortunate !

"

Whilst Miss Carry said nothing ; but as

she walked to the window and took out
her pocket-handkerchief, it was persuuied
that she was considerably affected by the

intelligence.
" But you'll come back to us?" said

Mrs Cripps, affectionately.
" Should it be in my power, I shall be

too happy to do so," returned the count.
" But these things do not always depend

upon ourselves. We are unfortunately
not so independent of our sovereign as you
are in this country. He sometimes inter

feres in our family affairs, in a manner
that crosses our dearest inclinations."

" Goodness !

" cried Miss Livy, " what
does he do ?

"

"Proposes an alliance, for example,
which we are not at liberty to decline.
Or, perhaps, forbids one that we have set

our hearts upon."
Here Miss Carry, who still kept her

place at the window, with her back turned
to the company, raised her handkerchief
to her face and appeared to be wiping her

eyes.
" There is nothing of that sort likely at

present I hope," said Mrs Cripps, as she

rose and presented her vinaigrette to Miss
Carry.

" I trust not," replied the count ;

" but

I confess I am not without apprehensions ;

it is one of the misfortunes attending large

possessions that we are not always per
mitted to bestow them as we would desire.

There is a niece of the emperor's at present

of marriageable years, and they will
naturally be looking for suitable alliance
for her."
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 199

Here Mr Cripps, whom the servants
had been sent in search of, made his ap

pearance in the drawing-room, and after
exchanging greetings with the count,
was informed of the threatened calamity ;

while Miss Carry's emotion became so

uncontrollable, that her mamma recom

mended her quitting the room, which she

incontinently did.
"What !

" exclaimed Mr Cripps, " would
the Emperor of Hungary, or whatever he

is
,

go to marry a chap at your time of life,
whether he will or no! By jingo! that's
a pretty go !

"
" It's shocking tyrannical," said Mrs

Cripps, " and very affecting ;
"

and she

put her hand in her pocket for her hand
kerchief, but unluckily she had left it up
stairs.

" I know what I'd do," said Miss
Jemmy, who had hitherto been a silent
listener to the conversation, " if I was as

big as the count, and anybody wanted to
marry me against my will."

" What would you do ?

"
inquired Mrs

Cripps.
" Why I'd marry the person I liked

directly, before the emperor could hinder
me ; and then he couldn't make you
marry twice, could he ?

"

" Certainly not," replied the count ;

"if I were so fortunate as to have time
to follow your advice, Miss Jemima, I

should esteem myself a happy man. But
the orders of the emperor are peremptory.

I must depart almost immediately."
" How soon ?

"
inquired Miss Jemmy.

" In a fortnight at furthest, I fear,"
said the count.

"And can't people be married in a

fortnight ?

" asked Miss Jemmy.
"No doubt, if everything had been

previously settled," replied the count.
"but when one has not procured the lady's
consent, or even dared to make known
one's wishes, I fear it would be persump-
tion to entertain a hope."

" Not at all," said Mrs Cripps ;

" if the

lady likes you, I don't see why things
can't be as well done in two weeks as in
twenty."

"But I am not so happy as to be certain
that the lady does like me," answered the

count, with an air of great modesty.

" Oh yes she does," said Miss Jemmy.
"Jemmy!" exclaimed Mrs Cripps,

"fie! child; how can you talk so?

You don't know what you're saying."
" Yes I do, ma," replied Miss Jemmy.

" Isn't Carry saying she adores the count
all day long ? I'm sure she said so this
morning to Gimp when she was dressing
her hair ; and she asked Gimp if he wasn't

a sweet fellow."
" Oh my goodness !

"
cried Mrs Cripps,

putting her hands before her face ;

"
get

out of the room, Jemmy ; you're a very
naughty child to talk so. Pray excuse

her, count, and don't attend to what she

says. She's such a very precarious child,
that it's quite impossible to keep her back
—quite a prqyirfy, I assure you."

The count, however, taking advantage
of the young lady's communication, press

ed for further information ; when Mrs
Cripps, with all due reluctance and reserve,

admitted that she was afraid he had made

a deep impression on poor Carry's heart.
" To be sure he has," added Mr Ciipps.

"What's the use of mincing the matter?
The girl's as fond of him as she can stare."

The count's modesty being thus reas

sured, and such signal encouragement

given to his suit, he declared that he had
no further hesitation in avowing the
most decided passion for Miss Carry ;

whose charms, he confessed, had touched
his heart from the first moment he beheld

her, but that some malignant reports had

prevented his seeking an immediate intro
duction ; now, however, he was too happy
in being allowed to lay his title and for
tune at her feet.

Nothing could exceed the satisfaction
of the family at this consummation of their

most ambitious hopes, and the triumph it

would afford them over their proud and

scornful neighbours. Even the necessity
for so early a union as the count's peculiar
circumstances rendered necessary, appear
ed to them far from objectionable. From
what they had gathered from Gimp, and
from the few words the count had dropt
about " malignant reports," and " declin

ing an introduction," they were not

without apprehensions that a discovery of

the very recent date of their transmigra
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200 SUSAN HOPLEY.

House, might operate against them in the

aristocratic mind of Roccaleoni ; and that
therefore the shorter the interval before

the ceremony the better. Once married,
as the happy couple were to start for the

continent immediately, it was not likely
that the count's prejudices would be dis

turbed by hearing anything of the matter.
The preliminary arrangements were soon

satisfactorily arranged ; but as much re

mained to be discussed, the count was

requested to pass the rest of the day at

Virginia House, to which he condescend

ingly acceded.

It would be advisable, he said, to keep

their intentions as secret as possible till
the ceremony was over, lest any rumour
of what was impending should reach the
court of Austria. News travelled apace ;

and of course he had enemies —all great
men have —and there were those con
nected with the Austrian embassy who
would not be sorry to do him an injury
with the emperor. Mr and Mrs Cripps
had not the slightest objection to this

precaution. They were also afflicted with
that inseparable symptom of greatness —
they too had enemies, who would be

envious of Miss Carry's high fortune ; and
who might, in the hope of interrupting the

alliance, be disposed to volunteer some com

munications about the shop and the city.
Thus the views and wishes on both

sides perfectly coincided, and nothing
could be more harmonious than the nego

tiations of the contracting parties ; more

especially as Mr Cripps declared that, on

the wedding-day, he should be prepared
to transfer fifty thousand pounds consols

to the bridegroom's account.
"On my part," said the count, "our

mode is somewhat different—you'll allow
me to settle a little estate on the young
lady. I wish I knew which of those I
possess would be most agreeable to her
taste. It's important ; because in the
event of her being left a widow, it would
be desirable that she should have a resi
dence that suited her ; and it is perfectly
immaterial to me which it is."

Of course Miss Carry put her handker
chief to her eyes, at the word widow ; and
Mrs Cripps murmured an emphatic " God
forbid J"

" Roccaleoni, "
pursued the count,

" from which I derive my title, is natur
ally entailed on my eldest son."

" Ha ! ha !" said Mr Cripps, jogging
Miss Carry's elbow ;

" we shall be having
a young count soon ;

"
at which Miss

Carry said, " Don't pa —for shame !
" and

blushed very becomingly.
"And it is there," added the count,

" that I chiefly reside."
"Where is it?" asked Miss Livy.
" It's in Transylvannia,

"
replied the

count.
" Is it a pretty place ?

" said Miss Livy.
" Rather splendid than pretty," answer

ed the count. " The castle is very ancient.''
" How ancient ?

"
inquired Miss Livy,

who, elated with the exaltation of her
sister, was beginning to be in train.

" It dates from the reign of Nero," an
swered the count.

"Was he the king of Transylvannia ?
"

asked Miss Livy.
" He was," replied he.
" Well," said Miss Jemmy, " I've a

large sheet of paper, with the pictures of
all the kings upon it ; and there it says
he was the Emperor of Rome,"

" That was his brother," said the count.
"What's the English of Roccaleoni?"

inquired Miss Livy.
" It means the rock of lions," replied he.

"Are there lions there?" asked Miss
Livy.

" Wemeet with one or two occasionally,"
answered the count. " Formerly they
were very numerous, as well as the bears ;

but we have extirpated them by degrees."
" My goodness !

" exclaimed Miss Carry ;
" I hope I sha'n't meet a lion when I'm
out walking in Transylvannia."

"I don't think it very likely," answered
the count ; "every precaution will be used

to prevent it."
" Well," said Miss Jemmy, " look here ;

in my book of animals, it says there are
no lions except in Asia or Africa."

" Well," said Mr Cripps, "how do you
know but Transylvannia's there too ?

"
" Is it ?

"
inquired Miss Livy.

" No," replied the count, " it 's in
Europe."

" And the book says there are no lions
in Europe," said Miss Jemmy.
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" The information in books is not to be

depended on," answered the count ;
" on

which account, I never read them."
" Nor I," said Miss Livy ;

" they go

such a round-about way to tell one any
thing, and make so many words about it

,

it's quite tiresome."
" It is," observed Mr Cripps ;

" and

they're so full of lies. What was the
name of that book I read, Jemmy?"

" It was Gulliver's Travels," replied
Jemmy.

" Ah !

" said Mr Cripps, " he must
take us for gulls to believe him. Lord
bless you, such a farrago of lies !

"
" Entirely false," said the count. " I've

been in those parts myself, and know that
his account is not to be depended on."

" If you never read books," said Miss

Jemmy, "how do you know so many
things?"

"Entirely by observation," answered
he ;

" and by asking questions as Miss

Livy does. As for geography, orthography,
and the use of the globes, I learnt them all

by travelling, and making use of my eyes."

"And how did you learn history?" in
quired Miss Livy.

" By visiting the countries themselves,
and talking to the people," replied he.
" For example, when I wanted to learn the
Roman history, I went to Rome, and ques
tioned the Romans about it. Of course

they must know their own history best."
" The devil's in it if they don't," said

Mr Cripps.
And in this sort of improving discourse,

the afternoon passed very agreeably ; till
in the evening the count took his leave,

with a promise of returning on the follow
ing day to dinner.

CHAPTER XLII.

SUSAN MAKES A DISCOVERY THAT CHANGES HER
PLANS.

As there were many purchases and pre
parations to be made in the short period
that intervened before the wedding, Mrs
Cripps and the young ladies spent the

succeeding morning in London. Amongst

other wants, it was discovered that the
bride would require a maid to accompany
her abroad. The count had given his
opinion, on this subject being mentioned,
that it was unnecessary, as English maids
were useless on the continent, and he could

easily procure an accomplished foreign one,

as soon as they had crossed the Channel.
But Miss Carry had always been accus
tomed to the services of Gimp, and was,

moreover, a remarkably helpless young
lady ; and she avowed her utter incapa
bility of dispensing wiih the attendance
of a femme-de-chambre ; besides, she said,
she could not speak French, nor under
stand it either, and that it was therefore
useless for her to engage a foreign servant
till she had acquired that accomplishment.

Mrs Gimp was therefore applied to, and

a proposal made to her to accompany the
bride ; but that prudent lady declined to

make any change in her situation. She

knew when she was well off, and preferred
the luxuries and comforts of Virginia
House to the prospective accommodations
of an ancient castle in Transylvannia.
Besides, she entertained a decided aversion
to old castles, which, she justly observed,

were apt to be haunted ; and with respect

to Transylvannia, or any such outlandish

place, it might be all very well for them
that liked it

,

but England was good enough
for her.

Susan, who had been accustomed to wait
on her former mistress, and was a very
handy person, was next applied to ; but
she also declined ; because, knowing no

thing of the count, and thinking Miss

Carry a fool, she did not choose to embark
herself with their fortunes. It therefore

became necessary to look out for some one

else to fill the situation.
In the meantime, Roccaleoni arrived

duly to dinner every day, and continued

liberally to satisfy Miss Livy's curiosity,
and to store her mind with a variety of

agreeable information. But Mr Cripps's

hospitality revolted at seeing his future
son-in-law mount his horse of an evening
to return to town, especially if it happened

to rain ; and he therefore proposed to the

count to establish himself at Virginia
House, and remain there till the wedding.
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202 SUSAN HOPLEY.

happy to do so, and that he would send

dow n his servant on the following morning
with his portmanteau. Mrs Cripps in
quired if the man could speak English.

" Oh, yes," answered he ;
" he is an

Englishman. I have no foreign servant
with me at present. This is a very valu
able fellow, that I have had some time.
I engaged him on the continent for the

purpose of exercising myself in speaking
English before I came here ; and he has
been travelling with me through France
and Italy, in a tour I've been making to

look after my estates in those countries.
He's a very superior sort of person for his
situation in life ; when we were in Rome,
the Romans were struck with his resem

blance to Julius Caesar." I
" Well," said Miss Jemmy, " I've got a

picture of Julius Caesar amongst my kings,
so I shall be able to see if he's like him."

" Julius Csesar was very bald," observed

the count, " and George is very bald."
"Wasn't Julius Caesar a great warrior?"

inquired Miss Livy.
" He was," replied the count.
" My book says he conquered Britain,"

remarked Miss Jemmy.
"Whew!" said Mr Cripps, "that's a

good un'."
"Absurd !" said the count.
"Them books of yours is full of lies,

Jemmy," said Mr Cripps ;
" you should

burn them. The man that dares to say

any d d frog-eating Frenchman ever

conquered Britain, must be a rascal."
" Julius Csesar wasn't a Frenchman,

pa," ans wered Jemmy ; "he was a Ro
man."

" It's all one," observed Mr Cripps. "A
Frenchman and a Roman's all the same

thing. They neither on 'em ever con

quered Britain, nor ever shall." And Mr
Cripps brandished his knife and fork in a

manner that evinced his determination to

prevent it.
" Did Julius Caesar lose his hair in bat

tle?" inquired Miss Livy.
"He did," answered the count. "It

was singed off by a cannon-ball that passed

immediately over his head."
On the following morning Susan was

preparing the best bed-room for the count's
accommodation, when one of the coaches

which passed the house, drew up, and

deposited that great man's servant and

portmanteau at the gate.
" Oh !

"
said Miss Jemmy, running into

the room with a large sheet of paper in
her hand, " look here, Susan ; I've brought
my pictures of kings, that I may see if
George is like Julius Caesar, as the count
says. That's Julius Caesar, and here's

George coming up stairs with the port
manteau;" and accordingly the living
transcript of the Roman emperor, con

ducted by the footman, entered the room.
" Well," cried Miss Jemmy, " I declare

he is like him. Turn round, George, and

let me see if you are bald. Look, Susan,
isn't he like him?" And she took hold
of her to invite her to a nearer inspec
tion of the new comer. But Susan stood

transfixed, staring at the man with no less

astonishment than if Julius Caesar himself
had actually stood before her—for George,
the count's servant, was no other than the

man with the crooked nose.
" Who is it I'm like ?" said he. "What

are you looking at me so for?" apparently
more surprised than pleased at the sensa

tion he had created.
" It's to see if you're like Julius Caesar,"

replied Miss Jemmy ;
" and now I see you

are, I shall go down and tell Livy, that
she may come and look at you too ;" and

away she ran.
"Well !

"
said the man, in an impatient

tone, to Susan, who, speechless with
amazement, still stood with her eyes fixed
on his face ;

" what the devil are you
staring at? Is this the count's room?"

" Yes," answered Susan, endeavouring
to rouse herself. " Are you his servant?"

" To be sure I am," replied he. " Did
you never see a gentleman's servant be

fore, that you can't take your eyes off
mes

" It's only the likeness I was struck
with," answered Susan ;

" the child had
been just showing me the picture."

" It's a joke of my master's," said he,

partly recovering his good humour. "You
seem to have a comfortable house here."

" Yes," replied Susan, " it's a comfort
able house, and everything comfortable
about it. I hope Miss Carry won't change

for the worse where she's going."
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"Bless you !
" cried he ;

" this is nothing
to Roccaleoni. Why, our pigeon-house
is well nigh as large as this. She'll be

astonished when she gets there, I fancy."
"Comfort and grandeur don't always

go together," observed Susan.
" Well," said George, " if Roccaleoni's

too large for her taste, she may go to one

of the other estates; there's plenty to pick
and choose from."

"I hope she'll be happy," said Susan,
with a sigh ; for her recognition of George
had very considerably abated her respect

for his master. Indeed, an idea occurred
to her that never had presented itself be

fore —she had a notion that the count was
the very man she had seen at the police-
office, with Nosey, the day she was there
with Mrs Aytoun, and had overheard
Jackson's remarks upon their evidence

about the watch and purse.
On that day she had only caught a side

view of his face as he went out, and had
seen little more than she had yet seen of
the count's — namely, that it was very
much overgrown with dark hair. But
that coincidence, coupled with the appear
ance of the servant, awakened some un

pleasant suspicions in her mind.
It is true, she knew nothing in the

world against George's character herself.
She had never even seen or heard of him
till he rang at the back-door of Oakfield
two nights before Mr Wentworth's death ;

and she had no rational grounds forputting
an ill construction on so slight a circum
stance ; nor did she find that anybody
else to whom she had mentioned it

,

was

disposed to do so. Her dream, if dream

it was, could have no weight with anybody
but herself ; and therefore all the ill she

could have advanced against him, was

comprised in the few words Jackson had
uttered ; which, after all, did not amount to
much morethan that hispersonwasfamiliar
in places not over respectable —but direct
accusation there was none. Still she could
not help auguring ill of the count, and of
Miss Carry's prospects ; and had Mr and

Mrs Cripps been a different sort of couple,
she would have felt inclined to have im
parted to them the doubts she could not
banish from her mind ; but being what
they were, she was quite certain that

anything she could allege, had she had
ten times as much evidence to adduce,
would have no weight in the world against
the count's plausibility.

However, as far as her private interests
were concerned, she was by no means sorry
to have this opportunity of making the
man's acquaintance, and discovering his
character. She had always anxiously de

sired to learn something about him ; and
now that the occasion offered, as she feared

she could do no good in Miss Carry's case

by interfering, she resolved to use it for
her own satisfaction —to be silent and ob

serve.

With respect to George, his displeasure
appeared to subside when her inspection
ceased ; and he conversed with her and
the other servants familiarly enough, an-

sweringall their inquiries about his master

by magnificent accounts of his wealth and

grandeur.
In the meantime, the days flew rapidly

by, and it wanted but three to the wedding.
Mrs Cripps and Miss Carry were gone to
town on their shopping affairs, and Mr
Cripps to transact some business at the
bank ; Miss Livy was embroidering a

green cat in the drawing-room, and Miss
Jemmy was in the coach-house, drawing
the new barouche "after nature ;" whilst
the count, who now seldom left the villa,
lest he should be seen by anybody connec

ted with the Austrian embassy, remained
behind.

Susan had gone into the garden at the
cook's request, to pick some herbs, and
was stooping down behind a row of rasp
berry bushes, when she heard footsteps
and voices approaching ; and peeping be

tween the leaves, she perceived they pro-
ceded from the count and his man George.

They were walking slowly, side by side,

with their arms thrown behind their backs,
the servant apparently quite as much athis
ease as the master, and in earnest conversa
tion. She could not resist her curiosity to

overhear somethingof the dialogue,and she

therefore preserved her attitude, and re

mained as quiet as she could.
"But it's too late," said the count. "You

should have thought of it before."
" Not at all too late, if you manage it

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



204 SUSAN HOPLEY.

anything you'll propose — they're such
fools!"

"I don't know that," answered the
count. " Perhaps she won't consent her
self. She's a damned fool, certainly; but
she's got a will of her own, for all that."

"Well, try it," said George. "There's
no harm in trying it—" and here the
course of their walk took them out of
Susan's hearing.

Presently, however, they approached
again. " Of course," said George, in an
swer to some observation of the other's,

which had not reached Susan ;
" of course,

I should give up that claim entirely ; and

therefore it's your interest as well as

mine."
" It's a devilish pity you didn't think

of it before !
"

observed the count, who

appeared to be moved by the last sugges
tion to take a more favourable view of his

companion's proposal, whatever it might
be. " There's so little time left ; only
three days to do it in."

" Time enough," answered George.
"Propose it to-day at dinner, you can

say it's only for a few weeks ; depend on
it she'll do it

,

and leave the rest to me."
" I'll go and sound her about it now,"

said the count,—and with that they turned
off and left the garden.

The words she had heard amounted to

little or nothing : she could not tell what

they meant ; they might mean evil or they
might not ; but the familiarity, the strange
tone of equality, that seemed to subsist be

tween master and man, struck Susan as

most extraordinary. " If I had but sen

sible people to deal with," she said to her

self,
" I'd speak, although it does want but

three days of the wedding —but they're
such fools ; by-the-by, that was what

George said, and certainly he was right
there."

On the following morning, after break
fast, Susan was summoned to an interview
with Mrs Cripps. " Susan," said the lady,
"we hav'n't been able to find a maid yet,
to accompany the countess abroad, and
now we have but three days before us.

All the women we've seen have objected to

go because the family is not coming back."
" Indeed, Ma'am ?" said Susan ; "that's

a pity."

" It's very inconvenient," answered Mrs
Cripps ;

" and, perhaps, if we had decided

before on letting Livy and Jemima go
with their sister, there wouldn't have been

so much difficulty ; because the woman,
whoever she is

,

could return with them."
" Is Miss Livy going too, Ma'am," said

Susan; "and Miss Jemima?"
" Yes," answered Mrs Cripps; "they're

both to go ; it will be much better and
pleasanter for Carry, as the count says —
he's all kindness and consideration, I'm
sure ; a perfect angel of a man he is

,

as

ever lived. Carry '11 be a happy woman,
as I'm always telling her. However, as

I was saying, Livy's to accompany her
sister, just for a few weeks ; and by that
time the countess might get a foreign
servant ; and whoever goes with them

might return with Livy and the child.
But we've no time now to look about for

anybody that would suit."
"Won't Mrs Gimp go, Ma'am?" said

Susan. " No, she won't," answered Mrs
Cripps ; I've just been asking her. But,
perhaps, as it's for such a short time, Susan,
and it would be such a convenience to us,
you would ?

"

Many thoughts flashed through Susan's
mind at this proposal. In the first place,
her curiosity about George was yet by no
means satisfied. He talked away fluently
enough amongst the servants, and gave
them many amusing accounts of his travels,
the places and people he had seen abroad,
and the ways and customs of foreign nations
—but nothingever transpired abouthimself

personally, and he was singularlyreserved
with respect to all his former experiences
in England. No interrogations elicited
from him in what families he had lived

previousto his taking the count's situation,
nor what parts of the country he was ac

quainted with. His very name she was

yet ignorant of ; in short, she knew no
more of him than she did on the day they
first met in the count's bed-chamber, and
she was unwilling to lose sight of him
till she had made better use of her oppor
tunity.

Then she recalled the conversation she

had overheard the day before in the garden.
She now suspected that it regarded Miss
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 205

but she inclined to think it was no good.
" If I go," thought she, "I may be of some
use to the poor foolish thing, if any harm's
intended her." "Well, Ma'am," answered
she to Mrs Cripps, " as it's only for a few
weeks, I've no objection, I'll go with the

young ladies."

CHAPTER XLIII.

SUSPICIOUS CIRCUMSTANCES.

The count having, to Mr Cripps's infinite
satisfaction, announced himself a member
of the Protestant Church, the happy
couple were married, by special license,

at Virginia House ; and the mutual desire

for secrecy still prevailing, no one was
present at the ceremony but the family
themselves, and their servants ; and, as

soon as the ladies had exchanged their
white robes for their travelling dresses,

the bride and bridegroom, with Miss Livy,
started in their new barouche, with George
and Susan in the rumble ; the four horses

and two postilions decked with white
favours, announcing to the envious neigh
bourhood, and to the admiring world, the
auspicious event that had taken place.

They slept the first night at Rochester,
the second at Dover, and on the following
morning they crossed the channel to
Calais ; during which interval, Susan re

marked nothing very particular in the
conduct of her companions, unless it was
the peculiar empressement with which

George handed Miss Livy in and out of
the carriage, and attended to all her wants ;

taking upon himself, also, the duty of
occasionally answering her questions,
when the count did not seem disposed to

do it himself ; which induced the young
lady to observe, that she found George a

very well informed person for his situation
in life.

When they got over the water, however,
the scene in some respects changed . George,
who, from the beginning, had been dressed

in plain clothes, and might have passed
for one thing as well as another, being a

sort of flashy, swaggering man, instead of

acting as he had hitherto done, looking

after the luggage and doing the duty of
an attendant, assumed a different tone,

committing the charge to others, and call
ing about him with an air of authority
and independence ; and, instead of offering
to conduct Susan, to whom he had hitherto
been civil enough, up to the hotel, he de

sired her to follow with the porters, who
were bringing the luggage, and walked
away himself with the rest of the party.
Neither did he assist in unpacking the
dresses and articles for the toilet that were

required ; but, having his portmanteau
placed in the bed-room he had selected, he

arranged his attire to his own satisfaction,
and then, without saying anything to
anybody on the subject, he went out.

Susan's curiosity being considerably
excited by these unusual proceedings, she

took an opportunity of asking Miss Livy,
in the evening, what was become of him.
" Oh !

" said the young lady, " the count
says we shall see him again in Paris, where
we're going to-morrow."

" I thought we were going to the count's
castle in Transylvannia ?

" said Susan.
" So we are, afterwards," replied Miss

Livy ;
" but we're going to Paris first,

where the count says we shall meet a

particular friend of his, called Colonel
Jones, that he is as fond of as if he were
his brother."

With a mind by no means at ease,
Susan started, with the rest of the party,
for Paris, on the succeeding day. The
strange conduct and disappearance of
George, formed a serious addition to the
previous amount of mystery, and she

could not but apprehend that " worse re

mained behind." If the servant had been

assuming a false character, the chances

were that the master had been doing the
same ; and she could not avoid certain
misgivings with respect to the estate in
Transylvannia, and all the other estates ;

especially that in the south of France,
where, she had one day heard the count
assuring Miss Livy, in answer to her in
quiry "whether echoes ever spoke first ?

"

that a phenomenon of that nature was to
be found. The only encouraging circum
stance was, that Roccaleoni continued to
treat them kindly ; she could perceive no
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I 206 SUSAN HOPLEY.

women appeared perfectly satisfied and

happy in his company.
On their arrival in Paris, they took up

their abode in the best apartments of a

handsome hotel ; and the count lost no

time in introducing them to the usual

round of spectacles and amusements ;

even Susan, for the first week, much as

her suspicions were awakened, observed

nothing uncommon or unsatisfactory in
his proceedings.

One day, however, about the eighth or
ninth after their arrival, when she hap
pened to be in the salon, receiving some

directions from the ladies, the laquais-de-
place entered, and announced Monsieur le

Colonel Jones ; and, to her infinite as

tonishment, though apparently creating
none in the minds of the rest of the party,
George, the late valet, presented himself,
attired in the height of the fashion, and

with all the ease and confidence of an old

acquaintance.
" Ah ! mon cher," * said the count, who,

now that he was in France, occasionally
garnished his conversation with a few

foreign phrases, " vous voila, enfin ! t
Do you know that we have been expecting
you these three days, with the utmost im

patience ? That is
, I and my dear little

countess here —as for Miss Livy, of course

she had no desire for your arrival ; none

in the world —had you Livy ?

"
" I am very sorry to hear that," replied

the colonel, taking a seat beside Miss Livy,
who laughed and blushed, and looked ex

tremely conscious; "and, had I known it

sooner, I might have extended my visit
to the duke for another week, as he urged
me to do. But my impatience would not
permit of a longer stay ; and I ordered my
horses to the door this morning before he

was up, and left a note excusing my sud

den departure."
" And how did you find the duchess, and

all the family ?

"
inquired Roccaleoni.

" Surprisingly well," answered the
colonel ;

" with the exception of the young
marquis, who had a fall from his horse

the day before I arrived, and had broken
the small bone of his arm. However, he's

doing very well."

* My dear fellow. + Here ycu are at last.

"Was there much company at the

chateau?
"

asked the count.
" A great deal," answered the colonel.

" There was the Due de Rochechouart,
the Prince of Tarentum, all the Armagnacs,
the Marquis and Marchioness de Beaure- I

gard, and several others. But, neverthe- j

less, they are extremely anxious for a visit
from you and the ladies ; and begged I

would urge you to fix an early period."
"That I will," replied the count, "as

soon as we have seen a few more of the

sights of Paris ; but, as the weather is so

fine at present, I wish to take advantage
of it

,

to show my dear little Carry the
environs of the city. To-morrow we pro- j

pose spending the day at Versailles. Per- i

haps you'll give us the pleasure of your
company ?

"

To this polite invitation the colonel
acceded ; and shortly afterwards, a walk
to the Thuilleries being proposed, they all
four started together, Roccaleoni giving
his arm to his wife, and the colonel his to

Miss Livy.
" Well," thought Susan, as she looked

out of the window after them, " it may be

all right — I hope it is. But why Colonel
Jones should pretend to be the count's
servant, I can't for the life of me make
out ; and, for all his fine clothes and great
talk, I don't feel clear in my mind that
he's not the servant yet."

In the meantime, the colonel and Miss

Livy proceeded down the street, for some

minutes in a silence which being only
interrupted by the sighs which ever and
anon proceeded from theo'ercharged breast
of the former, was infinitely more moving
and expressive than the most eloquent
oration could have been ; especially, as

each "suspiration of forced breath" was

accompanied by a corresponding pressure
of the fair arm he supported, every pres

sure augmenting, by a regular gradation,
in tenderness and intensity.

At length, "unable longer to conceal

his pain," the enamoured colonel ventured
to murmur, " Can you forgive the follies
that my unhappy passion has made me

commit 1"

"I can't think why you did it!" an
swered Miss Livy, who by no means ap
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SUSAN HOPLEY. £07

extremely glad to have her tongue set free,
and her curiosity satisfied.

" Hasn't the count explained my mo

tives ?
" said he.

" No," said she, " he told us you'd do

it.
"Damn him !" murmured the colonel,

in an inaudible whisper. " I am sorry
for that," he continued aloud ;

" for it's a

delicate subject for me to enter upon,
especially when my feelings are so apt to

overpower me. I'm sure you must have

often perceived my agitation when I ap

proached you."
" But what did you do it for V reiterated

Miss Livy. "Why didn't you come as

Colonel Jones at first?"
"Alas !" replied the colonel, " the small-

nsss of my fortune compared to the count's,
and my not having a title to bestow, like
him, made me fear you would scorn my

] intensions, and drive me from your pre-
:ence unheard. And I fancied if I could
only introduce myself under your roof,
and perhaps, in my disguise, make some

impression on your heart, I might have
a better chance of success afterwards. It
was very absurd, no doubt ; but you
know love makes men commit all sorts

of follies ; and mine I believe has almost
overpowered my reason ;

" and here the
colonel's voice faltered, and he appeared

exceedingly affected.
" When did it come on?" inquired Miss

Livy, whose gratification, great as it was,
by no means quelled her curiosity.

" The first time my eyes beheld you,"
he replied ;

" you were walking with your
sister, the present countess, and Rocca-
leoni and I were together, arm and arm.
'Heavens !' I exclaimed, 'look at that
lovely woman !

' ' Which V said he ; 'she
in blue?' 'No,' I answered; 'the other
in green. Observe her countenance ; see

what mind there is in her face !
' How

ever, he persisted in admiring your sister
most, whilst I couldn't take my eyes from
you. From that moment I was a lost
man ; and when I found that my friend
was about to pay you a visit at Virginia
House, I besought him to introduce me
under your roof as his servant."

" Well, it's very odd," said Miss Livy ;" but papa and mamma would have been

very glad to see you, if you'd said you
were Colonel Jones."

" Perhaps I was wrong," replied the
colonel ;

" and on that account, if I am so

happy as to make an impression on your
heart, I should request, as a particular
favour, that you would not expose the folly
that my passion led me to commit. I
shouldn't like to be laughed at."

" But they'll know you when we go to

England," said Miss Livy, jumping at
once to the conclusion.

" But I shall not mind that," answered
he, " if I am only so happy as to secure

your hand first. But I fear if they should
discover the imposition I practised on them
before I have obtained their consent to
our union, it may operate against me."

" It's very funny," said Miss Livy ;
" but papa said I should be sure to get a

husband in Transylvannia."
" Then you consent to my wishes ?" said

the colonel ;
" and I may consider myself

the happiest of men?"
It had not entered into Miss Livy's mind

to oppose them ; she had that sort of weak

good nature that would have inclined her
to accept anybody that had offered ; and

a man of the colonel's rank and figure, a

particular friend of the count's, one who
visited dukes and marquises, and who had
performed such a feat as disguising him
self, and appearing in a false character,
in order to win her affections, combined
every recommendation she could desire.

Miss Livy's consent, therefore, was soon

won ; but that was not enough for the

colonel, who declared himself quite incap
able of taking her, without the approbation
of her respected parents ; but lest the
attachment should appear too sudden, it
was arranged that a way should be paved
for his application for her hand, by a few

preliminary letters, wherein his name and

qualifications might be advantageously
introduced. Thus Miss Livy wrote,—

" Mr deah Papa, —I told you in my
last letter that we were expecting to be

joined by the count's particular friend,
Colonel Jones. He has been with us now
some days ; and a charming man he is !

I'm sure you'd be delighted with him, he's
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208 SUSAN HOPLEY.

which is the cleverest, he or the count ;

and you know I was always naturally
fond of clever people. Jemmy likes him

exceedingly ; and so does Carry. It makes
it very convenient for Carry and me, and
saves us a deal of trouble, as we don't
understand French, and the men who
show the sights can't speak English ; so

the count and the colonel tell us what

everything is, and who painted it. We
went yesterday to see the catacombs where
they bury the dead here, not like our
churchyards, but large places under

ground ; but it's not disagreeable, because

they've no flesh on. The colonel says
they are all boiled first, till the flesh turns
into fat, and they make wax candles of

it
,

which is the reason they're so much

cheaper here. There was a picture of a

lady in blue satin, and a Spanish hat, so

like mamma, that the count talks of hav
ing it copied ; the colonel says

' It's the

mother of the Gracchi by Sir Christopher
Wren ;' but he couldn't remember her
name. The skulls are all piled up one

above another in rows, and you walk
through them with a bit of candle in your
hand ; but sometimes the candle goes out,
and then you can't go out, for every one

of them's exactly the same. We went to

see the Goblins at work ; but the colonel
says

' they've worked it all on the wrong
side,' which is a pity. There was a very
grand piece, large enough to cover one

I endof thedrawing-roomatVirginiaHouse.
The colonel told us it was 'a battle between

Alexander the Great, and Louis the XIV ;

but he could not recollect which beat.'

But I think one of the most beautiful
things we've seen, is the king's palace

at Versailles, which is entirely full of
water-works, that sprinkle you all over

with gold-fish ; and such loads of crimson
satin I never saw ! But at the theatre
they don't act in English, which makes it

not very amusing to Carry and me ; but
the colonel tells us what it's about, and
I'm certain you'll be delighted with him.
Carry is

,

and says I'm a fortunate girl ;

and believe me, dear Papa,
" Your affectionate daughter,

"Livy Cbipps.

"P.S. We saw a beautiful picture of

Queen Cleopatra, committing suicide with

a large pearl. The colonel says

' it stuck
in her throat and choked her.' But the

picture that pleased me most, was a large
one that contains all our royal family ;

there's King George and Queen Charlotte,
and the Prince of Wales, and all the

princes and princesses; and beautiful like
nesses they are. The colonel says 'it was
painted by Vandyck.' I'm certain you'll
be surprised when you see the colonel.
You'd never guess who he is

, if you were
to guess from now till Christmas."

After a few epistles of this nature had
been forwarded to England, a proposal in
form from the colonel, strongly supported
by the recommendations of the count and
countess, was despatched, with a request
for an early answer, as it was desirable
the marriage should take place before the

party quitted Paris for Roccaleoni, which
they intended doing shortly ; and as no
doubt was entertained by the ladies of Mr
Cripps's compliance, every preparation
was made for the ceremony.

However, to their surprise, the answer,
instead of the expected consent, contained

a decided refusal ; and an intimation,
moreover, that Mr Cripps was about to

start immediately for Paris.
On the morning after this intelligence

reached them, the travelling carriage ap
peared at the door, and the count, countess,

colonel, Miss Livy, and Susan, started for
the castle in Transylvannia.

CHAPTER XLIV.

THE CHANCES OF ARRIVING AT ROCCALEONI AP
PEAR RATHER AT A DISCOUNT.

For two days the party travelled without
adventure ; and as the three women were
all equally ignorant of the language and
of the country, they had no further means
of knowing where they were going, than
what they learned from the gentlemen
who escorted them.

On the third evening, after passing for
some hours through a country thinly
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 209

drew up at a small lone inn, on a barren
heath ; and the two gentlemen alighting,
handed out the ladies, and conducted them
into the house.

" Take out the ladies' travelling bags,
and whatever they will want for the night,"
said the count to Susan ;

" but leave every
thing else in the carriage."

" Are we to stay in this lonely place
all night ?

"
inquired the countess.

"It's inevitable," returned her hus
band; "there is no other inn within a

considerable distance."
As they entered the narrow passage

that led to the interior of the house, they
were met by a tall, dark-complexioned
woman, apparently about fifty years of

age ; and who, although she had still the

remains of much beauty, had also, what
Susan thought, a most sinister expression
of countenance. She wore a dark-colour
ed linen bed-gown, which only descended

to her knees, below which appeared a red-
stuff petticoat ; on her feet she had blue-
worsted stockings, and wooden shoes ; and
on her head, a yellow handkerchief, in
the form of a toque. Her hair, which

straggled from beneath it
,

was perfectly
gray, and formed a striking contrast to

her black brows and jetty eyes, which
were still lighted by the fiery temperament
within, and from which glances of distrust
and suspicion were darted on all that ap
proached her.

On meeting the party in the passage,
she made a sort of salutation to the gentle
men, which seemed to imply a previous
acquaintance, but she said nothing ; whilst
they addressed a few words to her, in a

low voice, in French.
She then silently preceded them into

the kitchen ; and drawing a wooden

bench towards the chimney, she wiped off
the dust with her apron, and by pointing
to it

,

invited the ladies to sit down.
" Am I to sit down in the kitchen ?

"

inquired the countess, with some indigna
tion.

" There is no alternative," said the
count ;

" there is no other room in the
house, except the bed-rooms ; and besides,
the evening is chilly, and it is the only
one with a chimney."

With some remorse for their elegant
No. XIV.

silk pelisses, the ladies accommodated
themselves to the necessity of the case,
and seated themselves, giving Susan a

corner beside them. The kitchen, which
was paved with red bricks, was scantily
furnished ; shelves with a few cooking
utensils, a deal table, and some wooden

seats, forming the whole of its contents,

with the exception of a very old, large,
arm-chair, covered with what had once

been red damask, which stood on the other
side of the chimney, and which was occu

pied by a man who appeared to Susan (the
most observingof the party) as well worthy
of attention as the woman. Not that he

had the same sinister expression of counte
nance ; on the contrary, the expression he

bore was that of a deep and fixed melan- !

choly —of a melancholy that seemed to have

imprinted itself there underformer circum

stances, and in other times, and of which
the type still remained, although the griefs
were no longer remembered, nor the feel

ings yet in existence which had engraven
the lines. The face was long, and very

pale ; and the well-formed features testi

fied had once been a very handsome one.

His person was on a smaller and slighter
scale than that of the woman ; and although
he looked much older, to an observing eye

the marks of age appeared rather the result
of trouble than of time. He sat with his

body bent forward, his arms resting on
the two elbows of the chair, and his face

turned almost invariably to the embers

which flickered on the hearth, and on
which his eyes seemed to fix themselves,

as if he traced in the bright sparkles that

successively shone their short moment of

existence, and then set in darkness, the

image of his own transitory pleasures and

extinguished hopes. His dress, which con

sisted of a loose coat of gray flannel, with
trousers of the same material, and a black
velvet cap, was respectable and very clean,
as indeed was that of the woman ; and,

altogether, he had the air of having been

designedfor something betterthan the situ
ation in which he now appeared. When
the party entered the room, he rose slowly
from his chair, and made them a profound
and respectful salutation ; after which he

reseated himself, without saying a word,
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210 SUSAN HOPLEY.

testifying no further consciousness of their

presence.
Whilst Susan wasmaking these observa

tions, and the young ladies were mutually
expressing their impatience to reach the

elegant accommodations of Roccaleon i, the

woman and the two gentlemen left the

room together, and were absent some

minutes. When she returned she brought
in some eggs, and immediately set about pre

paring a repast for the company, in which

office she was aided by an odd, rough-
looking, red-haired boy, in a blue blouse,

perhaps about fourteen years of age, whom

she appeared to have summoned from some

other occupation to her assistance.

During this process, the gentlemen
walked about before the door, in deep con

versation, pausing now and then to hold

a consultation with the postilion, who still
remained there with the carriage. The

horses were then taken out, and the vehicle
wheeled under a shed ; whilst they reenter
ed the house, and partook of the refresh

ment prepared for them. When they
had finished their meal, the woman drew
the table into a corner, and spreading the
board with humbler fare, she and the posti
lion and the boy took their evening re

past ; but before either herself or the others
were served, she appropriated a portion to

the occupant of the arm-chair, whose wants
she appeared sedulously to attend to.

"Is that the master of the house?" in
quired Miss Livy.

" Yes," answered the count ;
" but he's

almost childish, and takes no part in the

management of it."
The remainder of the time that elapsed

before the ladies retired, passed dully
enough. There was something depressing
in the desolate air of the place, and the im

perturbable silence of its inhabitants ; for
not a sound from any of their lips had yet
reached the travellers. The man still sat

gazing at the fire, the boy quietly cleared
away the supper things, and the woman
went and came about her household affairs.
The countess appeared languid and tired ;

MissLivy's active mind found little subject
for inquiry ; Miss Jemmy was so sleepy she

could not keep her eyes open ; and the two
gentlemen appeared very much occupied
with their own reflections.

As for Susan, she did not feel in any
respect comfortable or satisfied. She had
many reasons for being displeased at their
hasty departure from Paris, and suspicious
as to its motive. She distrusted all she saw,
and all she heard ; and she watched the
motions of the strange silent people, under
whose roof they were to pass the night,
with an uneasy feeling of curiosity.

" I think," said the count, at length,
"you had better go to bed. Is the room

ready?" he added, addressing the woman,
who, bowing her head in token of assent,

immediately lighted a candle, and stood

ready to conduct the ladies.
"As for us," said he, " we must pass

the night by the fire here ; for, unluckily,
there is but one room in the house, be

sides what the people themselves occupy.
However, it's but a few hours, and we
shall do very well."

The room to which the woman conduct
ed them was up-stairs, and like the rest
of the house, poorly furnished, but clean.
It contained two beds, each originally
designed but for one person ; but on this
occasion it was arranged that the countess

and Miss Livy should occupy one, and Miss

Jemmy and Susan the other. After wait

ing a moment, as if to ascertain if there

were any further commands, the woman
bowed her head and departed.

The young ladies, whose minds were

neither suspicious nor anxious, undressed

and went to bed ; where, after a few ob

servations on the coarseness of the sheets,

and the inferiority of the accommodation,

they soon fell fast asleep. Susan went to
bed too, and after a time, to sleep ; but
her mind being less tranquil than the
others, her sleep was less sound. She

dreamed uneasy dreams about her brother
and Gaveston, and the strange, silent wo
man ; then she thought the melancholy-
looking man in the arm chair was Andrew,
and that the count and the colonel were
going to murder him, and that she inter
fered to save his life. This crisis woke
her, and she opened her eyes. The room

appeared light although there was no

candle burning, and she raised her head

to look at her companions. They appear
ed in a calm sleep ; and without reflecting
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her to see them, she t urned round and tried
to go to sleep again. But before she had
sunk into forgetful ness, she was again
roused by a sound that seemed to proceed
from beneath the window : there were

voices and wheels —probably some tra
vellers arrived —then the sound of horses'

feet ; and at last the smart slam of a

carriage door, the smack of a whip, the

wheels rolled away, and the room was
dark. Susan almost involuntarily jumped
out of bed,and ran to the window ; it looked
to the front, and there was neither curtain
nor blind to impede her view ; but all she

could discern was two fast-receding lights,
evidently the lamps of a carriage. " Tra-

! vellersstoppedtobaittheirhorses," thought
she, and once more settling her head on her
pillow, she fell into a sound sleep that lasted

till morning.
It was near eight o'clock when she

awoke, and she arose and dressed herself
that she might be ready to assist the ladies.
Soon afterwards Miss Jemmy, who was
by much the most lively and active of the
three, lifted up her head and announced
that she was ready to rise and be dressed ;

and as was her custom, as soon as this
ceremony was accomplished, she ran out
of the room to see what was going on
below ; and Susan soon saw her, from the
window, amusing herself with some fowls
that were pecking about in the front of
the house.

When the ladies were nearly dressed,
Miss Livy opened the window, and called
to Jemima to request the colonel would
give her a certain parcel that he would
find in the pocket of the carriage.

" I don't know where he is," replied the
child.

"Isn't he in the kitchen?" said Miss
Livy.

" No ["'answered Jemima ;
" I've been

looking for them, and they're not there.
I think they must be gone for a walk."

" Well, then, try and get it yourself,"
said the countess. " Make somebody open
the door for you."

On this injunction the child disappeared,
but presently returned, saying that she

could not find the carriage, and that she

could not make any one understand what
she wanted. The article required was there

fore dispensed with ; and the ladies, having
finished their toilet, descended to the kit
chen, where theyfound everything precise

ly as on the preceding evening. There was
a small wood-fire on the hearth ; the man
in the arm-chair sat gazing at it as if he

had never stirred or turned his head since

they left him, and the woman was making
preparations for their breakfast. The
ladies stood before the fire warming them
selves —for although it was yet early in the
autumn, the mornings were already chilly j
—and wondering where the gentlemen
were ; but as they had never yet made

any attempt at speaking the language,
their two cavaliers having always inter- '

preted for them, and given them no en

couragement to acquire it
,

they were shy
of making the inquiry.

When Susan had closed her travelling
bags, and finished her business up stairs,
she descended ; and on entering the kit
chen, the first thing that struck her eye

was the breakfast table. On it were three

basins of coffee at one end; and at the
other, removed from the rest, there was
another basin placed for her, as had been

done at the supper the night before ; but
there appeared no breakfast for the gentle
men. However, it was rather late, and

they might have breakfasted already.
When everything was prepared, the

woman touched Susan's arm, and pointed
to the table ; and then, without explan
ation or comment, she quitted the room,
and busied herself with her other affairs.

" Shall I call Miss Jemima in to break
fast?" inquired Susan.

" Do," answered the ladies ;

" but isn't

it very odd where the gentlemen can be?"
"I'll see if I can find them," said Susan ;

and after sending in the child, she hasten
ed with some anxiety to see, not exactly

if she could find the gentlemen, but if she

could find the carriage—but no such thing
was visible ; neither carriage, horses, nor

postilion, could she discover a vestige of.
" Then they're gone !

"
said she ;

" and
that was the carriage I heard last night !

Gone, too, without explanation, or an

nouncing their departure, soon after we
left them!" and Susan could not help

auguring from this that they had probably
no intention of returning.
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I 212 SUSAN HOPLEY.

The carriage, which had been built
expressly for the journey, and formed to

contain a great deal of luggage, was alto

gether no despicable prize. There were

there, not only the expensive wardrobes
of the ladies, but some very valuable

jewels, which Mr Cripps had given his

daughter in honour of the high alliance

j she was contracting ; and so low had
Susan's opinion of the count and his friend
fallen, that she had no difficulty in believ

ing them capable of any stratagem to avoid
meeting Mr Cripps, and to appropriate the

' property.
However, as this was only her own

conjecture, and if correct, the ill news
would be known soon enough, she kept
her thoughts to herself.

In the meantime, when the breakfast
was despatched, the ladies became very
impatient to depart ; and Jemima, who
had more notion of putting a few words

together than the others, pulled the woman

by the gown, and inquired as well as she

could, where the gentlemen were. The
hostess looked surprised at the question,

| but without answering pointed to the
1

east.
" Ask if they'll soon be back," said the

j
countess. But this was an interrogation
beyond Jemima's capabilities, and they

| were therefore obliged to be satisfied

I without further information.
But the day wore on, and nothing was

I seen of them ; neither did any other tra-
I vellers arrive to break the mysterious

stillness around them. The only voice

they heard, besides their own, was that
of the boy, who spoke occasionally to the

woman, but in a patois that would have

been perfectly unintelligible to any stran

ger. As for the hostess herself, it became

pretty evident that she was either dumb,
or under a vow of silence, as all her com

munications were conveyed by signs. Al
together, nothing could be less encouraging
than their situation. The man and the

boy took no notice of them at all ; the wo
man none beyond serving them their

meals, which she did unasked ; and

though they all watched the road as

anxiously as ever did Bluebeard's wife
and her sister Ann, they could "not see

i anybody coming."

Jemima played with the fowls and the

ducks, and kept up herspirits well enough ;

but her sisters, overcome by ennui and the

weariness of expectation, gave way to

their tears. Not that they had any sus

picion that they were abandoned. They
were too simple, and had been too com

pletely deceived, to entertain any such
notion ; Susan alone penetrated the truth,
and she saw very clearly that with her
alone must rest the remedy for their
misfortune.

But the difficulties before her were

many. In the first place, she was well
aware that beyond a few francs there was
no money amongst them. The gentlemen
had kept that, as well as everything else,

in their own hands, and the simple girls
scarcely knew the denominations of the

coin of the realm. Then, she had not the

slightest idea where they were, and she

could not conceive any means of ascertain

ing. She judged that they must have
deviated from the high road, because,

before arriving at the lonely inn, they
had travelled a vast dist ance without pass

ing through any but the meanest villages ;

the stages had been very long, and the

places where they had changed horses

merely posting stations where relays were

kept.
Nevertheless, as she was satisfied they

were abandoned, and that every chance of

escaping from their present disagreeable
situation rested with her, she set herself

seriously to consider what was to be done,

after having allowed a fair interval for the

yet possible, but as she considered, very
improbable, return of the husband and
the lover.

CHAPTER XLV.

SUSAN FINDS HERSELF IN AN UNEXrECTF.D

DILEMMA.

When three days had elapsed, which in
terval the ladies bestowed in tears, and in

watching the road to see if "anybody was

coming," Jemima in playing with the
ducks and fowls, building towers of stones,
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 213

occupations, and Susan in reflections on

their situation, and the means of extrica
tion, she ventured for the first time to

suggest her suspicions. The countess and

Miss Livy were at first indignant at the

idea —especially the former, whose hus
band had hitherto, for ends of his own,
behaved very well to her ; but Susan's
representations, and the lapse of a couple
more days, brought them pretty much to

her way of thinking; and, utterly unable
to act for themselves in such an emergency,
they applied to her to decide what was
to be done. Too weak to be much
affected by the lamentable imposition of
which they had been the victims, they
mourned their desertion much less than
their danger. The loss of the husband and
the lover, and the rank and splendour
expected to be derived from them, made

but little impression ; all such regrets
were merged in fears for the present, and
in anxiety to escape from their dilemma,
and find themselves once more in the
drawing-room at Virginia House ; and to

the attainment of this desirable object
they entreated Susan, with tears and
clasped hands, to direct the whole of her

energies.

"My dear young ladies," said Susan,
"it's what I am as anxious to do as you
can be, and I have been thinking of
nothing else all these days we have been

here. But as for any particular danger,
I see no cause for fear. If the people
here meant to harm us, they might have
done it before now. But the thing that
puzzles me most, is what we're to do for
money ; for if we saw an opportunity of
getting away, we hav'n't enough, I'm
afraid, even to pay what we've had here,
much less for the expenses of a journey."

This set them to reckoning the amount
of their funds, when it appeared that all
they could raise between them was only
about thirty livres.

Susan's first proposal was, that they
should prepare a couple of letters, one ad

dressed to Virginia House, and the other
to Mr Cripps, addressed to the hotel they
had been lodging at in Paris ; as, if he

came in search of them as he had inti
mated, it was there, of course, he would
inquire, and thus the letter might reach

him. But the difficulty was how to for
ward them when written. During the
five days they had been in the house of
Monsieur le Clerc, for such was the name

inscribed over the door, they had seen but
one stranger, and that was a man who
arrived one evening with a large, shaggy-
haired dog, and who had disappeared
before they came down stairs in the morn

ing ; but whence he came, and whither
he went, they had no idea. Susan, in
fact, wondered how the people contrived
to keep the house upon the profits of such
scanty custom ; and the more she thought
of the dumb woman, the silent man, and
the odd, half-witted boy—for he appeared
little removed from an idiot —the more

mysterious she thought their way of life
and their means of supporting it.

The only symptom she had observed

that indicated there was an inhabited

place at hand, was, that on the morning
after the man with the dog had been

there, the boy was missing, and did not
appear again until evening, when he

brought home a basket on his arm, con

taining various articles of provision. Thus
she concluded there must be a town, or
village, or at least a shop, within such a

distance as he could walk, and therefore
attainable by her ; and she saw no hope
for them but in her attempting the enter
prise. She might thus, at least, find some

means of forwarding the letters, if she

could do no more ; and even this would be

much gained,as she had already explained,
as well as she could, to the woman and
the boy, that she wanted them conveyed
to the post, in the hope that they might
direct her which way to find a post town ;

but they had only shaken their heads, and

given her to understand that they knew
no means of sending them. She would
also, probably, discover where they were,
so that their friends might learn where to

seek them ; the only direction for that
purpose they were at present able to insert
in the letters, being, that they were in an
inn, kept by a Mr le Clerc, three days
journey from Paris.

But when Susan proposed setting out
on this expedition, the young women were

seized with terror at the idea of being left
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214 SUSAN IIOPLEY.

the possibility which suggested itself of
her meeting with some danger or accident
which might prevent her return. She

was their whole stay and reliance ; they
had just sense enough to perceive that she

had more than they had, and on her they
cast their cares. In her, they knew, lay
their whole chance of release; for they
might have remained at Mr le Clerc's inn
to the day of judgment, before their own

energies or invention would have effected

their restoration to their friends : but like
the weak creatures they were, they had
not resolution to encounter the inconve
nience of losing her for a day, for the sake

of the ultimate benefit to be derived from
her absence. They imagined themselves
surrounded by all manner of perils, from
which her presence alone protected them ;

and " what shall we do, if anything hap

pens while you are gone?" was their con
stant answer to her proposal of departure.
They would even have preferred accom

panying her, and encountering the un
known dangers of the expedition, to

remaining without her ; but that was out
of the question, as neither their feet nor
their shoes were calculated for walking,
and a couple of miles would have entirely
exhausted their pedestrian capabilities.
The only one that agreed to her proposal
was Jemima, who, though but a child of
twelve years old, had a great deal more
sense and character than her sisters.

She saw the necessity of it
,

laughed at
their notions of danger, and when she

found that they would not give their con
sent, she advised Susan to go without it.
" Just set off," she said, " some morning
before they're up, and I'll tell them where

you're gone." And after duly considering
the case, Susan resolved to follow her
recommendation.

Accordingly, with a few francs in her

pocket, the two letters, and a slice of
bread, that she contrived to secure the
night before, Susan started one morning
from the solitary inn on her adventurous
journey. She had nothing to guide her
as to the direction she should take ; but
recollecting, that on the road they had
travelled over there had been no town for
many miles, she resolved to take the op

posite one.

It was about six o'clock, on a fine
autumn morning, when she set forth, her

departure exciting no observation on the
part of the hostess, as she had made a

practice of walking out before the ladies
were up, in the hope of effecting some

discovery in the neighbourhood that might
be useful. For several hours she trudged
along the road without meeting a single
human being ; and she judged that she

must have gone over at least ten miles,
when feeling tired, and observing a fine
clear spring of water gushing from the
bank, she sat down to rest, and refresh
herself with a draught of the cool element
and her bit of bread.

Whilst she was yet sitting, she observed

two figures approaching, not by the road,
but across the common, immediately in
front of her, where there was no apparent
path. At first she thought it was a man
and a child, but as they drew nearer she

saw it was a man with a large dog ; and
ere long, she discerned that it was the

very man and dog that she had seen at
the inn some evenings before.

When he arrived within a few yards he
seemed also to recognise her, and advanc

ing straight towards where she was sitting,
he said a few words in French, to which,
not comprehending them, she could only
respond by shaking her head. He then

pointed in the direction of the inn, and
mentioned the name of Le Clerc, which
she interpreted into an inquiry whether
she was not living there, and she therefore
nodded in sign of assent ; upon which he
took off one of his shoes, lifted up the inner
sole, and taking out a letter, handed it to
her, pointing again towards the inn, and

saying something which she construed
into a request that she would convey it

there ; and perceiving that it was actually
addressed to Madame le Clerc, she testified
her readiness to undertakethe commission.

The man upon this gave her to under
stand that he was obliged ; offered her a

drink from a flask he carried in his
pocket, which, on tasting, she found was

brandy ; and then, whistling to his dog,

he turned round, and retraced his steps

across the common ; whilst presently
afterwards Susan resumed her journey.
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 215

hours more, and was beginning to get a

good deal alarmed at the space she was
placing between herself and the unfortu
nate girls she had left behind, fearing that
if she went much further she should find
it impossible to return that night, when
she was cheered by the sight of a town at
no great distance. A pretty considerable
one, too, it appeared ; and she stept for
wards with a lightened heart, thinking
that if she derived no other advantages
from her expedition, there was every
probability of her finding the means of
forwarding her letters. Some little way
in advance, however, between her and

the town she was making for, there stood

a single small house by the road side,

round the door of which she saw lounging
several men ; some in uniform, apparently
soldiers, and others in plain clothes.

" Stop !
" cried one of them, as she was

about to pass on—"Where are you go-
tog?"

Susan, who was utterly ignorant of
custom-houses, and barriers, and pass

ports, and the precautions used at parti
cular times and places on frontier towns
on the continent, imagined, from the man's
insolent tone of voice and evident design

of impeding her progress, that he intended

to insult her ; and instead of stopping she

quickened her pace, and endeavoured to
avoid him.

" Stop !
" he cried again in a loud voice,

as she slipt past him ;
"

stop, or I'll make

you ;
" whilst a roar of laughter amongst

the lookers-on testified their diversion ;

when Susan, alarmed at the augmented
violence of his manner, and never doubt

ing but some insult was designed, convert
ed her walk into a run, and fairly took
to her heels. But her efforts to escape

were vain. She soon felt her arm in the

rough gripe of the angry soldier ; and
then apprehending resistance would only
make matters worse, she quietly suffered

herself to be led back to the guard-house ;

volleys of oaths and abuse being showered
on her on the way, which, however, she

had the happiness not to comprehend.
Next followed a series of interrogations,

addressed to her in an angry tone, to all
of which she could only answer by a silent
shake of the head, being utterly ignorant

of their purport, and of the nature of her
offence.

" Come !
" cried the man, with increased

irritation, and forcing her at the same

time into the house, a measure which she

thought so suspicious that she opposed
it with all her strength, "

come, let us see

what you've got about you."
Exceedingly alarmed, and her imagi

nation running quite astray as to their
intentions, Susan wept and entreated as

they conducted her into a back room of
the guard-house ; and when, with a

rudeness approaching to brutality, they
proceeded to search her person, she resisted

their efforts to lay hands on her with all
the strength she could exert.

But her opposition availed nothing,
except to augment their violence; and

they speedily extracted the contents of
her pockets, to the examination of which
they had first directed their attention,
and amongst them drew forth the two
English letters, and also the one she had
undertaken to deliver to Madame le Clerc.

On perceiving the address of the latter
there was an evident sensation amongst
the men ; they turned it all ways, peeped

through it
,

endeavouring to make out
something of its contents, and appeared
to hold a consultation whether or not
they should open it ; a question, however,
which seemed to be ultimately decided in
the negative.

Gradually, Susan's first apprehensions
subsided. She comprehended that they
were searching her person for some pur
pose or other, and she regretted exceed

ingly that she was unable to understand
or answer the interrogations they continued
to put to her ; more especially as she per
ceived that considerable importance was
attached to the letter they had found upon
her, and she would have been happy to
explain in what manner it had fallen into
her hands. But unfortunately this was
impossible ; and all she could do was to

await the unravelling of the mystery in

silence, and with what patience she could.
With respect to the last, indeed, it appear
ed likely enough to be called into exercise ;

for when their search was over, instead

of restoring the letters and setting her

free, they locked her into the room by her
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216 5USAX HOPLEY.

self, and carried the papers away with

them.
Unconscious of evil, and concluding

that ere long she would be released, Susan,

as regarded herself, would have felt no

great uneasiness, nor perhaps considered
her situation much worse than it was

before ; but when she thought of the

helpless creatures she had left behind her,
and the alarm they would feel if she did

not return by night, she was seriously
distressed at the obstruction thus placed
in her way, and the delay it would occa

sion.
After enduring a confinement of a couple

of hours, during which time she heard,

by the clatter of knives and forks and

plates, that the guards were at dinner,
the door was opened ; and being sum
moned forth, she was given to understand
that she was to accompany two of them

to the town, a proposal to which she was
far from objecting ; and they therefore
set out immediately at a brisk pace, one

walking on each side of her.

After some conversation between her

guards and others that were stationed at
the gate, she was conducted through the

streets to the Court-house, where a great
many people were assembled, whose at
tention appeared to be engaged by some

matter of public interest. Making their

way through the crowd, the men that had

charge of her led her into an anteroom,
where, mingled with soldiers and police-
officers, were several persons, some of
whom seemed, like herself, to have been

brought there not wholly by their own
consent. The latter were mostly seated on
wooden benches that were placed against
the wall ; and on one of these she also
was invited to rest herself. There was a

constant hum and buzz of conversation
amongst the officers on the one hand, and
amongst the questionable-looking people
on the other ; and some observations were

addressed to her, which, however, finding
she only answered by a shake of the head,
were soon discontinued. So she sat quietly
watching the scene before her, wondering
at the singularity of her own situation, and

lamenting over the alarm of the poor help
less girls she had left behind her at the

inn. Occasionally, the scene was varied

by the opening of a pair of large folding
doors at one end of the room, and the ap
pearance of some persons from an inner

apartment, or by some of those who were
in the outer being called in ; but Susan's
astonishment may be imagined, when on

one of these occasions, a sudden rush of
several people through the doors having
awakened her attention, she lifted up her

head, and beheld, first the count, and

secondly the colonel, each surrounded by

guards, and evidently in custody; and

presently afterwards a second rush, when
there came out, attended by several gen

tlemen, apparently of distinction, a very
beautiful and elegant person, attired in
deep mourning, and seemingly in great
distress, in whom, at the first glance, she

recognised Mabel, the dairy-maid.
The first party she only followed with

her eyes as they were conducted through
the room ; but when the second appeared,

thrown off her guard by the surprise, and
her anxious wish not to lose the oppor
tunity she had so long eagerly desired, she

suddenly started to her feet, and made an
effort to follow them. But ere she had
advanced two steps, a sturdy arm arrested
her progress, and she found herself forced
back into her seat, with a stern command
to be quiet, and not create a disturbance ;

whilst the brilliant company passed on,
and disappeared through the door at the

other end.
Her thoughts wholly abstracted from her

own situation by this unexpected vision,
unconscious of the lapse of time, and in

different to all that surrounded her, even

to her own detention, except inasmuch as

it prevented her following Mabel, Susan
sat for some time longer, whilst several

of those about her, having been summoned
into the inner apartment, got their busi
ness settled, and departed, either freely
or otherwise, as it might happen.

In the meantime the hours advanced ;

evening was drawing on ; and, at length,
the folding doors were again thrown open,
and the contents of the innerroom, amongst
whom appeared magistrates, officers, and

other persons in authority, pouring out,
announced that the business of the day
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 217

then departed at their leisure ; but others,
and amongst them she herself, were led

away by the guards that had charge of
them, and being conducted to a place of
confinement near at hand, were locked up.

CHAPTER XLVI.

TWO PERSONAGES APPEAR ON THE SCENE WHOM

THE READER WILL RECOGNISE AS OLD ACQUAIN
TANCE.

O.v the following morning Susan was
again conducted to the Court-house, and
in her turn, was introduced into the inner
apartment and placed before the magis
trates, accompanied by the guards who
had brought her there.

" Who is this woman ?
" said the magis

trate.
" We believe her to be Julia le Clerc,"

replied the serjeant.
" Does she admit that she is that per

son?" said the magistrate.
" She is dumb, your worship," answered

the serjeant.
" And deaf? " inquired the magistrate.
" No, not deaf,

" answered the other.
" She is said to have lost her speech from

fright many years ago."
" What is your name ?

"
inquired the

magistrate of Susan.
But Susan remained silent, for as the

whole dialogue was conducted in French,
she comprehended nothing that was go

ing on.
" Can you write ?

"
said the magistrate.

Susan shook her head in token that she

did not understand the question.
" She can't write," said the magistrate.

"How are we to interrogate a person who
can neither write nor speak ? On what
charge have you brought her here ?

"
" Her house, as your worship knows, "

replied the serjeant, " is a well-known re

sort for smugglers ; and we have been long
on the look-out to get some proof against
them.

"

"And have you any?" inquired the
magistrate.

" Not exactly,
" answered the serjeant.

" But yesterday we caught her endeavour

ing to slip past the barrier, and she made
violent resistance when we attempted to

search her person.
"

" That's suspicious, certainly," observed

the magistrate. " And what did you find ?"
" Here are the contents of her pockets,"

replied the man, "consisting of three letters,
five francs, a pocket handkerchief, and a

small box, containing an English half-
crown, and two shirt studs."

" But there's nothing criminal in that,"
said the magistrate.

" No," answered the serjeant ;
" but her

coming into the town at this particular
period is of itself suspicious, as she has
never been seen here before. It is probable
that she wished to find some means of com

municating with the prisoners."
"Very likely," answered the magistrate,

whose head appeared rather a recipient for
other people's ideas, than a magazine of
his own.

" Perhaps the letters may throw some

light on her designs," said the clerk.
"I shouldn't wonder," replied the magis

trate ; "hand them up." 'A' Monsieur

Creeps en Angleterre,' " said he, reading
the address of the first. —'"A" Monsieur

Creeps, a Paris,' "
turning to the second.

—"And another to' Madame le Clerc;'
come, we'll take a peep at the inside of
this one !

" and thereupon, throwing aside

the two first, he broke the seal of the third,
and read as follows :

" Madame,
" This is to inform you that

I have at length discovered the persons

you have so long desired to find. I have

been on their track for some time, but
circumstances were unfavourable. Your
intelligence was in all respects correct.
They are free traders on the coast, and
will be willing to undertake any business
you propose, on satisfactory terms. They
are inseparable, and undertake nothing
but in concert. They will arrive at your
house shortly after the receipt of this,
which I send by Jacques Menin.

" Yours to command,
" Louis Gros."

" That's odd," said the magistrate. " I
don't very well understand it."
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218 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" One thing in it is evident," observed

the clerk ; "these men are wanted to carry
on some illicit traffic."

" That's clear, certainly," said the ma

gistrate ;
" what shall we do with her,

Drouet ?"
" Detain her, I should recommend," said

Drouet ;
" at least for the present ; and

set a trap for the villains she expects.

But suppose we see the contents of the
other letters."

" Ah !" said the magistrate, when he

had opened them, "they're in English,
Drouet, which I don't comprehend ; but
it appears to me they're of no importance.
They're signed

' Leevy Creeps,' and seem

to be addressed from a child to her papa ;

see, there is the word Papa legible enough."
" Letters she has been intrusted to put

in the post, probably," said the clerk,

throwing them aside.
" Take her away," said the magistrate,

" and bring up somebody else. We'll con

sider what's to be done with herby andby."
And Susan was accordingly led back to her

previous place of confinement, and again
locked up.

In the meantime, when the two ladies
arose on the preceding day, and learnt
from Jemima that Susan had already been

gone some hours, they were seized with
dismay at the idea of being left at the

mercy of the fearful dumb woman, who
was to them an object of the greatest

terror. Every danger, possible and im

possible, presented itself to their imagina
tions ; they proclaimed their conviction
that she would never return ; or that if
she did they should never live to see it

,

as,

doubtless, the hostess would take advan

tage of the opportunity to rob and murder
them : and the day was passed in tears

and lamentations, which, as the hours
drew on without any signs of her reap

pearance, became more and more violent.
Jemima, on the contrary, passed the day
in her usual amusements ; and neither

participated in their fears nor their dis
trust. She had as much confidence in
Susan as they had ; but young as she was,
she was a much more reasonable being.
She had no doubt that she would return
the moment she had effected the object she

went for; and she entertained no appre

hensions of the dumb woman, because she

knew that Susan entertained none ; and
that if she had, she would not have gone

away and left them at her mercy. "Per
haps it's a great way to a post office," said
the child to her weeping sisters, when, as

the night approached, their terrors became

every moment more uncontrollable. "She
said she would return this evening, if

possible ; but that we were not to be

frightened if she didn't, as she couldn't tell
how far she might have to go. I'm sure

if Susan thought Mrs le Clerc would hurt
us, she wouldn't have gone at all.

"

"How can Susan tell what Mrs le

Clerc means to do?" said the countess.

"I heard her say herself, when first we

came, that she thought the woman had a

very bad countenance. "

"But if she wanted to hurt us, she

might have done it when Susan was here,
"

answered Jemima. " How could she have
helped it ? She's not a man to fight for
us."

"Hold your tongue, Jemmy," said Miss
Livy ;

" you're only a child, and don't
know anything about it."

"Oh yes, I do," said Jemima ; "I know
what Susan told me, and she said there
was no danger, and that she'd come back
as soon as she could ;

"
and away she ran

to see Rauque, the boy, feed the chickens.
At her usual hour Jemima went to

bed ; but the other two, having barrieadoed
their room-door as well as they could, only
lay down in their clothes, agreeing that
one should sleep whilst the other watched ;

but terror kept them both awake, and they
passed the weary night in fancying they
heard stealthy footsteps approaching the
door, or low whisperings outside of it

,

or

a hand softly trying the lock ; and in short,
in imagining all those mysterious and fear
ful tokens that presage the approach of
danger.

However, the morning dawned, and
found them alive, but not relieved ; they
were still confident that Susan would
never return ; whilst Jemima, who had

slept the sound and healthy sleep of child
hood, awoke gay and refreshed, and as

confident as ever that she would.
The hostess, who from the moment of

their arrival had always appeared ex
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

tremely indifferent to their presence, and

little curious about their proceedings,

serving them their meals at stated hours,
and performing requisite services unask

ed, but lavishing on them not a grain of
extra civility or attention, nevertheless

seemed to feel some surprise at Susan's
disappearance. She placed her cover, as

usual, at breakfast, dinner, and supper,
and was evidently perplexed that she was

notforthcoming. She interrogatedRauque
on the subject, with whom she was in the

habit of communicating by the finger al

phabet used by dumb people ; but he shook
his head, and declared he knew nothing
about it. This very curiosity on her part,
rational as it was, served only to augment
the terror of her lodgers. They observed

her eyes fixed on them whenever they
happened to look towards her, and fearful

eyes they were, certainly —bright, black,
fierce and suspicious ; and they persuaded

themselves that she was watching their
movements.

" I'm sure," said Caroline to her sister,

after they had eaten their breakfast,
"that we should be safer anywhere than
here ; and I wouldn't pass such another

night as the last for anything in the
world. Suppose we go out as if we meant
to take a walk, and see if we can't find
some house, or somebody that would pro-

1 tect us. Perhaps, if Susan's coming back
we may meet her ; and if she don't come

back, I'm sure I'd rather run any risk
than remain in the power of this horrid
woman."

Livia willingly acceded to the proposal ;

all she feared was, that the hostess would
lay violent hands upon them, and confine
them to the house ; but Jemima objected ;

urging, that if Susan returned during their
absence she would be seriously alarmed.
But this argument had no weight with
the sisters. Susan's alarm they repre
sented couldn't equal theirs ; she had a

great deal more courage, and was better
able to take care of herself ; besides, the
woman wouldn't think it worth while to

hurt her : in short, they were resolved to

go, whether Jemima accompanied them or
not.

"
Perhaps she '11 be less likely to stop

us if we leave Jemima," suggested Caro-
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line. "She'd think we're coming back.
Besides, she'll never think of hurting
such a child as that."

" And she likes her better than she

likes us," observed Livy. " She always
gives her the best of everything ; and the
other day when her feet were wet, she

would change her shoes and stockings for
her."

" And then when we reach any place
of safety or get to Paris, we can easily
send for Jemmy," said Caroline ; "and as

she's not frightened it's no hardship to her
to stay behind."

"And as we've got so little money, it
will be better not to be too many ; it will
last longer for two than for three."

So " laying this flattering unction to
their" selfish "souls," they arrayed them
selves in their bonnetsand shawls, and with
an air of as much indifference as they
could assume, walked out; having the
satisfaction to find that the hostess made

no effort to impede their intentions, nor
seemed to entertain any suspicion that

they were taking their final departure. As
the road they had come in the carriage
was the one that led to Paris, they turned
their steps in that direction ; and having
sauntered on in a careless manner as long
as they were near the house, lest the host
ess should be watching them, as soon as

they were out of sight they accelerated

their pace, and advanced over the ground
with as mush speed as their ill-exercised
limbs permitted.

In the meantime, as the day advanced,

the little girl became extremely anxious
for the return of Susan ; not that she was
alarmed for herself, but because she weari
ed without her, having no one to speak
to ; and because she feared Susan might
have met with some accident.

When the dinner was served, and no
one appeared to eat it but the child, the
woman seemed extremely surprised, and

inquired of her by signs, as well as she

could, what had become of the rest of the

party. Jemima, who had picked up so

much French as to know that marcher

meant to walk, pronounced that word ;

upon which the hostess patted her kindly
on the cheek, and invited her to eat, at
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220 IIOPLEY.

other two to be kept till their return. But
when the evening arrived without any
thing being seen of them, her astonish
ment was evidently considerable, and
seemed to be accompanied by some un
easiness. She talked a great deal to Rauque
with her fingers, and apparently sent him
in search of them, as he went out and was

absent for some time. He returned,
however, shaking his head, and giving her
to understand he brought no intelligence.
Still her surprise and anxiety did not by
any means take the form of displeasure
to Jemima. On the contrary, she treated

her with a degree of kindness and atten
tion she had never done before ; for, hither-

I to, whatever sensibility her soul seemed

capable of, appeared to be solely reserved

for the helpless being in the arm-chair.
i Hiswants and comforts were neverneglect

ed ; his meals were regularly prepared and

placed before him, ere anybody else was
served ; the fire was maintained the great
est part of the day merely with a view to

j his convenience, and she carefully moved

his chair nearer or farther from it as the

temperature of the room directed ; and at a

I certain hour she always lighted a candle,
and assisted him out of the room to his
bed.

It was this singular devotion that had
so far redeemed her in Susan's eyes, as to

counter-balance in a great degree the un

promising expression of her countenance,
and the mystery that seemed to hang
about her. She could not help judging
mercifully of a woman who was capable
of such a devoted and constant affection to

one, who, whatever he might formerly
have been, was certainly now only an ob

ject of pity ; and Jemima had intelligence
and natural tact enough to be inspired
with confidence from the same source.

Thus she received Madame le Clerc's little
advances with cheerfulness and good

humour, and although she wished very
much for Susan's return, she was under
no apprehensions for her own safety.
When the child's usual hour for retiring
arrived, the hostess attended her up stairs,
saw her comfortably laid in bed, and as

she patted her cheek when she left the

room, there was a relaxation of the white

compressed lips that almost amounted to

a smile, where smiles for many a long year
had never beamed. The next day passed
as this, without events ; nothing was seen

of the sisters, nor of Susan. Jemima began

really to fear something had happened to

her, and she would have been very much
relieved if she could have expressed her

apprehensions to Madame le Clerc in
words ; but that was impossible. All she

could do, she did ; she took hold of her
hand and looked in her face with an ex

pression of anxiety ; and the dumb wo
man patted her head encouragingly, made

the same feeble approach to a smile she

had done the night before ; and on one oc

casion, went so far as to take her head in
her hands and kiss her forehead.

It was on the evening of the day after
the sisters' departure that the four inha
bitants of the lonely inn, the man, the
woman, Rauque, and Jemima, were as

sembled in the kitchen at rather an earlier
hour than usual. The afternoon had been

wet and cold ; the child had been driven
in from her out-door amusements, and

Rauque from his occupations ; the fire was
fed with an additional log, the old man's
chair pushed close to the chimney corner,
and Madame le Clerc, seeing Jemima was
in want of amusement, had given her a

large hank of blue worsted, and asked her,

by signs, if she would wind it for her.

Altogether, there was an air of com

fort in the apartment that might have
deceived a stranger into the belief that it
was the abode of cheerful contentment ;

the fire blazed, the invalid watched the

flickering flames, Rauque cut out wooden

pegs for fastening the linen on the drying
lines, Madame le Clerc was employed with
her knitting needles, and Jemima in

winding the worsted. All at once, a

sound of heavy feet was heard at the
outer-door : all lifted up their heads,

except the man, in whom it appeared to

excite no attention. Madame le Clerc
and Rauque rose, and the latter went out
to open the door ; whilst Jemima, letting
the ball of worsted roll from her lap, anx

iously watched to see whether it was
Susan, or her sisters, or their perfidious
seducers that had returned.

It was neither of them. Rauque en
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SUSAN

would neither of them have been very
remarkable alone, but who were remark

able from their singular resemblance of
air, manner, and dress. They were, as

nearly as possible, of the same age, height,
and complexion, the latter being extreme

ly dark by nature and become more so by
exposure to the weather ; the hair of both
was for the most part gray, a few black
ones here and there remaining to show
what it had been ; they wore broad oil
skin hats, and were coarsely attired as

sailors.

They advanced towards Madame le

Clerc with a salutation somewhat more

polished than might have been expected
from their appearance ; and Jemima, who
was observing the scene, looked up at her

1 to see how she returned it. But she did
not return it — she was standing like

j a person transfixed, with her face the
colour of marble, and her eyes glaring on

the men with an expression that inspired
even the child with terror. Gradually,
this fixed and ghastly expression relaxed,
the usually compressed lips parted, and a

smile succeeded —an unnatural and fearful
smile, which denoted neither pleasure nor

- benignity, but which, accompanied as

j it was by the still vengeful glare of the

eye, and the malignant extension of the
nostrils, rather resembled the grin of an

' hyena, than a token of satisfaction.
Both expressions, however, were transi

tory ; a moment or two, and the face of
the hostess had resumed its usual appear
ance ; except that it continued, perhaps,
paler than before, and that a sterner
resolution than common sat upon the

I brow. She seemed, too, to feel that she

! had not received her guests well ; and she

endeavoured to make amends for her in-
hospitality by an extraordinary degree
of assiduity. She stirred the fire into a

brighter blaze, drew a bench close to it
,

and,
with remarkable alacrity, placed a table
with refreshments and liquors before

them; whilst the men, who seemed nothing

| loath, lost no time in availing themselves
of the entertainment prepared for them.

A few words, remarking on the state of
the weather and the season, formed all
the discourse that accompanied the meal ;

but when they had done eating, and filled

HOPLEY. 221

their glasses, the visiters seemed disposed
for further communication.

"Ah," said one of them, "it's singular
to be dumb and not deaf."

"Those things arise from illness occasion

ally," answered the other ; "sometimes
from a fever."

Here Madame le Clerc, who heard what

they were saying, looked up from her

knitting, which she had resumed, and

appeared, by her eyes, to take part in the
conversation. " Has she been dumb from
her birth?" asked the first man of Rauque,
who was removing the supper things from
the table.

At this question Madame le Clerc touched

Rauque on the arm, and drew his attention
to herself before he had time to answer ;

"Tell them," said she, "that I lost my

speech in a fright at sea, when I was like
to be drowned ;" and Rauque did as he

was desired.
" That's likely enough," observed one of

the men to the other. " You know it was
said Julie le Moine lost hers from the

fright."
" No doubt she did, for some time," re

plied the other ;

" her evidence was given
in writing. But I think she recovered it ;

it was only temporary, I fancy. Some

body cured her in England, where she went
to reside with her husband."

" Well," said the first, " I think we'd
better proceed to business, and learn what's

required of us. Doubtless, madam," con

tinued he, addressing the hostess, who,

although she appeared to be engaged with
her knitting, was lending an attentive ear
to their discourse, "doubtless you have
been expecting us, and it is needless to say
who we are, or what has brought us here ?"
"I presume," answered Madame le Clerc,

through Rauque's interpretation,
" that I

see before me the brave foster-brothers of
Nantes, whose deeds are celebrated along
the whole coast from Calais to Brest ?"

"Precisely," answered one of them ; "we
are the two Rodolphes of Nantes, at your
service ; and are here ready to undertake

any enterprise likely to be beneficial to

ourselves and our friends."
" You have been wanted here for some

time," replied Madame le Clerc. " The
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I 222 SUSAN HOPLEY.

a wholly new organization. Everything's
known, or at least suspected ; and if it
wasn't for the dogs, we shouldn't pass

twenty louis' worth of lace in a month.
You must be doubtless sensible of the

difference yourselves. You must get much
less to transport than you used?"

" Trade languishes, certainly," replied
one of the men, " and we shall be willing
to do our utmost to regenerate it. But we

| understood it was for some specific purpose

i you had desired to see us?"
" It was," replied Madame le Clerc, "one

I have long desired to accomplish ;" and
as Rauque interpreted her words, she fixed
her eyes with a peculiar meaning on the

' two strangers.
"And what is it?" inquired the men.
" That," she replied, nodding signifi

cantly, " you will learn by and by ; but

you must receive the communication from

myself. In the meantime, drink, and be

welcome."
The visiters were by no means slow to

accept the invitation ; and appearing con

tent to wait her own convenience for the

explanation she promised, they turned the
conversation into another channel.

" This is an awkward affair," they ob-
I served, " that has just occurred ; and had

. we heard of it before we reached this
neighbourhood, we should have deferred

i our visit ; for it sets the country on the
alert, and makes travelling difficult."

"What is it?" inquired Madame le

Clerc.

j "Is it possible you are not aware of
I it?" said they.

"I have heard of nothing," answered
she ;

" we have had nobody here this

j
week. The last was Jacques Menin,
and I expected him again yesterday, but
he didn't come."

"Probably prevented by the circum
stance we allude to," replied one of the
visiters. " Listen : it appears there have

been two men—interlopers — not belong
ing to us—who have been attempting
something on a great scale —with a car

riage and four — provided with passports
too—passing for foreigners—they are, in
deed, proved to be English—they had
been to Malines, Brussels, and other places,
and were on their return, well charged ;

the whole inside of the carriage, which
was English built, and therefore the less

suspected, had a false lining—capitally
done, they say—never would have been

discovered ; in short, when they passed

through into Flanders about ten days ago,

they were taken for persons of the highest
distinction, as their passports represented,
—it is supposed they transported goods to

an immense value on that occasion. Well,
all went well till they got near Lisle on
their return —then fortune changed !—
about five miles on the other side of the
barrier they met three persons on horse

back, a gentleman and lady, followed by
a groom. The gentleman was the Duke
de Rochechouart, who, it appears, knew
them both— one, indeed, had been his own
servant ; and the other he had become

acquainted with in some unpleasant trans
action—what it was didn't transpire —
however, the parties recognised each other.
It appears, that for some reason or other,
the duke wished to have some communi
cation with them, and he desired his groom
to follow them into the town and observe

where they put up. Probably they mis
understood the manoeuvre, and fancied
their enterprise was suspected ; however
that may be, when they perceived that
the man persisted in following them, they
shot him dead on the spot. The duke,
on hearing the shot, galloped up to see

what was the matter, and a second pistol
stretched him on the earth beside his

servant. In short, they were both killed.
The postilions then turned the horses'

heads, put them into a gallop, and they
fled for their lives. A little more, and

they had reached the frontier ; but the

lady was at their heels —just in time they
met a troop of cavalry —she cried to them
to stop the murderers — they did so—they
were turned back again and brought into
Lisle, where the lady —the duchess, I sup
pose she is

,

gives evidence against them.
The whole town is in commotion —the

duke was there with his regiment, and

very much beloved."
" I know the men perfectly," replied

Madame le Clerc, who had listened to the
narration with great interest :

" they stopt
here on their way, and the child you see
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

have goods of value of theirs now in my
hands, which we want your aid in trans

porting across the channel. You shall
see them by and by. You didn't come

through Lisle?"
" No, no," replied one of the Rodolphes ;

" we never pass through gates when we

can keep on the outside of them. But
who are these men? Have you known

{ them long?"
"They have been here two or three

times before," answered the hostess. " The
first time I saw them was several years

! ago ; they had then not only passports,

but a letter of recommendation to the
authorities, from this very Duke of Roche-
chouart, whom one of them had found
means of obliging. They have never at

tempted anything but under the most fa-

j vourable circumstances, and have, hither
to, been very successful."

CHAPTER XLVII.

A DOMICILIARY VISIT.

' On the morning after the appearance of
the two Rodolphes, as described in the
last chapter, the quiet of the inhabitants

of the lowly inn was disturbed at an early
hour by the arrival of a party of police
from Lisle, who, entering the house with
considerable bluster and noise, announced
that they were come in search of the two
men who had arrived there on the preced

ing evening.
" They are gone," replied the hostess,

through the interpretation of Rauque.
" They departed with the dawn of light."

" That is not true," replied the chief of
the party ;

" we know that they are still
on the premises."

" You are mistaken," answered Madame
le Clerc ;

" you will not find them here."
" We'll try, however," returned the

officer. " Do you remain here," continued
he to one of his party, " and let no one

leave the room while we search the house.

We shall find them concealed somewhere,

I have no doubt."
A rigorous search was then instituted ;

every part of the house was examined ;

223

every bed turned down, and looked under ;

every closet opened ; and the outhouses
and stables were visited with the same

strictness ; but the men were not forth

coming. In short, the officers were be

ginning to be shaken in their convictions,

notwithstanding that those who had been

employed as spies, and had watched the
men into the house, positively affirmed
that they had never left it. They re

turned to the kitchen, however, without

having found the slightest trace of the

persons in question. Rauque was inter

rogated, and an attempt was made to

interrogate Jemima and the invalid in
the arm-chair. Jemima, they soon found,
did not understand them ; and as for
Monsieur le Clerc, all their efforts were

vain to rouse his attention sufficiently
to extract any information from him.

Though he was very deaf, his ears were

by no means impervious to sound ; and

although his organs of speech were in a

great degree paralysed, and very rarely
exercised, they would have been yet avail

able, if his memory had served him suffi

ciently to put a sentence together. But
it did not ; and neither were his powers
of attention equal to taking in the scope
of a question. He would turn his head

to the speaker, and appear to listen to the
first word or two, when an effort had been

made to rouse him ; but before a sentence

could be completed, the mind had sunk

again into forgetfulness, the eyes were

again fixed on the sole object of his at
tention, the fire on the hearth ; and a

repetition of the experiment, how often
soever made, invariably led but to the
same result.

As for Rauque, he declared he knew

nothing about the men. He said, " that
when he went to bed on the preceding
evening, he left them with Madame le
Clerc in the kitchen, and that when he

rose in the morning they were gone."
" Since this is the case," said the officer,

" you must accompany us into the town,
to be examined by the magistrates, and

the hostess must go with us also. For
this poor invalid, it appears useless to
disturb him."

" Tell them," said Madame le Clerc to
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224 SUSAN HOPLEY.

I go, he must go. Who is to feed him,

and give him a fire, and put him to bed ?

They wouldn't leave a child in the cradle ;

neither must he be left who is as helpless."
" But we have not the means of trans

porting him," answered the officer. " He
can't walk, I suppose?"

" If our going is inevitable," said Ma
dame le Clerc, you can attach one of your
horses to the cart that's in the shed ; it will
serve to take us that far."

" And this child," said he, " who is she ?

She must accompany us, too."
" She's an English girl," answered Ma

dame le Clerc, " left here for a few days
by some travellers, who will probably
return shortly in search of her."

The cart was then drawn from the shed,

a horse of one of the officers selected to

draw it
,

and arrangements were made for
the departure of the whole party, with the

exception of two, who were to stay behind
and watch the house.

Whilst this was doing, Madame le Clerc,
who saw there was no alternative and that

opposition would be vain, busied herself
in preparing her husband for the journey,
and also gave Jemima to understand that
she must accompany them ; and the child,
who was getting heartily weary of her
situation, now that Susan and her sisters

were gone, rejoiced in the prospect of a

change.
When all was ready, and they were about

to leave the house, the men asked Rauque
for something to drink before starting ;

upon which he proceeded to a small cup
board, which opened by a sliding panel in
the wainscot, where the liquors were kept.

"That is a place we overlooked," observed

the officer ;

" but it is too small to conceal

a man."
" It is," answered another, who was

putting his head into the cupboard, and

examining it ;

" it's full of bottles—ha, ha !

good brandy —no doubt capital ; it's in these

I places one gets it good. But let's see —
what have we here V and he drew out two
small knapsacks, with straps attached to

them, and inscribed with initials ; R. B.
on one, and R. G. on the other. They
each contained a blue checked shirt, a

couple of pairs of stockings, and one or two
other small articles.

" Those knapsacks belong to the men
we're in search of," said the officer to
Rauque.

" That may be," answered Rauque.
"May bet" replied the officer; "you

know it is so."
" I don't say to the contrary," returned

Rauque.
" But do you admit that they do ?" per

sisted the man.
" It's extremely possible," returned

Rauque.
" But I say it's not only possible but

true," said the officer.
" Very likely," answered Rauque.
" But you won't admit it 's

"

said the
officer.

"I don't deny it," said Rauque ; "doubt
less you know better than I do."

At this point of the conversation Madame
le Clerc, who had been out of the room

preparing for her departure, returned, and
was asked if the knapsacks didn't belong
to the men in question.

" Undoubtedly," she replied ;

" but they
went away this morning without them ;

probably intending to return shortly."
The officers shook their heads incredul

ously —they even went over the house

again, and examined it
, if possible, more

closely than before, but with no better

success ; and finding further delay un

availing, they placed Madame le Clerc,
her husband, Jemima, and Rauque, in the

cart, and started for Lisle.
When they arrived there, and were pro

duced before the magistrate, there was
some surprise created at the appearance of

a second dumb woman ; who was, however,

easily identified as the real Madame le

Clerc, both by her own admission, and
the testimony of others.

" That other person has been detained

under an error, then," observed the ma

gistrate ;

" she must be released immedi

ately."
With respect to the men, Madame le

Clerc and Itauque, when interrogated,
persisted in the same account they had

given before. They admitted freely that

they were the two Rodolphes of Nantes,
the notorious foster-brothers, by which
name they were known all over the king
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 22i

employed people to invite them to visit
her house. But she affirmed that they
had left it early in the morning ; and

Rauque declared that he had neither seen

nor heard anything of them since he went
to bed on the preceding evening ; while
the officers who had been employed to

watch them, as positively asserted that

they had assuredly never left the premises.

Being informed that Jemima was an

English child left at the inn by some tra

vellers, who would return and claim her,
which was either all Madame le Clerc
knew, or all she chose to say, a person

was sent for who could speak a little

English, and she also was interrogated
about the men ; but her account coincided

with Rauque's : she had left them in the
kitchen when she went to bed, and had
not seen them since.

"Ask her if it's true that she was left
at the inn by her friends," said the magis
trate.

" Yes," answered Jemima.
"And do you expect them to return?"
" Yes," replied the child, who, forward

as she was, was both abashed and fright
ened at the forms and ceremonies of a

judicial interrogation ; the more as, not

comprehending any of the previous in
quiry, she did not know what it all meant.

" What's your name?" said the inter

preter.
" Jemima," answered she ; which being

a name entirely unfamiliar to French ears,

was conceived at once a be a specimen of
the barbarous and unpronounceable Eng
lish surnames.

As nothing further could be elicited
with respect to the foster-brothers —about

whom some information had been received

which rendered their capture desirable ;

especially just now, when the death of
the Duke de Rochechouart, and the dis

covery of the real character of the travel
lers in the English barouche, had set the

world on the alert, and had shaken some

of the officials in their seats, who expected

nothing less than a sharp reprimand, if no

worse, from the higher powers—the Le
Clercs and Rauque were remanded for
the present, and placed in confinement ;

whilst Jemima, at the recommendation
of the magistrate, was lodged with a

No. XV.

respectable person, to be taken care of
till her friends claimed her.

Whilst this scene was acting in the
court-house, Susan, whose natural philo
sophy had enabled her to endure her de

tention with more patience than might
have been expected, all at once found
herself set-free, and turned into the street

with as little ceremony as she had been

captured, " Go, you are free," being all
the explanation offered on the subject.

If she had had the means of expressing
herself, and had known who to apply to,

she would, before she left the town, have

sought some information about Mabel ;

but the difficulties that stood in her way,
from her ignorance in both respects, and
her impatience to return to the young
people at the inn, whom she considered

wholly under her protection, and whose

terrors at her absence she easily com

prehended, induced her to set forth on

her way back, the moment she was re

leased. Added to which, there was bare

ly time for her to perform the journey
on foot before dark, and she neither liked
the thoughts of being benighted on the

road, nor of seeking a lodging in the town.
"When once all this trouble is over,

and we have got back to Paris or to Eng
land," said she to herself, " I shall easily
find the means of learning all I want
about Mabel. I'll go to Mr Simpson,
and tell him who I am, and all about it ;

and as she must be well known here, no

doubt he'll be able to discover her." And
staying the appetite of her impatience
and curiosity by this resolution, she start
ed on her way back to the inn.

CHAPTER XLVIII.

UH OLLIPHANT RECEIVES AN UNEXPECTED VISIT
FROM ISAAC LECKV THE JEW.

One morning, whilst Mr Olliphant was

engaged in his office, he was informed
that a person desired to speak with him
on particular business ; and on repairing
to his private room, in obedience to the

summons, he was surprised to see his old
acquaintance Isaac Lecky, the Jew.
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22G SUSAN HOPLEY.

" How now, Mr Lecky," said he ;
" do

you want a little Christian law to settle

the difference betwixt you and some of

your tribe ? Can't you get on upon the
old rule of an eye for an eye, and a tooth
for a tooth?"

" Ah, Mr Olliphant, Sir," replied Isaac,
" we poor Jews are scoffed and scorned ;

but sometimes we do you Christians good

service for all that."
"That's when there's more to be got

by serving us than cheating us, Isaac,"
answered Mr Olliphant. " But sit down ;

what's your business now?" And Isaac
seated himself in his old attitude, with
his hands tightly packed between his
knees, which were inclined inwards to
hold them fast.

"Well, Mr Olliphant, Sir," said Isaac ;
" my business regards a bit of parchment,
that has somehow or other fallen into the
hands of a friend of mine—indeed, I can't

say that he's much of a friend, either—
just an acquaintance —a person I know to

speak to, when we meet at the synagogue."
" Well, but the parchment !

" said Mr
Olliphant. " What about that ?"

" Well, Sir, as I was observing," con

tinued Mr Lecky, " there's a bit of parch
ment fallen into his hands that, I take it

,

may contain something of more value than
the skin —at least, if the right parties could
get hold of it."

"What is it?— a deed?" inquired the
lawyer.

" It is a deed," answered Isaac.
" What sort of a deed ? a settlement ?

a will?"
" It's a will," said the Jew.
" Probably some old copy of a will of

no value," said Mr Olliphant.
" It's attested," said Isaac ;

"
signed

and witnessed in due form."
" Still it may have been but a duplicate

copy," said Mr Olliphant. " What makes
you think it's of value?"

" I have my own reasons for thinking
that," answered the Jew.

" I should like to hear them," said Mr
Olliphant.

" Well, Sir," said Isaac, "the truth is
,

that a person has been inquiring for it."
"The right owner?" asked Mr Olli

phant.

" The person that brought it to me—
that is to my friend —but not the right
owner, I'm certain."

"How then? —was the will left in
pledge ?

"
inquired the lawyer.

" No," answered Isaac ;

" it was found
in the breast-pocket of a coat, that was
pledged some years ago, with several other
things which have never been redeemed."

" And now the will's inquired for?"
" Exactly," replied Mr Lecky.
" And why don't you give it up V said

the lawyer.
"It's not me," answered the Jew ;

" it's
my friend."

"Well, whydon't your friend give it up ?

There can be no difficulty in ascertaining
to whom it belongs," said Mr Olliphant.

"None in the world," replied Isaac.
" But you know, Sir, a thing of that sort,
that's of value, can't be expected to be let
slip for nothing, particularly, whenitturns
up in this here sort of way, years after
wards, when everybody must naturally
have concluded it was lost and gone, past

recovery."
" Then you want me to treat with the

parties that the deed belongs to," said Mr
Olliphant ;

" in short, to negotiate between
them and you, and get a price for you ? Is
that it ?"

"Something of that sort," answered
Isaac.

" Humph !

"
said Mr Olliphant. " That's

business very much out of my line. At
the same time, if this document is really
of value to somebody who has been de

frauded of it
, it should be restored one

way or another. But, in the first place,

I must see it ; I must judge of its value
and authenticity ; and learn who the
parties are to whom restitution is to be

made. Have you it with you?"
" You know, Sir," said Lecky, " the

will is not mine—I'm only acting for
another person, and I must either return
the parchment or the price of it to my
friend."

"Very well," said Mr Olliphant ; "all

I can say is
,

that if the deed proves to be

of value, I'll endeavour to obtain a suit
able reward for the produce of it. But
unless you'll trust it in my hands, it's
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

both losing our time ;" and Mr Olliphant
rose impatiently from his seat.

" Here it is, Sir ; here it is," said Isaac,
who was a timid man, and began to fear
he had exhausted the lawyer's forbearance.
" You see, Sir," said he, still holding it
folded as it was—" there are marks upon
it—stains, Sir, of blood—of bloody fingers.
I remember the business well enough—it
was thought to be a put-up affair betwixt
the footman and the dairy-maid— you
remember it

, Sir ? Wentworth — Mr
Wentworth of Oakfield, the great wine-
merchant ?

"

" Good God !" exclaimed Mr Olliphant,
as he examined the document ;

" who did

you get this from, Mr Lecky V
" From a woman," answered Mr Lecky,

who, in the excitement of the moment,
here dropped his friend out of the trans
action. Most likely the dairy-maid her
self— a pretty creature, a very pretty crea

ture indeed she was when she used to come

first to my house —that's now perhaps
seven or eight years ago. She'd a child,

too, as pretty as herself—but I fancy the
man, whoever he was—the footman pro

bably —that was concerned with her, left
her ; for she fell into great distress, and

stript herself, little by little, of everything.
Amongst the rest, there came a box of
men's clothes ; I sold them all but one

coat, but that I never could get off— it

was stained, very much stained and spot

ted ; it often struck me it was blood, and
now I don't doubt it. I don't know how

it was I overlooked that pocket, for we

always examine the pockets—but it was
concealed in the breast, which was padded,

and it wasn't easy to feel there was any
thing there. However, lately she came

back—for I hav'n't seen anything of her
for some years—but she came back to

inquire for the parchment ; but I told her

I knew nothing of it, and that the things
were all sold —and, indeed I thought they
were, for I had clean forgotten the coat,

which had been thrown aside as unsale
able. But some time afterwards, a poor
creature, one of our own people, came to

me for assistance —he was starving, and
had no clothes to his back ; and as I was

looking about to see if there was anything

I could spare, what should I light on but

227

this here coat. So as I'd had it so long,

I thought it wasn't wronging myself nor
my daughter, to clothe him in it ; for,
indeed, the moths were getting into it

,

and there was more like to be loss in
keeping it than in giving it away. But
whilst I was pointing out to him what a

comfortable thing it was, and how warm

it would keep him across the breast, all
padded as it was, I thought I felt some

thing that made me look a little closer,

and what should I find but the pocket,
and this here deed in it."

" And has the woman returned to make

any further inquiries?" asked Mr Olli
phant.

"No," replied Isaac. "I have never
seen her since."

" But doubtless you know where to find
her," said Mr Olliphant.

" Why, no," answered Isaac, after a little
consideration ;

" I don't think I do, and I

don't expect to see her again. In short, to

say the truth, I wonder at her risking the

thing at all ; for if I'd found the will before

shecame,it mighthave led toherdetection.

I might have stopt her, you know."
" Distress, I suppose, drove her to it,"

replied the lawyer. " People will do any
thing for bread. But we must find her

out, Mr Lecky ; and I think it will be

worth your while to help us."
"And the will?" said Isaac, anxiously.
" I will undertake to say that you shall

be fairly rewarded," returned Mr Olli
phant ;

" but, in the meantime, you must

trust to my word, and leave it with me.

Moreover, it is desirable that the thing
should be kept as private as possible, till
we see our way. Don't mention the cir
cumstance to anybody."

" Except to my friend —my principal,"
said Isaac, who just then recollected him.

" Oh ! your friend, of course, is an ex

ception," said Mr Olliphant, laughing, as

he saw him to the door.

CHAPTER XLIX.

MR SIMPSON AND THE LAWYER PAY A VISIT TO

OAKFIELD.

When Isaac Lecky said that he did not
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I 228 SUSAN HOPLEY.

who had pledged the articles amongst
which the will was found, he happened

to speak the truth. He neither knew
her residence nor her name, and thus the

progress of the investigation, which Mr
Olliphant was eager to prosecute, was
arrested. Isaac did not doubt that she

was the dairy-maid who had eloped with
the footman ; and Mr Olliphant and Mr

I Simpson, to whom the affair was com

municated, entertained the same opinion.
However, the recovery of the will was

in itself important. There could he no

j doubt of its authenticity ; it had been

drawn up in Mr Olliphant's office, and
sent down, with a duplicate, to Oakfield,
to be attested. The signatures of Mr
Wentworth and the witnesses were attach-

j
ed to it ; and from the stains of blood that

appeared on it
,

the probability was, that

j Mr Wentworth had had it with him on
his last fatal journey, and that it had been

taken from the portfolio which was found

open and rifled after his death. What
had become of the other copy, which the
same witnesses affirmed had also been

signed and attested, yet remained amystery.
As Mr Gaveston's situation in regard to

the property was entirely changed by the
recovery of this document, by which the
bulk of it was vested in trustees for the
use of his wife, and as Harry Leeson's
right to his legacy was also established by

it
,

as well as the claim of the servants and
others to various small sums which Mr

i Wentworth had bequeathed to them, it

became necessary to communicate the
event to that gentleman without delay ;

and for this purpose Mr Simpson and Mr
Olliphant resolved to make a visit to

Oakfield. " I can be of no use, I believe,
"

said Mr Simpson ;

" but it's a good while
since I was there, and I should like to see

what's going on, and how he receives the
intelligence."

" Not very gratefully, you may be as-

j sured," returned Mr Olliphant. " It will
diminish his importance a good deal, and
he won't like that, now that he's such a

great man in the county."
" It's curious how, in some respects, his

character appears to be changed," observ-

j ed Mr Simpson. " It's true, he was always
eager for money ; but formerly it was to

squander it at the gaming-table, or with a

parcel of blackguards on the turf ; but
now all that sort of thing's given up, and

his whole ambition seems to be to acquire
influence, and to domineer over everybody
about him."

" Which he does with a vengeance, I

understand," rejoined Mr Olliphant. "I'm
told that his behaviour on the bench,
since he has been a magistrate, is quite
unbearable ; insomuch, that two or three
gentlemen who were in the commission,
have resigned, because they wouldn't act

with him."
" I don't wonder at it

, I'm sure," replied
Mr Simpson, "from the account I heard
from old Jeremy, who came up to town
lately, to settle some affairs on the death

of his wife. But the great offence he has

given, appears to be about the new road ;

and it's curious how he seems to have got
the better of them all. He actually stood

alone in his opinion ; everybody but him
self were perfectly agreed as to the direc
tion it should take ; and Mr Franklin,
who was anxious to keep it off a little
estate he has lying in the line, thought the
thing secure ; but whether out of enmity
to him, because he had interfered between
him and his wife—Franklin says he's sure
it's that—but whatever it was, he set to

work to oppose them all ; and, faith ! he

carried the day, and the road has been cut
right through Franklin's property."

"It's singular," said Mr Olliphant,
" that Mrs Gaveston should have attached
herself to a man of such a character. One
would think it impossible, seeing so much
of him as she did, that she should not have
found him out before she married him."

" He spared no pains to deceive her,
"

replied Mr Simpson. " And although they
were cousins, and had known each other
from childhood, yet they were never long
together at a time. Then, it must be ad

mitted, he had considerable powers of en

tertaining ; and he excelled in all those

sports and exercises which show a man to

advantage and attract the attention of
women. He deceived me for a long time ;

and Mr Wentworth for longer. But he,

poor man, had begun to dislike him very
much before he died ; and I had found
him out a good deal earlier."
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SUSAN IIOPLEY. 229

"Well, this bit of parchment, as my
friend Isaac calls it

,

will take the shine
out of him, I fancy," said Mr Olliphant,
" and will make poor Mrs Gaveston inde
pendent and comfortable. And as for
that little fellow, if we could find him — "

"He'll turn up some day," answered

Mr Simpson. " You know that Mrs Gave
ston received a letter from him soon after
he went, assuring her he was in a fair way
of doing well ; and it's extremely possible
he may have written others, which being
addressed to Oakfield, now she's no longer
there, would naturally fall into Gaveston's
hands, and never be heard of more."

The two gentlemen, on reachingOakfield,
were informed that Mr Gaveston was at
that moment engaged in the library with

a person on business, and were therefore
shown into the breakfast-room adjoining,
and requested to wait till he was at leisure.

The rooms were divided by folding doors,

which were closed but not latched ; and

consequently the travellers, who were stand
ing silently contemplating a picture of
their old friend that hung over the chim

ney-piece, found themselves involuntary
confidants of the conversation that was
going on in the next apartment. The first
words that reached their ears were, " That
damned road !" upon which their eyes met,
and a significant smile was exchanged be

tween them, for it was the voice of Mr
Gaveston that gave utterance to them.

" But you know, Sir, it was your own
will," replied the other person. " You in
sisted the road should take that direction.

I always told you from the first that it wasn't
the best line ; but you wouldn't listen."

" But you never told me you were going
to take it through Maningtree," said Mr
Gaveston. "Whydidn't you tell me that ?"

" It followed of course, Sir ; there was
no other way of doing it

,

provided we took
your line," replied the other. "If you
would only have looked at the plans I

sketched, you'd have seen it yourself ; but
you wouldn't, you know, Sir ; you said
you were resolved it should go through
Peach Mill, and no other way."

"Damnation!" muttered Mr Gaveston.
" Well, but, Borthwick, can't you turn it

a little to the right or the left, and keep
clear of that place ? "

"What place, Sir?" said Borthwick;
" Maningtree?"

" No, no, not Maningtree ; you say that's
impossible."

" Impossible !—to be sure, Sir ; why
we're within a mile of it now."

" Well, but that house-^those grounds,

I mean ; can't you clear them ?"
" What, the old Manor House, Sir? "
" Ay, ay,

"
said Mr Gaveston, impa

tiently ;

" the old Manor House or any
thing else you like to call it. "

" Lord, Sir," said Borthwick, " what
would be the use of sparing that ? Why
it's just a nuisance to the neighbourhood,
and the people are glad enough to get rid
of it from before their eyes, particularly
the inn ; it's just an eye-sore to them and
their customers. If it's not taken down,
it'll tumble down ; for there's never been

five shillings laid out in repairs these thirty
years, nor ever will again ; for since that
affair of Mr Wentworth's, you know, Sir,
it's never even been used for travellers,
as it was before."

" Well, Sir, but if I wish it spared?
"

said

Mr Gaveston, fiercely.
" But it's too late, Sir," replied Borthwick.

" The bargain's made with the agents for
the property, and glad enough they were

to strike it ; and so will the principal, for
he never looked to get sixpence an acre

for it ; and we've given a pretty round
sum—more than it's worth, in my opinion.
But that's no business of mine."

"But it is of mine, Sir," replied Mr
Gaveston, arrogantly. " It's my business
to see that the public money's not thrown
away, and improperly squandered ; and I

won't agree to the bargain. I won't stand

to it
,

Sir. As one of the trustees of the

roads, and as a magistrate for the county,
I've a right to object, and I will object.
Pray, Sir, why wasn't I consulted, before

such a prodigal arrangement was made ?"

" Lord, Sir, you were present, you know,
when thegross sumsfor the different estates

was voted ; but you never objected to the

amount, nor inquired into the particulars,
except about the compensation for Peach

Mill, to Mr Franklin. Certainly you did

object to that, I remember, and said it was

too high ; and you got a thousand pounds
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230 SUSAN HOPLEY.

settled the same day, Sir ; but I believe

you were so much engaged about Peach

Mill, that you didn't attend to the rest."

Here a pause of some minutes ensued.

Mr Gaveston was forced into the convic

tion, that if the thing he objected to had

become inevitable, or nearly so, he had

nobody to blame but himself, which form-

j
ed a very considerable aggravation of his

annoyance ; and he was engaged in think
ing if there were no possible expedient left

i by which the error he had committed m ight
be remedied.

"There's nobody in the line that could

be brought to object, Borthwick, is there V
" Not one, Sir," answered Borthwick.

"Nobody ever did object ; that is
,

none of

the landlords nor proprietors that we pro

posed to cut through, except Mr Franklin.
All the rest found their account in it too

j

well ; but it was a heavy loss to him, no

doubt, and a disappointment, too. But

| we've been through Peach Mill these six
months, so it's too late for him to object
now."

" But suppose the proprietor won't ra

tify?" said Mr Gaveston.

' " Well, Sir, if he wouldn't," answered
Borthwick, " that might cause a good deal

of trouble and delay, certainly ; and we

might be obliged to turn the road a bit
aside ; but it would be a pity, a great pity !

It would spoil the line altogether ; for it

cuts as straight as an arrow through them
Remorden grounds."

" Damn the line !

" said Mr Gaveston.
" But if the proprietor objected to ratify,
there's time enough yet to turn it

,
is there

not?"
" You must be quick about it

,

Sir," an
swered Borthwick ;

" there's not a day to

lose. Indeed, if it hadn't been that he's

abroad, we should have been at work there

now, pulling down the house. For some

time the agents couldn't ferret him out ;

and at last when they did, they found he'd

just started for the continent. But they've
sent after him, and it's likely the thing
won't hang on hand, for the money '11 be

welcome enough. They say he'd run

through everything he had at the end of
the first two years, and has been living on
his wits ever since."
" Who are the agents ?

" said Mr Gave

ston. " Their names are Wright and Grey-
ling, Sir, I believe," replied Borthwick ;

" but the solicitor that acts for them is

called Glassford, and he lives in the Temple.
He'd be the proper person to apply to, I

should think."
" I believe he would," replied Mr Gave

ston, musingly ; "but, perhaps, Borthwick,
you could get the address of this Mr Re

morden ; you say he's on the continent,
but that's a large field. The thing is, to

know the spot, the exact spot, or one

may lose a great deal of time."
" I'll try and find out, Sir, if you wish

it," said Borthwick.
" Do, Borthwick, and lose no time," re

turned Mr Gaveston ;

" and let me know
the moment you hear."

" I will, Sir," said Borthwick, taking his
leave.

"Good morning, Borthwick," said Mr
Gaveston, in a friendly tone ;

" and, Borth

wick, you'll hang back a little —don't put
on too many men ; and you needn't get

the stones brought up so fast, you know.
Give us a little time to look about us.

There's no hurry ; none in the world.
The longer the road's making the better
for the poor people that are at work on it.

It '11 be a bad day for them when they lay
the last stone."

"It will, Sir," said Borthwick, "no doubt,
Sir."

"So, Borthwick, don't hurry, take it
easy. By the by, that bit of land you
wanted— I think it's about an acre and a
half?"

"Just about, Sir," answered Borthwick.
" Well, I think we shall be able to come

to an agreement ; I have been considering
about it—but we'll speak of that another
time. Good morning, Borthwick."

CHAPTER L.

WHICH CONTAINS THE RESULT OF THE VISIT TO

OAKFIELD, AND THE DEPARTURE THENCE OF

MR SIMPSON AND THE LAWYER.

Mr Borthwick having made his exit im

mediately into the hall, without passing
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 231

arose, and not knowing any one was there,

threw open the folding doors, in order to

extend the space in which he was about to
walk himself down a little ; for like many
other people, when he was vexed or ex
cited, or wanted to collect his ideas, or
calm his mind, he found exercise a great
assistant in the operation. But what he

saw, when he opened the doors, did by no

means tend to arrange his ideas or augment
his placidity. He saw the two men, whom,
of all others in the world, he most feared

and hated ; for he knew they despised him,
and yet he did not dare to show his re

sentment. He could not but be aware
that there were many who held no better

opinion of him than they did ; and he was

on ill terms with a great proportion of his

neighbours, for his arrogance and irrita
bility were almost unbearable ; but then
he eased his mind by thwarting their plans,
opposing their opinions, and showing them
as much contempt and insolence as one

gentleman dare show another without
the risk of getting his brains blown out
for his impertinence. But somehow or
other he never could feel at his ease, nor

give way to his natural temper in the

presence of these two men. They had been

Mr Wentworth's most intimate and at
tached friends, they had been mixed up
with all his affairs, they were the defenders

of his daughter, and ready to be the pro
tectors of his nephew. He knew that

they were still as eager as ever to discover
the truth, and to penetrate the mystery
that hung over the fatal night at the old
Manor House ; and he was aware that if
even a link was found to guide them, they
would never let it go till they had follow
ed out the whole chain : and as the lawyer
was shrewd, and Mr Simpson was wealthy,
they were extremely likely to succeed.

In short, nothing but the disappearance of
Andrew and Mabel, which fixed suspicion
on them till it had grown into a certainty,
had prevented the most active investiga
tions on the part of the two gentlemen in

question. But, beguiled by that circum
stance, they had directed all their exertions
to the discovery of Andrew and his sup
posed paramour, instead of to the ascer

taining whether they were actually the

guilty parties or not. But the moment

might come that should start them in
a new direction, and who should say
what might follow? Then, they had
outwitted him ; they had taken advantage
of his fears, without even knowing the
power of the weapon they were wielding,
to wrest from him one half of the lucrative
business in the city. He had since found
out Mr Simpson's motive, and seen through
the manoeuvre, which he did not doubt
the lawyer was at the bottom of ; he was
aware it was not for his own profit he had
worked ; but that, distrusting him, he had
done it for the sake of the daughter and

nephew of his friend and benefactor ; but
he did not like him the better for that,
but the worse. Such men are to be feared,
for they are untractable. Altogether, there
were no two men whom he less desired to

see at Oakfield, or anywhere else indeed,

more especially in a moment of irritation
and embarrassment, like the present ; and

certainly there were none whom he would
have less desired to make the confidants
of his conversation with Borthwick ; and
yet the probability was that they had
heard a great part of it

,
if not all ; how

much, he could not judge, for he did not
know how long they might have been there.

Under all these circumstances, it may
be conceived that the surprise was not an

agreeable one, and that the first involun
tary expression which passed over his face,

denoted anything but pleasure. But he
" called up a look " as quickly as he could,
and threw the blame of the first on his
astonishment at so unexpected a rencontre
in his breakfast-room, and on his not in
stantly recognising who his visiters were.

" Have you been long here ?

"
said he.

" Nearly half an hour, I dare say," re

plied Mr Olliphant, who felt a particular
gratification in annoying him ; "but hear

ing you so earnest in conversation, we

wouldn't interrupt you, of course."
"It's that d d road," replied Mr

Gaveston. " There's always something
going wrong with it ; and I've more trou
ble about it than enough. I find, because

I didn't happen to be in the way to attend
to it

,

they have been squandering the

public money in a shameful way —giving
five thousand pounds for an estate not
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232 SUSAN HOPLEY.

a few hundred yards to the left, they
might have cleared it altogether, merely
cutting through two or three small farms,
where the people must have taken what
they could get,"

j
" They must have been fairly compen-

I sated," said Mr Olliphant,
" whether their

farms were small or large ; and probably
the two or three small farms would have
cost more to buy up than the single estate,

because usually each proprietor takes care

to ask something more than his property
is really worth ; and amongst them you
might have found some extremely unrea
sonable. Besides, what's a thousand or
two of pounds in making a road of such
importance as the one in question. Surely
you wouldn't turn it out of itsline for such
a consideration as that ?

"

I
" Why, not if it were detrimental, cer

tainly," replied Mr Gaveston ;
" but in my

opinion, it wouldn't injure the line a bit
to give it a little bend at that particular
spot."

" And as for that cursed old place," con

tinued Mr Olliphant, "nothing in the

world would give me greater satisfaction
than to have it razed off the face of the

earth. I'd have had the house pulled
down, and the grounds ploughed up the

very next day, if I had had my will."
" Would you?" said Mr Gaveston, hang

ing his head a little on one side, and en-
. deavouring to look sentimental ; " well I

own I entertain a different feeling. I
wouldn't have the place disturbed, but
rather let it stand as a memorial —"

"Of a d d, coldblooded, rascally
murder, of one of the best men that the

Almighty ever turned out of his hands !
"

exclaimed Mr Olliphant, with vehemence.
" God I a man must have a singular taste

in memorials, who would wish to spare the
place on that account."

"But come into the library and sit
down," said Gaveston, "whilst I desire

Mitchell to bring some refreshments ;
"

and he left the room hastily, in order to get
the opportunity of gulping down a little
of his vexation, and also that he might
vent some of it on the unlucky Mitchell
for having shown the two gentlemen into
the breakfast-room, instead of the draw

ing-room, which would have placed them

beyond the hearing of his private conver
sation with Borthwick.

" When did you leave town ?
" said he,

as he reentered the room ;
" you have had

charming weather for the journey."
"We have," replied Mr Simpson, "which

induced us not to hurry ; so we drove-down

quite leisurely, and have been three days
on the road. This is Olliphant's idle time,
and he wanted a little country air."

"Nothing like it," answered Mr Gave
ston, somewhat relieved by their last

speech ; for he had been wondering what
could have procured him the honour of
this unexpected visit, a curiosity that was
not unaccompanied by anxiety ; and he
was glad to find that it was nothing but
the desire of recreation that had brought
the gentlemen from London. But they
were only deferring the communication

they had to make till Mitchell had cleared

away the refreshments ; and therefore,
without hinting a word of it

,

they turned
the conversation on general topics, whilst
they were discussing the luncheon.

"What do you say to a walk over the

grounds?" said Mr Gaveston, who affected
as much hospitality as he could contrive
to throw into a voice and manner which
indulgence and irritation had rendered
rather indocile ;

" it will give you an

appetite for your dinner."
" We shall have time for a walk, I dare

say," replied Mr Olliphant ; " but before
we move, we've a little business to talk
over with you, if you'll give us leave."

" Assuredly," said Mr Gaveston, reseat

ing himself, with an uneasy air ;

" we can
discuss the business, and have a walk,
too, before dinner."

" Hem !

"
said Mr Olliphant, clearing

his throat, as he settled himself in his
chair. " You know one of the circum
stances connected with our lamented
friend's death, that has always created the

greatest surprise and curiosity, was the

disappearance of the will."
"Or rather that no will was found,"

said Gaveston.
"Disappearance !

" reiterated the lawyer
in a decided tone ; "disappearance of a

thing which was known to have existed
—known not only to me, but to others."
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

a man who gives way without being con

vinced. " As you please. But go on."
"And not only one copy, but two,"

continued Mr Olliphant ;
" which made

the circumstance the more remarkable,
as it left no room for attributing the loss

to accident."
"Well !

" said Mr Gaveston, with some

impatience.
"And therefore," added the lawyer,

"I had the less hope of ever recovering the
lost documents ; as I naturally concluded
that whatever motive had occasioned

the theft, would also occasion their de

struction."
" No doubt," answered Gaveston, whose

countenance was every moment getting
more and more beyond his control.

" However, strange to say," pursued
Mr Olliphant, "that does not appear to

be the case ; for at this present moment
I've got the will in my pocket ;" and he

clapped his hand to his side with a de

cision that denoted not only his satisfac
tion at finding it

,

but his assurance of its

validity.
Mr Gaveston attempted a smile of in

credulity, but it was a failure ; the lips
trembled, and his features, drawn from
their natural position by the struggle be

tween their own will and the power he

was endeavouring to exert over them,
gave a hideous expression to the face.

" Nothing was ever more true, I assure

you," replied Mr Olliphant, in answer to

the doubt he perceived Mr Gaveston
wished to insinuate. " And alas !

"
he

added, as he drew it from his pocket, and

presented it to the horror-struck eyes of
the wretched man before him ;

" alas ! it

bears but too melancholy marks of its

authenticity —the bloody fingers of the
murderer bear witness for it !

"

j Mr Gaveston, apparently too much
amazed and bewildered to know what he

was doing, involuntarily held out his
hand to take it ; but Mr Olliphant,
feigning not to observe the movement,
still grasped it tightly. It might be an
excess of caution ; but there was a fire in
the room, and there is no accounting for
the impulses of a desperate man.

" The provisions of the will," pursued
the lawyer, " I have before acquainted

233

you with. They correspond exactly with
the rough draught I showed you after Mr
Wentworth's death ; and, in short, were
framed upon it—for after I had taken his
instructions, I threwthem upon paper, and
submitted the sketch to him, before I fill
ed it up with all the requisite formalities. "

" Gentlemen," said Mr Gaveston, mak

ing a strong effort to recall his scattered

spirits, and as he spoke, he rose hastily,
and walked across the room, in order to

escape from the close inspection he felt
himself under as he sat :

" this is a very
extraordinary communication —very ex

traordinary, indeed —and you cannot be

surprised at my being rather shaken by

it—it's a thing no man could hear without
some degree of agitation, however strong
his nerves might be—and it's not a trifle
that shakes mine, I assure you. But are

you really satisfied —are you reallycertain
of what you affirm ?

"

"So certain," replied Mr Olliphant,
" that I'll give you leave to try the au

thenticity of this deed," —and he clapthis
hand upon it with the most determined
air of conviction —" in every court of

judicature in the three kingdoms ; and
more than that, I '11 stake my whole for
tune on the result."

" And so would I," added Mr Simpson,
quietly, but firmly.

" Oh !

" said Mr Gaveston, and there
was an evident faltering of the voice; "I
— I don't mean to dispute— I have no

desire to—to question— if you are convin

ced — I certainlyshall submit —there's no

necessity for trying the thing before any
court whatsoever, but the court of our

own consciences, gentlemen."
"Any other appeal would be useless,

certainly," replied Mr Olliphant, who as

well as Mr Simpson, was perfectly amazed

at this submissive acquiescence, for they
had both come prepared to encounter a

storm of passion, a resolute denial of all
belief in the authenticity of the will, and,
in short, a regular declaration of war.

It was singular that the question that

would naturally have first presented itself,
and which, either to a person interested

or uninterested in the result, would have

most excited curiosity, Mr Gaveston fore-
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234 SUSAN HOPLEY.

recovered ?" but MrOlliphant volunteered
the information.

" You must be naturally curious to

know," said he, " by what accident the

thing has turned up, after so many years,
and when, despairing of success, we had

long ceased all inquiry. But it's singular
how documents of this sort do survive,
and come to light when they're least
looked for. Old Time's a great redresser

of wrongs, and works out many a good

cause and establishes many a right, in his
own quiet way, where our most strenuous
endeavours have failed. The way we got
this is odd enough. There's a certain Jew,
a pawnbroker, that lives in the neighbour
hood of St Martin's Lane, by name Isaac

Lecky. A woman with whom he formerly
had dealings, went to him lately to inquire

if
,

amongst certain articles pledged some

years since, and never redeemed, he had
found a will. Isaac said he had not, and
that the things had all been sold long since.

However, not long afterwards, in looking
over his stores, what should he stumble
upon but a coat, which he remembered to
have got from her, and which, being much
stained—with blood, he thinks—had been

found unsaleable, and thrown aside. The

worthy Jew, of course, according to the
maxims of his tribe, began to reckon what
might be made of the accident ; and as I

had had occasion to see him formerly
about some little matters, who should he

fix on but me to bring the will to, with
the view of engaging me to make a bar
gain for him with the persons to be bene

fited by his discovery."
During this communication, Mr Gave

ston stood at the window with his back
to the gentlemen, and more than once, as

it proceeded, he wiped the perspiration
from his brow.

" And the woman ?

" he gasped out ;" what became of her V

" Oh ! the woman," replied Mr Olli-
phant, "he could give no account of.
He neither knew her name nor her ad

dress ; but for my own part, I have little
doubt of its being Mabel, the dairy-maid.
He describes her as young and pretty, and
says that she had with her a little girl,
as pretty as herself. However, I have
set him to ferret her out, and promised

to reward him well if he succeeds ; so

that in all probability, we shall soon come

at the truth of the whole affair. In the
meantime, with respect to the will—"

"Oh, with respect to the will," inter

rupted Mr Gaveston, "there need be no
trouble, no dispute—none in the world.

I shall not oppose anything that is right,
you may rely on it."

The two friends looked at each other
with amazement. The man so violent, so

obstinate, so selfish, and, as they believed,
so unprincipled, seemed all at once sub

dued, complying, disinterested and just.
They could scarcely credit their ears or
their understandings. Mr Simpson, na

turally benevolent and forgiving, began

to feel his heart softening towards the

being he had long despised and detested.

But the lawyer, a man of sterner stuff
and shrewder discernment, and whom
much intercourse with the world had made

intimately acquainted with human nature,
saw something in this apparently sudden

change of character that perplexed him.
He had looked for the most pertinacious
incredulity, the most vigorous opposition ;

and even if the thorough conviction of
their inefficacy could be supposed to induce
their forbearance, at the best, a submis
sion to inevitable necessity, deformed by an
exhibition of the worst passions, was the
most favourable result he expected.

Strange thoughts crept into his mind
— a chilling of the heart he had never
felt before, made him shudder to the very
marrow in his bones. He sat gazing at
the profile of the man that stood at the
window, as he might have gazed if a being
of another world had suddenly presented

itself before him. There was a dead si

lence : Mr Gaveston felt the eye that was

upon him, and was transfixed to the spot.
Mr Simpson cleared his throat, and tried
to speak ; but he was awed by the bearing
of his companions, and could find nothing
to say.

This sort of paralyzation of the party
lasted some minutes, and might have last
ed longer ; for Mr Gaveston could not

move, and Mr Olliphant had sunk into
such a state of abstraction, that he was
unconscious of the lapse of time. At
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

effort to shake off the petrifaction that he

felt was beginning to be infectious ; he

pushed back his chair, and rising, said,
" Well, gentlemen, shall we walk ?

"
Mr Gaveston turned round ; his cheeks

and lips were of an ashy whiteness ; his
mouth was contracted ; the whole face

drawn, as if he had actually suffered from a

stroke of paralysis: he walked forward with
an infirm step, and appeared to be looking
about for his hat. Mr Olliphant rose too,

but he moved like a man in a dream.
" Our hats are in the other room, I be

lieve," said Mr Simpson ; and he walked
forwards to fetch them, followed by Mr
Olliphant.

When they had passed through the

doors, Mr Gaveston stopped short in the
centre of the room, clapped his hand to

his forehead, and held it there for a mo

ment with a forcible pressure, whilst he

divided his pallid lips, and clenched his
teeth, till his face assumed an expression
perfectly demoniacal. Then, as if the
boiling agony within was somewhat re
lieved by the energy he had wasted, he

made a strong effort to recall himself : and
as the gentlemen were returning into the
room with their hats in their hands, he

threw open the door, and preceded them
into the hall, where his own was lying,
and from thence stepped out on the lawn.
They followed ; and seldom perhaps have
three people commenced a walk, avowedly
of recreation, under more singular cir
cumstances.

It may easily be conceived that, with
all the efforts Mr Gaveston could make—
and he made most vigorous ones —the con
versation was not very lively. As they
walked through the gardens, he tried
horticulture ; and as they walked through
the fields, he tried agriculture ; and when
they got into the road, as roads were not
exactly in the present state of affairs desir
able subjects, he fell upon politics and the
state of the country. But besides that Mr
Simpson was profoundly ignorant of the
two first, and not very well versed in the
last, he was so struck by the singular
bearing of Mr Olliphant, so unlike the

cheerful, loquacious, but at the same time
firm and decided manner of the free-heart
ed, honest, and prosperous lawyer, that he
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could not collect his ideas, nor direct his
attention to what the other was saying ;

whilst Mr Olliphant himself had the air
of a person who had been exceedingly
frightened by some very extraordinary or

supernatural event, and whose whole fa
culties were benumbed by the shock.

So they walked on from field to field,
and from garden to garden, till the hour
of dinner drew nigh ; when Mr Gaveston,
who piloted the way, directed their steps

homewards, and they withdrew to their

separate rooms to arrange their toilets.
"Olliphant, my dear fellow," said Mr

Simpson, entering the lawyer's room when
he was himself dressed, " what is all this %

—what in the name of wonder has come

overyou ?—Why, you're not dressed, man,
and there's the dinner bell !—why you've
not even unstrapped your portmanteau !

Are you ill ?
"

" I am not well," replied Mr Olliphant ;

"indeed I feel extremely unwell. I'll
thank you to say so to Mr Gaveston. I
couldn't eat any dinner if I were to sit
down to table. Excuse me as well as you
can. I shall go out and take a stroll ; and
if I am not better, perhaps you'll not see

me in the drawing-room to-night. To
morrow morning, my dear Simpson, if
you've no objection, we'll start for London
at sunrise. Our business is concluded,
and we have no object in delaying here.

We can then talk over this affair at our
leisure."

Mr Olliphant appeared no more that

evening. Before he lay down in his bed,

he carefully fastened the door, and placed
the will under his pillow ; and on the fol
lowing morning, the two gentlemen start
ed for London.

CHAPTER LI.

MB GAVESTON LEAVES OAKFIELD FOR LONDON,
AND PAYS TWO VISITS THAT ARE LITTLE EX
PECTED.

No sleep blest Mr Gaveston's eyes during
the night that lodged the two friends
under his roof, and with the first dawn
of light he arose and dressed himself ; but

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



236 SUSAN HOPLEY.

wheels, that were bearing away his inau

spicious visiters, rolling from the door.
Then he descended, ordering his breakfast
to be instantly served, and his horse to be

saddled ; whilst he despatched one of the

servants forward to Borthwick's house, to

desire he would be in the way, as he in-
| tended calling on him, as he passed, on his

way to town.
The lawyer and MrSimpson had scarcely

j been gone half an hour, when Mr Gaveston
was mounted, and gallopping down the
lawn and along the road at such a rate
that old Jeremy, who, roused by the clat

tering of the hoofs through the paved street

of Mapleton, thrust his be-night-capped
head out of the window of the Green Dra
gon, to see who was frighting the town
from its propriety at that early hour,
swore, that in the cloud of dust he kicked

j up, he saw the devil at his heels, urging

j him forwards. " He's riding to h— 1
,"

said he, " as sure as my name's John Jere-

j my, and there goes Old Nick after him !

"

Old Nick, however, on this occasion,

happened to be personated by Mr Borth
wick, who, having started early about some

road business, had been met by the servant,

j and was now in chase of Gaveston.
The preoccupation of his mind, and the

noise his own horse was making, prevented
his at first hearing the clatter of his pur
suer ; but the bay mare did ; and accor

dingly the faster Borthwick followed, the
faster she fled, till at length her augment
ing speed and excitement drew the rider's
attention, and turning his head, he per
ceived him of the roads urging on his steed

to overtake him ; upon which he drew in
his rein, and waited till the other came up.

"I was just starting for Maningtree,
Sir," said he, "to see how things were
going on, when I met your servant ; so I

turned my horse's head this way, and
rode after you."

"Quite right, Borthwick," said Gave
ston. "The fact is

, I am called away
suddenly on particular business, and it

was necessary I should see you before I

go. In the first place, with respect to that
man's address —Remorden's, I mean."

" I've written for it
, Sir," answered

Borthwick ;

" the letter went last night ;

but, at the same time, I don't feel alto

gether sure of getting it. He's most times
in hiding from his creditors, as far as I

can learn, and is not over fond of letting
people know where he is. And I have

heard that he's done more than a thing or
two, that makes it awkward for him to

answer to his name ; so that he claps on

an alias here, and another there, insomuch,
that if you don't happen to know his per
son, you hav'n't much chance of lighting
on him."

" But that attorney you spoke of—
what's his name? He that's agent for
the property ?

"

" Glassford, Sir— Glassford of the Tem
ple," replied Borthwick.

" He knows where he is
,

of course, be

cause you say they had written, or were
going to write to him, to ratify the agree
ment."

"Yes, I fancy they know, Sir," answered
Borthwick ; "at least they have some way
of getting at him, because he had long ago
desired the estate should be sold if a pur
chaser could be found ; and therefore he

took care they should have some means of
communicating with him on the subject,
in case they got an offer. But it's not so

certain they'll give the address. Very
likely he may have forbidden them to do

it; and they'll probably propose to convey
any letter or message themselves."

" That's not impossible, certainly," an
swered Gaveston. " However, the moment
you get an answer, of whatever nature it
may be, forward it to me at Laval's, and
I'll leave directions where it's to be sent,
in the event of my being gone. And now,
Borthwick, remember what I said yester
day—don't push forward too fast. Take
off some of the men from that spot, and

put them on somewhere else. Hang back
as much as you can, till you hear from
me on the subject."

"I will, Sir," said the obsequious Borth
wick, "

you may depend on it
,

Sir. We
shall have no difficulty in stopping a bit
for want of stones, and that sort of thing.
Besides, two of the quarrymen were killed
by an explosion yesterday, and another
had his leg broke, which will make us
rather short of hands for the present."

" That's fortunate," observed Gaveston.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

forward a little, for my business is ur
gent."

" You hav'n't thought any more of that
little field," said Borthwick, " have you,
Sir?"

" Oh, the field !— to-be-sure I have,"
said Mr Gaveston. " What could make
me forget to mention it ! It was exactly
one of the things I wanted to see you
about. You shall have it

,

certainly,
Borthwick, on the terms you propose.

You may pull down the cottage that's on

it to-morrow, ifyou please, and go to work
your own way. If you like to draw up

a bit of an agreement, do so, and send it

after me. I'll sign it and return it im

mediately. It may be more satisfactory
to you, perhaps."

" Thank you, Sir," said Borthwick,
agreeably surprised at this unexpected
compliance, and little dreaming that Mr
Gaveston was giving what was no longer
at his own disposal. " I will, Sir, since

you're so good. It's safer to clap things

1 on a bit of paper, in case of accidents to

1 either party."
" Well, then, Borthwick, good bye,"

said Mr Gaveston, as he put his horse into

a trot. " You shall hear from me as soon

i as I can make out this man. Till then—
you understand ?

"

" Oh, perfectly, Sir," said Borthwick.
" Good morning, Sir ; pleasant journey to

you !

" And the well-pleased surveyor
turned his horse's head in the direction of
his newly acquired field, where he forth
with gave orders for the immediate de

struction of the cottage, the repairing of
the hedge, and sundry other little matters
of personal interest ; after which he trotted

I briskly homewards, put his horse in the

'

stable, and set himself to work to draw
up the deed that was to bind Mr Gaveston
to his word ; muttering to himself, as he

! did it
, " Fast bind, fast find ; he's in a

devilish good humour just now, certainly ;

I but the wind may blow from another

! quarter when he comes back ; and as for
his word, I wouldn't give that for it !

"

I and he squirted the ink out of his pen on
the floor. " No, no ; fast bind, fast find,

I say ; so here goes. I don't see very well,
for my part, what his object can be in

clearing them Remorden grounds. As for
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the price, that's all my eye I He care for
the public money!" And Mr Borthwick
chuckled inwardly at the extravagance of
the notion. " However, it's no business
of mine ; I've got the field by it

,

and that's
enough for me. It's an ill wind that
blows nobody any good —fast bind, fast
find ;

" and so, alternately soliloquizing
and writing on a subject, in itself so

agreeable, the worthy surveyor pleasantly
passed the hours till dinner-time, at which

repast he indulged himself with a few

extra glasses, in honour of his new acqui
sition ; and then, after a comfortable nap,
he finished the evening with a game of
double dummy with Mrs Borthwick, wise

ly leaving the roads to take care of them
selves.

In the meantime, Mr Gaveston hastened

on his way to London with all the speed

he could ; and if the devil was not urging
him on from behind as Mr Jeremy had

asserted, he was urged on by something
in his own breast, not a whit less compla
cent and agreeable. As he did not wish
to fall in with the travellers that had left
his house that morning, he made a little
circuit through some bye-lanes, and then
cut into the high road a couple of miles
in advance of them, making up the extra
distance by the speed of his mare ; and
when her limbs began to tire, and her pace

to slacken, he left her in the care of a

trustworthy ostler, where he was in the
habit of baiting on less urgent journeys,
and mounting the outside of one of the

coaches, proceeded by that conveyance to
London.

Although it was late when he arrived,
he had no sooner dismounted, than he

proceeded to a certain ready-made linen

warehouse, near Temple Bar ; and knock
ing at the private door, for the shop was

already closed, he inquired if he could see

Mrs Walker, and being answered in the
affirmative, he entered, and was shown
into a back parlour, where he found that

lady refreshing herself with a dozen of
oysters and a pint of porter after her day's
fatigue.

" Mrs Walker," said he, " your obedient
servant. How are you ?"

" Lord, Mr Godfrey !

" exclaimed the
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I 238 SUSAN HOPLEY.
I

that she might get a clearer view of his
features ;

" who in the world would have

thought of seeing you ?
"

"It's some time since we've met, cer

tainly," replied he. "How have you been

doing since V
"Tol lol, Mr Godfrey," replied the lady ;

" no great things, nor not much amiss
either. But lauk, Sir, you've grown a

deal fatter than you used to be."

j
" An idle life, Mrs Walker, I believe ;

I don't take so much exercise as I used to

do. But I called to ask you if you can
tell me anything of a person that I am

ashamed to say I have not heard of for
some time ; but, really, circumstances of
one sort or another have prevented my
doing exactly what I wished in that quar-

I ter. You know who I mean, of course?"
" Julia Clark ?" answered Mrs Walker.
"Exactly," said he. "I'm afraid she

must have been badly off. Have you
heard anything of her lately?"

" Why, yes, I have," replied Mrs
Walker.

" At least about twelve months ago, or

| so, it was that I chanced to light on her,
for she has left off calling here for these

three or four years back. For some time
she used to look in to inquire if you had
left anything for her ; but as we heard

nothing of you, she gradually ceased

coming ; and I was wondering what had
become of her, when one day, last summer,
as I was walking down to Brompton to see

a sister of mine that had taken a lodging
there for the sake of a little country air,
after an illness she'd had, who should I see

standing at the door of a shop at Knights-
bridge, but Julia Clark."

"What was she doing there?" said Mr
Gaveston. " Does she live there ?"

"Ay, does she," replied Mrs Walker,
" and has got as tidy a shop of haber

dashery, and such like, as you'd wish to

see on a summer's day ; and very well
she's doing, she told me. And as for the

child—"
"But who the devil put her into the

shop ?" interrupted Mr Gaveston. " She

couldn't have any money herself."
" Oh, none in the world," replied Mrs

Walker. " Things went very bad with
her, and she was reduced to the utmost

distress, I know, before she got settled
there ; for she used to come here and beg
me to give her a little needle-work to do,

such as she could take home with her, for
she couldn't come out on account of leaving
the child. In short, it was as much as

they could do to keep body and soul to

gether ; but, as people say, when things
get to the worst, they must mend ; and
so it was with her. For, at last, being
actually driven to desperation, what should
she do but go to one of the bridges, and
attempt to jump into the water, with her
child in her arms. But it was not to be.

Some gentleman or another caught hei -

just in time, and saved them both from a

watery grave."
" And took her to live with him for his

pains, I suppose," said Mr Gaveston.
" No, no," replied Mrs Walker ;

" no

thing of that sort, I fancy ; but she told
him her story, and he took compassion
upon her, and set her up in the shop ;

where, as I said before, she's doing very
comfortably for herself and the child."

" Humph !
" said Mr Gaveston, folding

in his lips, for he would rather have heard
a less favourable account of Julia's cir
cumstances. " And there she is still,
then?" said he.

" There she was the last time I passed

that way, and I have no doubt you'll find
her there now," replied Mrs Walker.
" She seemed very happy and contented ;

and said that her friend, Mr Simpson, was

going to send her little girl to school for

her."
" Mr Simpson?" reiterated Gaveston ;

" who's Mr Simpson?"
" That's the gentleman that saved her

life, and set her up in the shop," answered
Mrs Walker.

" Simpson !
"

again repeated Mr Gave
ston. " What Simpson is it ?

"

"I don't exactly know who he is,"
replied Mrs Walker. " She said he was

an elderly man, and a merchant. I'm
not sure, but I've a notion she said he was

a wine-merchant somewhere in the city."
Mr Gaveston pushed back his chair,

and hastily rising, took up his hat.
"Lord, Sir! what hurry?" exclaimed

Mrs Walker, who enjoyed a bit of gossip
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 239

and perhaps you'll take a glass of some

thing warm."
" Not to-night, thank ye," replied Mr

Gaveston, in a hurried manner. "It's
late, and I've business to do. Good night,
Mrs Walker. On the right hand side you
said?"

" Yes, Sir, on the right ; just about
half way between the turnpike and the
barracks. Nearer the barracks, I'm think
ing, than the toll though. —Lord, Sir, wait
till I light you —don't be in such a hurry ;

you'll be tumbling over the cat in the

passage !
" A prediction which a loud

scream from the cat immediately after
wards announced to have been fulfilled
ere it was well delivered.

"Bobby! Bobby! poor Bobby! "cried
Mrs Walker, rushing with the candle after
Mr Gaveston ; who, utterly unmindful of
her and Bobby both, darted out of the

house, and slammed the door behind him,
before she was well out of the parlour.

" Bless the man !
" cried Mrs Walker,

" one ou'd think he'd a bogle behind him !

Poor Bobby! — did he tread on Bobby's
tail?" and lifting up the cat in her arms she

carried him into the parlour, where she

solaced him with soft caresses and some

chopped liver, and herself with a comfort
able glass of hot gin and water.

It was less than half an hour after his
precipitate exit from the linen warehouse,
that Mr Gaveston might have been seen

striding through the turnpike at the west

end of Piccadilly, at a pace that would have

seemed to justify the hypothesis of either
Mr Jeremy or Mrs Walker ; and the ex

pression of his countenance, had there
been light sufficient to peruse it

,

would

indubitably have tended to its confirma
tion. As it was, the few passengers that

passed him turned their heads with wonder,
to see what strange vision it was that had
darted past them with such extraordinary
velocity ; and if a gleam of a lamp hap
pened to fall upon the face, something
very like fear was superadded to amaze

ment. His coat and waistcoat, which he

had unbuttoned to relieve himself from
the heat his agitation of mind and violent
exercise occasioned, flew back, as he ad

vanced against the air, displaying the
broad breast of his shirt ; whilst in one

hand he carried his hat, and in the other

a white pocket-handkerchief, with which
he every minute or two wiped the perspir
ation that was dropping in showers from
his forehead.

"It's a maniac escaped from some

madhouse," said the people as they passed.
" It would be a charity to send some of
the watchmen after him ; for he'll most
like do himself, or somebody else, a mis
chief." *

When he had proceeded beyond the
dead wall, and had reached the spot where

a row of small shops bordered the road,
he slackened his pace, and began to ex
amine the names over the doors, in order
to decipher, by the imperfect light, which
was the one he wanted ; and he was not

long in making out the words, Julia Clark,
Haberdasher, inscribed over a shop front,
where he had also the satisfaction of per
ceiving a light shining from the window
of an upper apartment. It was a low,
small house, consisting only of the shop,
with a parlour behind it

,

and two small

apartments above. The shutters of the

shop were closed, as were those of the

door, the upper half of which was of glass ;

to the windows above, where the light was
seen, there were no shutters, but a low
muslin curtain served somewhat to shade

the interiorfromthe intrusive eyes without.
" I wonder if she lives alone," thought

Gaveston ; and for a moment he paused

to survey the exterior of the house, and
then he lifted the knocker, and gave a

single loud summons. Presently the light
disappeared from the window above, and

immediately afterwards a voice within
was heard inquiring who was there.

" Open the door Julia, and you'll see,"

replied Mr Gaveston.
"Mr Simpson !" she exclaimed, on hear

ing a man's voice addressing her by her
christian name — for her neighbours were
accustomed to call her Mrs Clark—"La!
Sir, is it you at this time of night?" and
so saying she drew back the bolts and
unlocked the door.

Mr Gaveston stept in, and pushing back
the door behind him, stood before her.

" Good Heavens ! Mr Godfrey !

" she

exclaimed.
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210 SUSAN HOPLEY.

well look surprised—it's me indeed ;" and
he took her hand affectionately between

his as he spoke.
" It's so unexpected," said she, leaning

against the wall, " that I'm —I'm quite
overcome — ;" and she placed her hand
before her eyes, whilst the involuntary
tears that sprang from them testified to

her emotion.
"Come," said he, supporting her with

his arm, "come in and sit down. We've
a great deal to talk over ;" and thus say

ing he led her into the parlour behind the

shop, and placing her in a chair, sat down
beside her.

" You must have thought me very un
feeling," said he,"fora longtime past ; and,
indeed, although I have more excuse for

my apparent neglect than you are aware
of, I cannot altogether exonerate myself
from blame. But the world, Julia, the

world, has so many claims on men in my
situation ; we are so drawn this way and
that way, and every way but the one that
our inclinations lead us, that we often

appear to women who don't, and indeed

can't, allow for this sort of thing, much
worse than we are. But there comes a

time, I believe, to every man, when either
from age and reflection, or from disap
pointment and weariness, he is awakened
to a sense of the hollowness of worldly
friendships and worldly people ; and feels

inclined to fall back upon his early at

tachments as the best and truest solace

for his declining years."
At the words " declining years," Julia

lifted her eyes to his face, for Mr Gave
ston was yet in the prime of life.

" You look surprised, my dear Julia,"
said he, " to hear me talk in that strain ;

but the truth is
,

that though I am not
old, I have seen a great deal of life, and
have met with many vexations and crosses

in my progress through it
,

which has

exactly the same mellowing effect on a

man's character as the lapse of years.
However it be," he added, and he threw
his arm around her waist, and drew her
towards him —" whatever be the cause,
and we need not waste our time in search-
ingforit,the effect you see— it has brought
me back to you."

To this eloquent oration Julia could

only answer by her tears. All he said

might be very true ; she knew too little
of the world to decide whether it was or
not, but at all events it was extremely
affecting. He was her first and only love,

(for she had been thrown into Mr Dyson's
arms by necessity and the manoeuvres of
Gaveston, and by no means by her own

inclination,) and he was the father of the

child she adored, who had been the bless

ing of her past years of poverty and de

sertion, and who now, in her more pros
perous days, was the pride and delight of
her heart.

" Oh !

" she exclaimed, " how I wish
Julia was at home !"

"She's not at home, then," said Mr
Gaveston, looking about him.

" No, she's at school," answered the
mother ;

" at a very nice school at Putney,
where a good friend of mine has placed
her."

"A friend, Julia!" said Mr Gaveston,
with an air of surprise, tinged with a shade

of jealousy. " I hope it's not a lover?"
"Oh no," she replied ; "he's quite an

elderly steady man, quite different to that ;

but he's one of the best of human beings.
He put me in this shop, and has been as

kind as a father to me ; and he has pro
mised that if anything happens to me he'll
take care of Julia, which is such a com

fort ; for I often used to think what was
to become of the poor child if I died, with
out a friend in the world to help her."

" Don't say that," answered Mr Gave

ston, reproachfully. "She has a father
to help her, and shall never need the as

sistance of this Mr Si , what did you
say his name was?"

" I didn't mention his name," said Julia.
"Didn't you?" said he. "I thought

you did. What is it?"
" He's called Simpson," answered she ;

" John Simpson —he's a wine-merchant
in the city."

" Have you seen him lately V inquired
he.

" Not for some time," she replied ; "and

it was partly that made me think it was
him when you spoke ; though I never
knew him come so late. But I shouldn't
wonder if he's here to-morrow. When he

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



SUSAN HOPLEY. 241

I should like so much to introduce you to

him."
"To-morrow, Julia, I shall be many

miles from here," replied Mr Gaveston,
" and that brings me to the object of my
visit. I am going abroad, perhaps for
some time, and I came to ask you to ac

company me."
" Me !

"
exclaimed Julia, astonished.

" Yes," he replied. " You. Surely you
won't refuse me?"

" But your wife ?" said she. " Mr Dy
son told me you were married."

" Mr Dyson !
"

exclaimed Mr Gaveston ;
" when did you see Mr Dyson?"

"Not many months ago," she replied.
" He saw me as he was passing on the
outside of a coach, and got off to speak to

me. He said he'd been abroad ever since

he went away that time with Miss Jones;
and it was he told me you were married."

"And is that all?" inquired Mr Gave
ston. "Tell me everything he said to you."

" I asked him about Miss Jones," con

tinued Julia.
" Well ?" said Mr Gaveston, anxiously.

"What did he say?"
" Oh, that he'd got her off capitally ;

married her to some great man —a duke,
I think he said, in Paris."

"A duke in Paris!" reiterated Mr
Gaveston.

" Yes," replied Julia. " Didn't you
know it?"

"No," answered Mr Gaveston; "I never
could make out what was become of her.
I never heard either of her or Dyson from
the hour they started ; and I believed
them to be still together somewhere. And
what else did he say ?"

" The principal thing he wanted," an

swered Julia, " was a will that he said

was left by mistake amongst some of his
old clothes ; and he desired me to try and
find it. But I can't ; the man I'd pledged

the things to had sold them, and could

give no account of it."
"And do you know where Dyson is

now?" inquired Mr Gaveston.
"He's abroad again," she said. "He

called here one day just before he went,
to know if I'd found the will ; and said

he was just starting for Paris, and that if
I heard anything about it I was to write

No. XVI.

to him, addressed to Colonel Jones at the

post-office there ; and he desired me to

tell the pawnbroker that if he could find
it he should be handsomely rewarded."

" And have you ?
"

eagerly inquired
Gaveston.

" Not yet," said she. " It's so seldom I
can leave the shop. But I mean to go the

first time I can get away."
"And you can't tell me the name of the

duke that he said Ma—Miss Jones, I mean,
was married to ?"

" No," replied Julia. " I don't think
he mentioned it."

Here there was a pause in the conver
sation, which interval was occupied on

Gaveston's part in reviewing his situation,
and in making as close calculations as the

time would admit, of the advantages and

disadvantages of the different lines of con

duct that were open to him.
One thing was quite evident — which

was, that by some means or other, Julia
herself must be put out of the way. The
links that connected her with the concern

by himself, Mr Dyson, Mabel, Mr Simp
son and the Jew, were all too many not

to render her existence perilous in the

extreme to his own. With respect to

attempting to secure her silence, it was a

risk not to be ventured. In the first place,
he could not purchase it

,

even were he

quite assured of her acquiescence, without

explaining the interest he had in the bar

gain, a confidence too dangerous to be

thought of. A surer way would be, by

attaching her to himself through kindness

to her and the child ; but he could not

rely on his own temper and perseverance

in a line of conduct so alien to his nature.

Besides, in either case, she might by some

evil chance or another be identified by
Isaac Lecky, and her evidence be extracted

from her in a court of justice, however

unwillingly given. Had he been aware

of her intimacy with Susan, he would have

perceived yet stronger reasons for putting
an effectual seal upon her lips ; but of

this he yet knew nothing.
"What!" said he, after a time; "do

you live alone here ?"

" Yes," she replied,
" quite alone, nowthat
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242 SUSAN HOPLEY.

you now at all? Nobody here but our
two selves ?

" said he, casting his eyes
round the room.

" Not a creature," said she. " Why do

you ask? Do you want anything?"
"No," he replied ; "only our conver

sation might be overheard."
" That's impossible," answered she.

Mr Gaveston arose, and walked about
the room ; and as he did so, he shut the
door that led from the parlour to the shop.

The decision he felt himself called upon
to make, was difficult. There was no

time to be lost—not an hour ; he could
neither afford to linger in town himself,
nor could he venture to leave Julia behind
him. For his own part, he had to set out

instantly in search of the owner of the
manor-house, and endeavour to prevent
his ratifying a bargain which he had the

greatest interest in annulling ; and if he

allowed her to remain where she was, the
next day, for anything he knew, might
produce some accidental concurrence of
circumstances that might be fatal.

Two expedients remained; either to

avail himself of the present moment, or to
induce her to depart with him at once for
the continent, and afterwards be guided in
his disposal of her by circumstances.

In favour of the first, there were many
arguments. There were but two persons
in the world that were at the same time
aware of his connexion with Julia and of
his real name and situation, and they were

Mabel and Mr Dyson ; either, he imagin
ed, little to be feared. Mabel, if what he

had heard were true, was never likely to
return to England ; or if she did, there
was little probability of her penetrating
the fate of so obscure a person, and so

slight an acquaintance as Julia ; and with
respect to Mr Dyson, there were motives
of sufficient force to keep him quiet. The
hour, the loneliness, all favoured him ; no

one could have traced him to the house ;

and, indeed, no one knew of his being in
town, except the people at the hotel, and
Mrs "Walker. But then, Mrs Walker did
know it

,

and knew moreover that he was
seeking Julia's address. It's true she

only knew him as Mr Godfrey ; but she

was well acquainted with his person, and
there was no telling what accident might

enlighten her further ; and therefore this

impediment had to be weighed against the
other facilities.

With regard to the second expedient—
the carrying Julia instantly abroad with
him, there were many difficulties to be got
over ;—the necessity for immediate de

parture, the inducing her to leave the child
behind her, the natural aversion she would
feel to going away without explaining the
circumstances to Mr Simpson, her ac

quaintance with his marriage ; and finally,
the obstacles that might be in the way of

disposing of her abroad, more especially
after he had been seen, as he inevitably
must be, in her company. And all these

important considerations had to be weighed,
and his decision made, in so short a time.

Whilst he was thus pacing the room, Julia
too had fallen into a fit of abstraction.
She was thinking of his proposal to ac

company him, wondering what he meant

by it
, if he would repeat it
,

and what she

should say ; and she was balancing in her
own mind the very arguments against the

plan that he was foreseeing.
She sat with her face towards the fire

place, where a few red ashes, not yet
quite extinct, were lying in the grate ;

the only light there was in the room,
besides, was the candle she had brought
from above, when she came down to open
the door, and which now, with a flaring
wick, that was eating a channel down one

side of it
,

stood upon the table, on which
also rested the arm that supportedherhead.
Young, and still very pretty, and in spite
of all the wrongs she had met with, yet
most unsuspicious and confiding, it was a

savage heart that could think of taking
the poor life that had long been at odds

with so many sorrows, and at last found

a little haven of peace to rest in—that
could think of pouring out her blood on
her own hearth, and leaving the yet warm

body stretched in death that he had so late

ly pressed to his bosom.

But time urged ; at each turn he took
his eye fell on her—he put his hand in his

pocket, and drew out a razor and hispocket
handkerchief —he took the handkerchief
in his left hand, and the razor in his right,
and at every turn he imperceptibly ap

proached nearer to her chair.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

She never stirred, for she was still deep
in thought, weighing the effect her consent

or refusal might have on little Julia's
future fate.

" The next turn," thought he, and he

drew still nearer. At that moment a

hand was heard on the latch of the outer

door, which after Mr Gaveston's entrance
had not been bolted. Julia started from
her chair —Mr Gaveston hastily replaced
the handkerchief and the razor in his

pocket. " Whose there ?
" cried she, open

ing the parlour door.
" It's I, Mrs Clark," said the watchman,

stepping in with his lanthorn in his hand.
"Since that 'ere robbery I tries all the
doors every night when it strikes twelve.
Your's arn't locked. But I beg pardon,"
he added, perceiving Mr Gaveston ;

" I
j

didn't know you had company."
The ensuing day, being Sunday, the

shutters of Mrs Clark's shop remained

closed, as a matter of course ; but when

Monday and Tuesday came, and t hey were

not taken down, the neighbours began to

wonder ; and at length the house was en

tered, and her absence being ascertained,
an investigation was instituted as to what
had become of her.

Nobody could throw any light on the
affair but the watchman ; and all he knew

was, that he had seen a gentleman with
her on the previous Saturday night at
twelve o'clock ; and that between that
and two, he had met a man and woman
walking at a rapid pace in the direction
of Hyde Park Gate, whom he was inclined
to think were Mrs Clark herself and the
gentleman in question.

Further inquiry elicited nothing more

satisfactory on the subject ; and the dis

appearance of Julia Clark served for a nine

days' wonder, and a perpetual mystery to
the worthy inhabitants of Knightsbridge.

CHAPTER LII.

MR CRIPPS MAKES AN UNPLEASANT DISCOVERY,

AND STARTS FOR PARIS.

When Mr Cripps found that his second

daughter, Miss Livy, was about to follow

243

her sister's example, and ennoble his
family by another distinguished alliance,
he reflected that such honours are not to
be had for nothing, and that there would
be another fifty thousand pounds to be

paid for the distinction.
A hundred thousand pounds subtracted

from his property in so short a period,
would make a serious reduction in his
income, and must lead to some arrange
ments about which it was necessary he
should consult with his solicitor ; and

happening to be in town on the day he
had received his daughter's letter, request
ing his consent to her union with the
colonel, he took the opportunity of calling
at the Temple to discuss the subject.

" Another wedding in the family !
" ex

claimed Mr Glassford ; " and so soon !

Why, you're a fortunate man, Mr Cripps.
I've got three daughters to dispose of, but
I don't find they go off at that rate."

" It never rains but it pours, you know,"
observed Mr Cripps. " It's a pity Jemmy
arn't old enough for a husband. I dare

say the count would be able to find one

for her amongst his great acquaintance."
" Oh ! the gentleman whom Miss Livy

is about to make happy, is a friend of the
count's, is he?" said Mr Glassford.

" Partikler," answered Mr Cripps ;
" they're just like brothers Livy tells me."

" That will be extremely pleasant for
all parties," observed the lawyer.

" Very," said Mr Cripps ;
" as soon as

the wedding's over they are all to go to

gether to the count's castle in Transyl-
vannia."

"Where?" said Mr Glassford.
"In Transylvannia," replied Mr Cripps.
" Bless me ! that's a long way off in

deed !
"

said Mr Glassford.
" Somewhere about Italy, arn't it ?" said

Mr Cripps.
" Not exactly," answered Mr Glassford.

" It's on the borders of Hungary ;" a piece

of information which did not by any means

tend to enlighten Mr Cripps with respect

to the locality of his son-in-law's castle.
" May I ask what is the count's title, for
I did not happen to see the marriage an

nounced in the paper ?
"

" It was in the papers," said Mr Cripps ;
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244 SUSAN IIOPLEY.

the count was afraid the Emperor of Aus
tria would have interfered to prevent it

,

be

cause he wanted him to marry one of his

own relations."
" Indeed !

"
said Mr Glassford ; "and his

name?"
" He's called Count Ruckalooney," re

plied Mr Cripps.
"Of course —you'd settlements?" hinted

Mr Glassford.
"Oh! yes, in course," replied Mr Cripps;

" the count settled a beautiful estate upon
her—somewhere or another— I don't ex

actly know where."
" I should think that was probably of

little consequence," observed the lawyer.
" And may I ask who drew up the deed ?"

" A friend of the Count's," answered Mr
Cripps. " We were obliged to keep the

thing so quiet for fear of the Emperor of

Austria, that he wouldn't allow anybody
else to be let into the secret."

"And your daughter's fortune, I dare

say, you paid down?"
" On the nail !

"
answered Mr Cripps,

triumphantly. "No shilly-shally, but
forked out at once."

"Hem!" said Mr Glassford; "and
this other gentleman is a friend of the

count's, and perhaps a subject of the Em
peror of Austria, also?"

" No, no," answered Mr Cripps, "he's an

Englishman, I take it
,

by his name ; or

likely, a Welshman. I never thought to

ask Livy. He's called Colonel Jones."
"Colonel Jones?" reiterated Mr Glass

ford. " Of what service ?

"

" I never heard," replied Mr Cripps.
" The reg'lars, I suppose."

" The name's so common," observed Mr
Glassford, "that it's no guide at all.

What sort of man is he ?"

" Bless you, I don't know," replied Mr
Cripps. " I never set eyes on him. Livy's
met with him in Paris."

" In Paris !

"
said Mr Glassford. " Col

onel Jones ! Excuse me, but I really should
like to learn a little more of this person

before you give your consent to the match.
The fact is

,

there is a man of that name,
or rather who chooses to assume that

name, that we've had the misfortune to

have had much dealings with. Now I

happen to know that he is at present in

Paris, and I confess I cannot help wishing
you would allow us to make a few

inquiries before this affair is carried any
further."

"But the count's friend," observed

Mr Cripps. " He must know him, you
know."

"Hem !

"
replied Mr Glassford. "But

it is possible the count himself might be

deceived."
"That's true," answered MrCripps. " He

might, certainly."
" You can give me no further indication

by which we might ascertain whether or
not itisour Colonel Jones?" said Mr Glass
ford. " Miss Livy hasn't sent you his
miniature to see how far you may approve
the physiognomy of yournew son-in-law?"

"No," said Mr Cripps. "She says I

shall be surprised when I see him, and
that I little think who he is

,

and seems to

hint that I have seen him ; but she don't

say where. Perhaps he used to come to
the shop."

" The person I allude to," observed the

lawyer, " is sufficiently remarkable to be

identified easily. His name won't assist

us much, but his person will. He's a man
that was known for some time about town

by the name of Nosey, owing to a peculiar
formed nose he has, from a blow he got in a

brawl some years ago. By means of that,
and his bald head, we can easily describe hiin
to one of our correspondents in Paris."

" Nosey !

"
reiterated Mr Cripps. "Nosey !

He warn't like Julius Cesar, was he?"
" I don't know that he was," answered

Mr Glassford, laughing. " But he's very
bald— that's the principal resemblance I

know of."
" Bald !

"
again reiterated Mr Cripps.

" A stoutish man ? Fair complexion ?"
" Exactly," replied the lawyer.
" The Lord look down upon us T

" cried
Mr Cripps. " Is he a rogue ?"
"I fear a greater doesn't exist," answered

MrGlassford. " But you know him, then ?

"

" Know him !

" exclaimed the astonished

grocer,—" why he's the count's servant !"

"As much as he is Colonel Jones," re
plied Mr Glassford. " Rely on it he is

neither one nor the other."
"And who the devil is he?" inquired

Mr Cripps.
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

" His real name is Remorden," answered
Mr Glassford, " and he's a gentleman by
birth. But what little property he had,
he ran through within a year or two after
he came to it ; and since that time he has
been living by his wits. Latterly he has

been very much abroad, where, I suppose,
he found it easier to carry on his schemes

than here."
" But the count," said Mr Cripps, with

a faltering voice ;
" how could he be so

deceived ?"
" We must hope he was deceived," re

plied Mr Glassford. " But I cannot con
ceal from you that the account you have

given me does occasion some misgivings.
However, we must hope for the best. But
with regard to the other fellow, there can
be no doubt in the world of his being as

consummate a rascal as ever breathed."
" What shall I do ?

"
inquired Mr Cripps,

with a bewildered air.
" Set off for Paris instantly, and fetch back

your two unmarried daughters. They'll
be getting a husband for Jemima else, rely
on it

,

young as she is. As for the eldest,

you must be guided by circumstances
when you are there ; but if the man's an

impostor, as I suspect, a confederate of
Remorden's, bring her away by all means."

" And my money ! my fifty thousand

pounds !

" cried Mr Cripps.
" Forget that you ever had it," replied

Mr Glassford ;

" and be thankful another
hundred thousand isn't gone after it."

Here was a fall !

" Oh, heavy declen

sion !

" After the pride and glory of hav

ing outwitted the Emperor of Austria
himself! And as for going to Paris, it

was a thing Mr Cripps contemplated with
absolute horror ; it was worse than the
loss of the fifty thousand pounds ; and he

returned to Virginia House to consult his
wife, in a state bordering on distraction.

"To go to France to be fed on frogs
and soupe maigre, and live amongst a set

of fellows that wore wooden shoes, and
talked an outlandish jargon that nobody
could understand !"

The poor man hadn't resolution to set

about it
,

so he wrote to Livia to say he was

coming, and to forbid the banns ; and then
resolved to allow himself a little while to
make up his mind to the enterprise.

A few days after this, Mr Glassford,
who never doubted his having instantly
departed, drove down to Virginia House,
and inquired for Mrs Cripps ; whom, on

being introduced into the drawing-room,
he found in tears.

" I hope no new misfortune has occur
red?" said he. "Nothing worse than I

learnt from MrCripps last week, is there?"
" We've heard nothing since," replied

the lady, sobbing ;

" but dear, dear Mr
Cripps is going to set off to-night for
Paris ; and I'm afraid I shall never see

him again. I'm sure he'll never come

back alive !" And a fresh burst of tears
testified the violence of her affliction and
the extent of her fears.

" Bless me ! What, isn't he gone yet ?"
exclaimed the lawyer.

" We couldn't bring our minds to it,"
sobbed Mrs Cripps. "His things have
been packed up these three days, all ready ;

and we even had the sandwiches cut, and

everything —but when it came to thepoint,
he couldn't do it. Think what it is

,

at his
time of life, Mr Glassford, with a full habit
of body, to go and encounter the dangers
of a stormy ocean, full of sharks and whales
and porpuses—we used to see them floun

dering about at Margate, ready to devour

anybody they could get hold of ; and he

that wouldn't be able to understand a

word they said to him !—what chance
would he have amongst them?"

" Not much, if his safety depended on
his eloquence, I'm afraid," replied Mr
Glassford, smiling.

" There was one of them we used to
meet walking on the pier at Margate,"
added Mrs Cripps ;

" and sometimes he'd

try to get into conversation with my hus
band ; but Lord ! they could make nothing
of it."

" I should imagine not," said Mr Glass
ford. " But really I cannot help feeling
some uneasiness about your daughters
from this delay."

" Oh ! Mr Cripps has written," said the

lady,
" to forbid the marriage ; so a few

days can't make any difference, youknow."
"We can't be so sure of that," answered

the lawyer. " But, however, would you
have any objection to Mr Cripps going,
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246 SUSAN HOPLEY.

French well, and would be able to take

care of him V
" That would be a great comfort, cer

tainly," replied she.

"Well," said he, " a young man from

my office, my head clerk indeed, starts
for Paris to morrow upon some business
we have in hand ; and the object of my
visit to-day, was to learn if he could carry
any message, or be of any use in your
affairs. Now, since Mr Cripps is not yet
off, what do you say to their travelling
together?"

This proposition was gladly acceded

to ; and on the following morning Mr
Cripps and the young gentleman in ques
tion started on their adventurous journey ;

and having escaped the monsters of the

deep, and the perils of the road, arrived
in due time at Paris ; where, after chang
ing their dress, and taking some refresh
ment, they lost no time in seeking the
Hotel Dangeau, in the Rue de Richelieu,

whence Miss Livy's letters had been dated,

But, alas ! they were too late. Count,
countess, Livy, Jemima, and Colonel Jones,
had all departed together a week before,

on their way, as the mistress of the hotel
understood, to the count's castle, which
was situated a long way off—where, she

never rightly understood ; only she was
sure it was a place she'd never heard of
in France.

Here was a sad blow ; and if Mr Cripps
had been alone, as a journey to the un
known regions of Transylvannia was quite
out of the question, he would have stepped
into the next diligence he met with, and
returned straightway to England. But
the young clerk took a different view of
the case.

"We must find out which road they've
taken," said he, "and whither they're
bound. Betwixt the police and the pass

port office, there's little doubt but that
we shall arrive at the truth on those points,
and then we must consider what's next to

be done."
Accordingly, after some inquiry, it was

ascertained that the party had started with
passports for Brussels ; and the authorities
at Brussels were written to, to ascertain if
such persons had been seen there. The an
swer was, that two gentlemen, whose names

and description corresponded with those

sought for, had been at Brussels for a day
or two, but were unaccompanied by ladies ;

and had themselves left the city, on their

way back to France.
"No ladies!" said the young clerk;

"then they must have left them some

where on the road ;" and although he was

unwilling to communicate his own appre
hensions to poor Mr Cripps, he could not
avoid feeling considerable uneasiness as to

the fate of the unfortunate girls ; and he

proposed that, with as little delay as possi

ble, they should both set out on the road
to Brussels, and endeavour to trace the

fugitives as they went along. A suggestion

to which Mr Cripps, who found himself
well taken care of by his young compan
ion, and in little danger either from sharks
or Frenchmen, and who had also discovered

that there was something better to eat in
France than frogs and soupe maigre,maAn
no objection.

CHAPTER LIII.

MYSTERIES UNVEILED.

It was on the second day after his return
from Oakfield, that Mr Simpson received

a note dated from an hotel in Brooke

Street, requesting him to call on a person

there who had something of importance
to communicate, and directing him to

inquire for Monsieur Courtois.

Conceiving the communication was abou t

something relating to his foreign trade,
the worthy wine-merchant lost no time
in obeying the summons ; and on asking
at the door for Mr Courtois, a Frenchman

immediately came forward, and in tolera
ble English begged to know if his name

was Simpson ; and being answered in the

affirmative, requested the honour of con

ducting him up stairs.
Monsieur Courtois was an elderly, re

spectable-looking man, with his thickly-
powdered hair dressed in the fashion of
the old court, and attired in deep mourn

ing ; and he preceded Mr Simpson up
stairs with much deference and politeness,
but at the same time with a slow and dig
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

nified step, that well became the gravity
of his appearance.

On reaching the first floor, he threw
open a door, and announced " Monsieur
Simpson," advancing at the same time to

place that gentleman a chair before he

retired.
The apartment to which Mr Simpson

found himself introduced, was a hand
some and well-furnished drawing-room,
evidently the best in the hotel ; and on
a sofa, at one end of it

,
sat a lady, who,

as he approached, arose with the utmost
grace to receive him. She, also, was at
tired in deep mourning ; and the extra
ordinary beauty of her face and figure
almost dazzled the eyes of the staid visiter,
who came all unprepared for such a vision
of loveliness ; whilst her attractions were

rather augmented than diminished by the
air of exceeding languor and deep melan
choly that pervaded her countenance and
manner.

" I have the pleasure," she said, " of
seeing Mr Simpson of Mark Lane?"

Mr Simpson bowed assent.
" The intimate friend," she continued,

" of the late Mr Wentworth ?"
" I had the honour to be so, Madam,"

replied Mr Simpson, with a sigh.
The lady sighed too ; and drawing forth

a delicate cambric handkerchief, she held

it for a moment to her eyes.
" Come nearer," she said, pointing to a

seat on the sofa beside her. " Will yau

I have the goodness," she continued, when

j Mr Simpson had obeyed the invitation,

j

" will you have the goodness to relate to
me all the circumstances of Mr Went-
worth's death —as far, at least, as they
ever came to light?"

"
Certainly, Madam," replied Mr Simp

son ; and wondering intensely who his
fair friend could be, and what the inter
view was to lead to,he proceeded to narrate
all the particulars that were known regard
ing the tragedy in question.

The lady listened to his tale with un-
deviating attention, occasionally inter
rupting the progress of the narrative to
ask questions which evinced her intimate
knowledge of the persons and localities
connected with the drama. When he
had concluded, she again held her hand- I

kerchief to her eyes, appearing deeply
affected ; and a silence of some moments
ensued.

" And from that time to this, Sir," she

said, at length, " no further light has been

thrown on the mystery ? Andrew has
never reappeared, and he and Mabel the

dairymaid are still supposed to have eloped

together?"
" That, Madam," answered Mr Simpson,

"is still the general conviction ;" for he
did not think it advisable to communicate
the events of the last few days, and the
suspicions they had awakened in Mr Olli-
phant's breast, and consequently in his
own, till he was better acquainted with
the person he was speaking to. He wished
to hear her story first ; and for this she

did not seem disposed to keep him long
in suspense.

" Well, Sir," she said, " it is in my
power to prove its fallacy ; and you will
now perhaps have the goodness to listen
to my history : the which, in order to

render it more comprehensible, I will
commence by avowing, that I myself am
Mabel the dairymaid —by name, Mabel

Lightfoot."
Mr Simpson could only look his sur

prise—he had too much delicacy and good

breeding, the good breeding that springs
from generosity and benevolence, to make

any comments on the confession.
" You may well look astonished," she

continued, " but such is the fact. With
respect to my own history, previous to

my going to live at Oakfield, I have little
to tell. My parents were poor, but re

spectable, each springing from families
that in former times had belonged to the

gentry of the county ; and this circum

stance, slight and unimportant as it may
seem, has been the origin of my errors,
and the foundation of my fortunes, good

and ill ; for my mother could not forget

it ; and when she saw that I was likely
to be endowed with some charms of per
son, she neglected no opportunity of in
stilling into my mind the hope and the
desire of improving my situation by a

prudent marriage. With this view, she

carefully guarded me from any intimacy
with the young people of my own sphere,

especially the men ; and I grew up with-
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out a friend or a confidant but herself.
But at the age of fifteen, I lost her ; my
father had died before ; and both I and

my sister Grace were thrown upon the
world, and obliged to go to service.

" For my own part, I selected the situ
ation of dairy-maid, because I thought
it less menial than household service, and
because it entailed the necessity of less

communication with the other servants ;

for my mother's precepts had been sown
in a fruitful soil. I was by nature as

ambitious as she could desire me, and at

the same time as ignorant of the world,
and its ways, as if I had been born in an
other planet. I had been taught reading
and writing, and had a tolerable notion
of grammar ; acquirements which my
mother had taken some pains to procure
me, as being important elements in my
future establishment. But I had no ac-

I cess to books ; indeed I was scarcely ac-
j quainted with any but the Bible ; and as

I avoided the conversation of my equals,
and had no opportunity of enjoying that
of my superiors, my mind was little more
enlightened than that of an infant.

" Nevertheless, in spite of my ignorance
and my pride, I had innumerable lovers,
for I was considered the beauty of the

village ; but I treated them all with the

utmost disdain and indifference. The
only one I ever felt the slightest disposi
tion to favour was Andrew Hopley, who
was in many respects very superior to the

other young men of his class ; but his
station and livery were an effectual bar
to the indulgence of my inclination, and
I carefully repressed it.

" Now, Sir, comes the period of my story
in which you will find yourself interested.

" I had not been long at Oakfield, before

Mr Gaveston found me out, and seemed

disposed to pay me particular attention.
At first he accosted me with the freedom
and familiarity with which gentlemen per
mit themselves to address young women
in my situation ; but soon finding that I
was only offended and repelled, he changed
his tactics, and affected to entertain a vio
lent passion for me ; and ignorant as I
was, it is extremely possible that I might
have fallen into his snares, had I not
known that he was engaged to be mar

ried to Miss Wentworth—but that cir
cumstance preserved me j and therefore,
although he lamented the vows that fet

tered him, and swore that he loved me a
thousand times better than he did her,
yet, as I was aware that he could not

promote the objects of my ambition, I
turned a deaf ear to all his protestations.

" At length, one day—it was not long
before Mr Wentworth set out on his ex
cursion to the coast, from which you tell
me he never returned —Mr Gaveston took
an opportunity of joining me early when
I was going to milk my cows, before the
rest of the family were about.

" ' Mabel,' he said, ' I find that my un
fortunate engagement to Miss Wentworth,
which it is impossible for me to break,
must for ever preclude my obtaining from

you a return of the passion you have in
spired me with ; but my disappointment,
great as it is

,

cannot diminish the interest

I must ever feel in your happiness ; and
since it is not in my power to promote it

myself, by making you my wife, I feel
the greatest desire to do it by some other
means. In short, I can't bear to see you
here milking cows, and performing menial
offices so far beneath the station for which
nature designed you ; and I have been

casting about in my mind what I can do

to raise you into the sphere that you
would adorn.

" ' Now, you must know that I have an

acquaintance in the neighbourhood of

Bordeaux, which is in France, who is the

greatest admirer of beauty in the world,
and who is exceedingly anxious to obtain

a handsome English wife ; but as there are

few Englishwomen there, and none that

happen to be very lovely, he has hitherto
found it impossible to satisfy his taste.

When I took leave of him the last time I

came away, he asked me if I would choose

a wife for him, and send her out ; and
without thinking seriously at the moment
of what I was saying, I promised I would.
Now what do you say, Mabel, to marry
ing my friend, and becoming a marchion
ess?

'

" 'A marchioness !

* I exclaimed. 'Is
he a marquis ?

'

" 'Yes,' said he ; 'he is
, I assure you,
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Spanish family ; and he has, besides, a

handsome estate, and a good fortune. It's
true, he's not very young ; but if you can
overlook that one defect, I promise you
he'll make you an excellent husband.
He'll fall desperately in love the moment
he looks at you ; and you may manage
him completely, and have everything your
own way. What do you say to my pro
posal?'

" I answered, that I didn't care the least

whether he was young or old if he would
make me a marchioness, and let me live
like a lady.

" ' Oh !
'

he said, ' you'll have carriages
and servants at your command, and live
like a princess.'

" ' Then,' I said, ' I should like it very
much. But how am I to go to him ?

'

" 'Leave that to me,' he answered. 'But
one thing, remember, you must keep the

whole business a profound secret from

everybody ; for if it were to reach Mr
Wentworth's ears, he'd be writing off to

the marquis to tell him you were only a

dairy-maid, which there's no necessity in
the world for his ever knowing. I shall tell
him you are the daughter of a particular
friend of my own. All you have to do is
to keep the thing to yourself, and be ready
to start at a moment's notice.'

"Soon after this conversation, Mr Gaves-
ton was suddenly summoned abroad by par
ticular business, and the marriage, which
was to have taken place immediately,
was consequently delayed ; and Mr Went-
worth, his daughter, and Andrew, went
down to the seaside to await his return.

" Well, Sir, two nights before the family
were expected back, as I was in my room,
about eleven o'clock, preparing to go to

bed, I heard a slight tap at the window.
I must observe that my room was on the

ground-floor, adjoining the dairy, and that
there was a door which led from it into
the other parts of the house. At first I took
no notice of the signal ; but when it was

repeated, I went to the window and in
quired who was there.

" ' Open the door,' said a man's voice,

speaking close to the glass ;
' I've a letter

for you, if you are Mabel the dairy-maid.'
"'IamMabel,'Isaid ; 'but I'm not going

to open thedoorunless Iknowwhoyou are.'

" ' I come from a good friend of yours,
returned the man ;

' and the letter's about
a certain marquis at Bordeaux. But open
the door, and I'll explain everything.'

" On hearing this, I thought there
could be no danger in opening the door, as

whoever the man was, he must be a mes

senger from Mr Gaveston ; so, after fasten

ing the other door that led into the house,

lest we should be interrupted, I let him in.
" He was a stoutish man, dressed in a

drab coat, with a red handkerchief round
his throat, and over his chin ; and he'd a

face that, once seen, was not easily forgot
ten. He appeared to have been formerly
extremely good-looking ; but a strange
twist of the nose, and a remarkable rise
across the bridge, gave his features a pe

culiar expression.
" ' Here,' said he, handing me a letter,

' are a few lines from Mr Gaveston, which
he has sent that you may be satisfied I am

acting by his authority ; but as I have no
time to lose, I'll deliver my message, and
leave you to read them after I am gone.

" ' What he desired me to say is
,

that
on the third night from this you are to
hold yourself ready to start for London,
on your way to the continent. He and I

will be here to fetch you away ; and to

prevent any disappointment, the thing
must be managed so quietly that you shall
not be missed till the following morning.
You are to take care to admit nobody into
this part of the house ; and we shall let
you know we are here by the same signal

I gave just now. Will you be ready, and
are you willing to go?'

" ' Yes, I am,' I replied.
" ' Very well,' said he ;

'

that's a brave

girl ; I admire your spirit. And that
much being settled, there is no necessity
for my lingering here. Remember, you
are to take no clothes, nor anything with
you, of any description whatever, Mr
Gaveston will supply you with all that is

necessary.'
" Having said this, he went away, and

I opened the letter ; which, however, con

tained nothing more than a request from
Mr Gaveston that I would be guided by
the directions I should receive from the

bearer, who he assured me was his particu
lar friend.
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250 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Well, Sir, the intervening time past

without any unusual occurrence, and the

night appointed for my departure arrived.
No hour had been mentioned, and I was
therefore uncertain how soon I might ex

pect to be summoned; so I retired early
to my room, which, as I was little in the
habitof associating withtheother servants,
excited no observation ; and having bolt
ed the door of communication, I sat down
with my bonnet and shawl on, to await
the arrival of Mr Gaveston.

" I had no watch, but I think it must
have been about two hours after mid
night that I was aroused by a noise at the
window ; for being quite unused to sitting
up so la te, I had fallen asleep in my chair ;

and I started up hastily and opened the

door.
" ' Why, Mabel,' said Mr Gaveston,

who entered, followed by the man who
had brought me the letter three nights be

fore,
' we thought you had forgotten the

appointment ; we have been trying to
make you hear this quarter of an hour.
However, make haste now, for we have
no time to lose. You must disguise your
self in this dress,' he said, opening a bundle
which the other man held in his hand, and

which contained a suit of boy's clothes.

Put them on quickly, whilst we step into
the house for a minute or two. I want
some papers I left in my room when I
was here last ;

'
and so saying, they pass

ed through the door of communication
with the house, and left me to change my
dress.

" They were not gone many minutes,
and I was but just ready when they re

turned. ' Now come,' said Mr Gaveston,
taking me under his arm, and we stepped
out ; but just as I was closing the dairy -

door, he said, " By the by, I don't think
we fastened the door of communication.
We'd better do so, or somebody may get
in and rob the house.' So he reentered

my room for that purpose, and when he

came out he called me back.
" ' Here, Mabel,' said he, pointing to the

bonnet and shawl, and other clothes I had
just taken off, and which, in my haste, I
had left lying on the floor ;

' pick up those,

and tie them in a bundle ; they must not
be left there.'

" I did so, and he carried them out, and
handed them to his companion. He then
gave me his arm, and we walked away
across the park, whilst the other man
went round to the front of the house, where
he said they had left their horses, which

they would not bring to the back, because

the servants' bed-rooms were all on that
side, and there might be some danger of

being heard.
" The horses met us at the park gate,

of which Mr Gaveston had a private key,
to enable him to enter if he came home

late at night when he was staying at Oak-
field ; and there, the gentlemen having
mounted, I being placed on the saddle be

hind Mr Gaveston, after stopping to re-lock
the gate, we took the high road to London,
for about ten miles. We then turned off,

and had ridden for about five miles fur
ther across the country, through by-lanes
and fields, when Mr Gaveston suddenly
stopt, at a spot where two roads met.

" ' Now,' said he, ' Mabel, here we must
part for the present, and you must con
tinue your journey to London with my
friend, who will take every care of you ;

and in less than a week I shall join you
there. You are now within a couple of
miles of a town, where you will find a

conveyance ; and so far you must walk,
as I must take the horses away with me.'

" Upon this, they lifted me down ; and
Mr Gaveston, taking the bundle contain
ing my clothes, which he said he knew
how to dispose of, we parted, he riding
one way, and we walking the other.

"As he had predicted, we soon came

in sight of a pretty considerable town,
which we entered, after my companion
had warned me that I was not to speak,

but to hold my handkerchief to my eyes,

as if I were in great distress. Walking
briskly through the streets, which were

nearly empty, for it was yet but early
morning, we reached an inn, where the

ostler and a few of the servants were
already stirring.

" ' We want a chaise and pair of horses,

as quickly as possible,' said my companion
to a waiter, who was yawning at the door.

" ' First turn out, directly,' cried the
man, and away ran the ostler to obey the
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 251

breakfast, Sir,' added he, 'whilst they
put to.'

"'We'll just step into a room for a

moment,' answered my friend ; ' but we

must not stop for breakfast. We are on

an errand of life and death. This young
gentleman's father has been seized with a

fit ; and we're afraid, if we don't make the

greatest speed, all will be over before we

get there.'
' " Upon this, according to my instruc

tions, I pretended to cry very much, and
the good-natured waiter ran out to hasten
the post-boy's preparations. ' They'll be

round directly, Sir,' said he, as he returned ;

and in a couple of minutes more, the chaise

was at the door, my companion handed me

into it
,

and we were galloping along the

road.
" For three stages we got on as fast as

we could, my friend always urging the
same motive for speed, and then we stop

ped to breakfast ; after which we started

again, and stopped no more till we reached

London ; having taken nothing but a bis
cuit and a glass of wine on the road.

" It was the middle of the night when
we arrived ; and just before we entered

the town, my companion called to the
driver to stop, and having asked him his
fare, he paid him, and dismissed him, say
ing he needed him no further ; and then

giving me his arm, we entered the town,
and walked at a rapid pace through a

great many streets — I remember we cross

ed a bridge, and that is all I know of the

course we took.
"At length, having arrived at what

appeared to me a shabby part of the
town, my friend stopped at a house that
looked rather better than the others, and

rang the bell ; and almost immediately,
which made me conclude we were expec

ted, an elderly, decently-dressed woman
opened the door.

" ' Here we are, Mrs Davis,' said my
companion. And then turning to me he

said, ' This is your home for the present ;

you'll find yourself very comfortable under
Mrs Davis' care, till your friend arrives.
Good night !

' and shaking me by the
hand, he turned off, and walked away.

CHAPTER LIV.

MABEL CONTINUES HER STORT.

"When the companion of my journey
departed," continued Mabel, " Mrs Davis,
taking me by the hand, led me into a par
lour, where I found a comfortable fire with

a kettle of boiling water on the hob, and
the tea-things ready upon the table.

"'I thought,' said she, 'you would
prefer a cup of tea to anything else after
your journey ; there's nothing so refresh
ing ; and you can eat a bit of cold meat
with it if you are inclined.'

" I thanked her and accepted her offer.

She was extremely civil ; but asked me

no questions, speaking only of the wea

ther, the fatigues of travelling, the com
forts of tea, and so forth. I however
knew that she was aware of my sex ; as

my companion, whose name I afterwards
learnt was Dyson, had informed me that

I was to be conducted to the house of a

friend of Mr Gaveston's, who had been

told I was a young lady on my way to
the continent with the intention of unit
ing myself to a gentleman to whom I had
been some time attached, but whose alli
ance was not approved by my friends. I
had also been instructed that IWastocall
myself Miss Jones ; and that Mr Gaveston
was only known to Mrs Davis as Mr God

frey.
" ' Now,' said Mrs Davis, when tea was

over,

' I dare say you'll be glad to go to
bed ; and I recommend your lying till I

bring you your breakfast in the morning.
You should take a good rest after such a

journey.'
" ' But what am I to do,' I said, ' for

clothes, when I do rise? I hav'n't a

single article with me.'
" ' Oh !

' said she, ' leave that to me.

I'll supply you with clothes. If they
don't exactly fit, never mind that. You'll
see nobody here, and they'll do very well
till Mr Godfrey arrives.'

" Accordingly, the next morning, after

I had taken my breakfast, she brought
me a dark silk dress, and other indispen
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252 SUSAN HOPLEY.

sable articles, which seemed to have been

made for a person about my size, and
which she said belonged to her daughter ;

and when I was ready to leave my room,
instead of taking me down to the parlour
I had been in the night before, she led me

into a room adjoining my bed-chamber,
which looked only on a back yard, and

which she said it was necessary I should
inhabit for the present ; as, if I went

below, I might be seen by people coming
to the house, and discovered.

" The first day I was so tired that I did
not care much about this confinement ;

but when I had recovered my fatigue, I
began to pine for air and exercise, and I
begged Mrs Davis to take me out. But
this she positively refused, alleging that
it was absolutely contrary to Mr God

frey's orders. In every other respect she

was very obliging, giving me books to

read, and doing what she could to amuse

me. But still I found my time dreadfully
tedious ; and when at the end of a week
Mr Gaveston came, I earnestly entreated

that I might commence my journey im

mediately. ' That,' however, he said, ' was

impossible, for that there had been many
inquiries made about me ; and that I
should be infallibly traced and taken
back to Oakfield, if I showed myself out
of doors yet ;' and so simple was I, that
I gave credit to all he said. ' Depend on
it,' he added, 'the moment it's safe for

you to move, you shall. In the mean
time, I must return to Oakfield, lest I
should be suspected of having any hand
in taking you off.'

" It was fully a month before he ap

peared again, by which time, between

weariness, and a confinement to which I
was so unaccustomed, I was getting ex

tremely unwell. Still he urged it was
too soon to move ; and the only relief I
got was, that two or three times he took
me out to walk of an evening, after it
was dark. But I could not help observ

ing, that the more impatient I became,

the more closely I was watched ; and I
began to see that I was little better than
a prisoner.

" All these causes together, combined,
I believe, with the effects of a cold I had
caught on my journey, at length over

threw my health and spirits completely,
and I fell extremely ill. Mrs Davis and
a maid-servant that was in the house, at

tended me assiduously enough ; but no
medical advice being called in, I continu
ed to get worse and worse, till I was at
death's door ; and I believe I should ac

tually have died, (which I have since be

lieved would have been exactly what Mr
Gaveston desired,) had not the servant
taken fright one day when Mrs Davis
was out. I happened to faint whilst she

was standing by my bedside, and finding
it impossible to recover me by any means

she had recourse to, she ran out of the

house and fetched in an apothecary that
lived in the neighbourhood.

" After this the man was suffered to

attend me ; and Mr Godfrey, as he was

called, also brought a young person of
his acquaintance, to see me, called Julia
Clark—"

"Who?" said Mr Simpson, hastily in
terrupting the discourse. " Did you say
Julia Clark?"

"Yes," replied Mabel, "Julia Clark
was the name of the lady. A very pretty
young person she was, and very kind to
me. Do you know her?"

" I rather think I do," answered Mr
Simpson. " But excuse my interruption.
Pray go on."

" Well," continued Mabel, " I gradual
ly got better ; and Julia's visits helped
me to bear my confinement ; and when I
was sufficiently recovered to travel, Mr
Gaveston announced that everything was
ready for my departure ; and that as he

could not go with me himself, Mr Dyson
had undertaken to conduct me safe to

Bordeaux.

"Accordingly, early one morning, to

my infinite joy, I bade adieu to Mrs
Davis and her dreary apartments, and we

proceeded to Portsmouth, and from thence

to Harfleur ; where only stopping one

night, we took places in a diligence, which
I imagined was to convey us to Bordeaux.

"But my companion, Mr Dyson, or
rather Colonel Jones, for that was the
name he assumed on the journey, had
other views ; and, instead of conducting
me to the Marquis de la Rosa, my intend
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 253

him to do, he took me to Paris, where after
engaging apartments in a handsome hotel,
and providinghimself and me with fashion
able habiliments, he introduced me into
public as his niece.

" It is easy for a young Englishwoman
there, who is tolerably good-looking, to

attract notice ; and I was soon surrounded
by a crowd of admirers ; amongst whom,
the most urgent and persevering was the
Due de Rochechouart, who was at that time
considered the most dissipated and profli
gate man about the court—at least, where
women were concerned. In other respects,
his character was never arraigned.

"Well, Sir," pursued Mabel, "not to

detain you with a detail of the arts that
were used to deceive me, it is sufficient
to inform you that I was led to believe
the duke was addressing me with hon
ourable views ; and after a few weeks,

having been conducted to one of his castles,
at some distance from Paris, I was imposed

upon by a false marriage —in short, sold.

The ceremony was performed by a ser

vant of the duke's, an Englishman, call
ed Dillon, who pretended to be a clergy
man, and read the marriage service from
the prayer-book ; and Colonel Jones, my
pretended uncle, having received a con
siderable sum of money for his treachery,
afterwards took his leave, and left me to

discover the deception at my leisure.
"For some months I believed myself

the wife of the duke, and every pains was
taken to keep up the delusion ; but, at
length, an accident disclosed to me the

truth. At the period of my supposed

marriage, I was utterly ignorant of the
French language ; and as the duke could
speak English tolerably, having once been

ambassador here, I found little incon
venience from my want of knowledge.
But believing myself the Duchess of
Rochechouart, and anticipating the time
when I should be introduced at court and

into society, I thought it right to acquire
the language of the people I was to live
amongst. I therefore privately engaged
a master, and applied myself assiduously
to the study, with the intention of some

day surprising Rochechouart with my
unexpected accomplishment ; and urged
by this motive, and perhaps rather a

natural facility, I made considerable pro
gress in a short time. But this newly
acquired talent was the accidental means

of opening my eyes to my real situation.
" One day that I was sitting alone in

my boudoir, with a door ajar that opened
into the drawing-room, I overheard a con
versation between the duke and one of
his friends, which, although I was not a

sufficient adept in the language to under
stand thoroughly, undeceived me com

pletely with respect to my own position.
" The subject of the conversation was

an alliance which had been offered to the
duke, and which he had declined ; and

the visit was for the purpose of urging
him to reconsider a proposal that was, on

many accounts, esteemed highly desirable.
But the duke was firm in his refusal ; and

I comprehended enough to learn that he

mentioned me as the motive. The gentle
man urged, ' that there would be no neces

sity for parting with me ;' but the duke
confessed, that he feared whenever I dis
covered the deception he had practised, I
should leave him ;

' and assuredly she will,'
he said, ' if I marry.' In which conviction
he was perfectly correct ; for I certainly
should.

" You may conceive, Sir, what a blow
this was to me. However, I commanded

my feelings sufficiently to remain quite
quiet till the visiter was gone ; but when
Rochechouart returned from seeing him

through the anti-chamber, and I attempt
ed to rise from my chair to speak to him,

intending to express my indignation, and

then immediately quit the house, I had

only time to clasp my hands, and give
him one look of reproach, before I sank
to the ground in a state of insensibility.
But that one look was enough. It told
him that I was undeceived ; and as soon

as I recovered, and was able to listen to

him, he entered on his exculpation ; ex
plaining to me the difficulties that lay in
the way of an alliance between a person
in his situation and one in mine—the

opposition he should have experienced
from his connexions, and the court more

especially, as it was easily perceived that
the pretended Colonel Jones was a mere

sharper, who had brought me there to
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

niece as he had asserted ; and finally, he

made known to me how I had been

actually sold ; and that it had been mere

ly a contest between the young noblemen

I was introduced to, which should have

j me ; Colonel Jones standing out for the

highest price.
" ' Thus, Amabel,' said he, ' you would

not have escaped, rely on it ; and if you
had not fallen to me, you would to Ar-

i magnac, or de l'Orme, or some of the
others, who probably would not have
loved you half so much as I do. The

' conversation you have just overheard,
I must, at least, have convinced you of my
! attachment.'

" It certainly had ; and that was the

j only thing that supported me under my

i disappointment and mortification. When
I first encouraged the duke's attentions,
and accepted the offer of his hand, I con

fess that I was actuated solely by ambi
tion ; and it would have been perfectly
indifferent to me whether I attained my
object through him, or through any of
the other gentlemen who were contesting

j the prize. But my feelings were now

wholly changed. Without affecting to

undervalue the luxury, and indeed mag-
I nificence, in which 1 lived, or pretending

to assert that it would not have required
an extraordinary effort of resolution to

have resigned them and fallen back into

my original situation, yet, I can truly
say, that the affection. Rochechouart had

inspired me with formed a much stronger
obstacle to my leaving him, than his

; splendid castles, and gorgeous liveries ;

or than my own sumptuous attire, gilded
chariot, and elegant boudoir.

" I really loved him ; and the deception
he had practised on me aside, I had cer

tainly every reason to do so. His kind
ness and indulgence to me were unvary
ing ; and as for his own qualities, he was

I universally admitted to be the handsomest
and the most agreeable man about the

'
court.

" You may imagine the result, Sir :

I consented to remain ; and theduke immedi-
I ately made a handsome settlement on me,

which secured me in affluence for the rest

of my life, whether I left him or not ; and

I must do him thejustice to say, that never,

till the hour of his death,"— and here she

burst into a passion of tears, that almost
choked her utterance—"never to the hour
of his death, did he give me reason to re

pent my acquiescence !
" Indeed, I am sure that if I had urged

it much, he would have privately legalized
our connexion ; but I never did : because

I felt that I was not worthy to become

his wife, and that, in many respects, I
should have been doing him a great injury.
It is true I was deceived, and so far inno
cent ; but on the other hand, I could not

forget that I was not blameless. I had

sought to deceive him also. I had acqui
esced in Colonel Jones' imposition, and

attempted to pass for what I was not; be

sides, my own motives were base and un

worthy. I saw they were so, as my mind

improved by education ; and I felt that I
deserved the degradation I suffered.

" I therefore made up my mind to the

penalty I had incurred. I knew I must
look to pass my life without any society
but the duke's ; and that when we returned
to Paris, his numerous engagements would
not leave him much time to bestow on me ;

and I also felt, that however unwilling he

was to part with me then, I might not

always retain the same power over his

affections.
"Under these circumstances I could not

look for much happiness ; but I saw that
one means of improving my situation, both

present and future, was within my reach.
I perceived that by repairingthedeficiencies
of my early education, I should not only
render myself more agreeable to Roche

chouart, but that I should be supplying
myself with a resource during the life of
solitude and abandonment that lay before

me. To this object I therefore devoted

myself ; and as I was yet young, and could
command all the advantages that money
could purchase, I made considerable pro

gress in the studies I undertook ; and soon

learned to find in my books and my music,
the best consolation for my lonely hours

and degraded condition.
" In this manner my life passed, with

out any particular occurrence to interrupt
its even tenor, till about six months since,

when I received an unexpected visit from
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 255

for whom I had been designed by Mr
Gaveston. How he discovered me I do

not know, but he wrote to me to say he

was in Paris, and to desire an interview ;

and I believe it was more curiosity than
anything else that made me grant his

request. But his visit led to disclosures I
little expected.

" From him I first learned that Mr
Wentworth was dead ; and although his
information was imperfect, I gathered

I
enough to ascertain that my removal from

| Oakfield had been somehow or other mys
teriously connected with the catastrophe ;

and I was the more confirmed in this per
suasion, by his showing me a letter of Mr
Gaveston's, wherein he proposed to the
marquis to practise upon me exactly the
sort of deception to which I had fallen a

victim through the villany of his friend ;

namely, to deceive me by a false marriage.
"I must observe that the marquis had

no idea that I was the dairy-maid ; he

onlyhad heard of meas Miss Jones, neither
had I ever confessed to Rochechouart that
I had once filled so humble a situation ; nor

I
had I courage to do it yet. But for that
remnant of silly pride, I should have im
mediately written to you on the subject of
what I had learnt, for I obtained your
address from Bordeaux ; and perhaps the

calamity which I have now to deplore,
might not have occurred.

" I fear my sad history must weary you,
j Sir," continued Mabel ;

" but the regard
you bore Mr Wentworth will give you an

i interest in it ; and I shall not detain you
much longer.

"About two months ago the duke's
regiment, which had been for some time
on a foreign station, having returned to

France, and being quartered at Lisle, he

thought it right to join it for a few weeks ;

and he proposed to me to accompany him.
Of course I consented ; and thither we

'
immediately proceeded, attended by our
horses, servants, and equipages.

" One of my favourite recreations was
riding on horseback ; and as I had but

: few pleasures, Rochechouart did all he

could to make this agreeable, by supply
ing me with beautiful animals, and ac

companying me himself whenever he could.
"Well, Sir, one day, about ten days

since, we were taking our usual exercise,

accompanied only by a groom, when we

perceived a handsome English carriage
approaching at a rapid rate ; and we
slackened our pace in order to get a better
view of the travellers within. But you
may imagine our surprise, when, as the
vehicle drew nigh, we distinguished, re

clining in the opposite corners, our old '

acquaintance Colonel Jones, and Dillon the
duke's former valet !

"The moment I recognized Colonel
Jones, I felt a vehement desire to obtain
from him some information regarding the

mysterious affairs at Oakfield ; and I
intimated to the duke that I had a particu
lar reason for desiring to speak to him.

" ' Go,' said he to the groom, ' ride after
that carriage, and observe where they put
up ; we'll follow more leisurely, and meet

you at the entrance of the town.'
The man immediately set spurs to his

horse, and had nearly overtaken the tra- i

vellers, when to our horror and astonish
ment, we heard a shot, and saw him fall i

to the ground.
" Incensed at this unprovoked at tack,

without a moment's deliberation, and deaf
to my cries, the duke threw his horse into
a gallop, and pursued the murderers.
Whether they knew him, or whether,

being in uniform, they mistook his inten- j

tions, I cannot tell—for we found after- I

wards that the carriage was loaded with
contraband goods —but when they found
he was gaining upon them, they fired
another pistol, and shot him dead on the

spot. They then immediately turned
their horses' heads, and instead of pur
suing the road to Lisle, they endeavoured

to make the best of their way back across

the frontier.
" But their escape, I, at least, had the

consolation of preventing. Mounted on a

very fleet horse, and in a state of too much

excitement to think of danger, I pursued
them at my utmost speed ; and, fortu

nately, just at the moment they were

beginning to fancy themselves secure,

being met by a troop of the duke's regi
ment who had been out on a foraging ex

pedition, I succeeded inhavingthem arrest

ed, and brought back to Lisle. Why they
did not shoot me also, I cannot tell—per-
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256 SUSAN

I haps they had no more ammunition —for
I scarcely think they would have spared

me from better motives.
" I will not detain you, Sir," said Mabel,

who, when she reached this part of her

story, was almost unable to proceed, from
the bitterness of her grief ;

" I will not
detain you with an account of my feelings ;

those I leave to your imagination. I
will only trouble you with such further

particulars as you are likely to be interest
ed in.

" The two criminals were of course

placed in confinement ; and as soon as I
was able to appear in court, they were

brought before a magistrate, and my evi
dence was given against them.

"For their own parts, they neither
confessed nor admitted anything ; but the
contents of the carriage were quite enough
to explain the motives of their expedition,
and the origin of their fears.

" It was, as I said, lined with contra-

i band goods of the most valuable descrip
tion ; and there was every reason to
believe, that on their previous passage

through Lisle, shortly before, they had
I taken as much out of France as they were

I now bringing into it.
" Finding, when I had given my evi

dence, that my presence would not be

again required for a few weeks, and that

: I was in the mean time at liberty to de-

I part where I pleased, I resolved to employ
the interval in an endeavour to penetrate
the mystery of Mr Wentworth's death,

and to clear myself from the suspicion
that my absence had drawn upon me ;

and I felt the greater necessity for doing
this without delay, because there can be

no doubt that these men will be con
demned to expiate their crimes on the
scaffold, and with Colonel Jones will pro
bably expire all chance of discovering the

secret.
" With this view I started for Paris

without delay ; but I was destined before

I reached it to be made acquainted with
another instance of their villany. On
the morning I quitted Lisle, as we were

passing through a small village, I ob

served a number of country-people assem-

j bled round the door of a hut ; and as we

drew nearer, I perceived two ladies, appar-

HOPLEY.

ently in a very exhausted condition,
seated on chairs at the door, to whom the
by-standers were administering such sim
ple refreshments as they had to give.
The singularity of thecircumstance awak
ened my curiosity ; and besides, there
was something in the appearance of the

young women that led me to believe they
were English.

" I therefore stopped the carriage, and
desired Courtois, who was with me, to

inquire if anything had happened in
which my assistance could be useful ; and

he presently learnt from the peasants,
that the two ladies I saw there had crawled
into the village shortly before, apparently
quite exhausted and worn out by fatigue
and want of food —that they were foreign
ers, who could speak no French — and

that whence they came or whither they
were going could not be discovered.

" Upon this, I alighted ; and making
my way through the crowd, I addressed

them in English, saying, I was afraid

they had met with some unpleasant acci
dent, and offering my services.

" Poor things ! if a voice from Heaven
had reached them they could scarcely
have seemed more relieved. All I gather
ed from them, however, at that moment
was, that they had fled from some place
where they considered themselves in
danger, and that they hoped to find their
father in Paris, where they besought me

to take them.
" To this request I of course assented ;

and they were immediately assisted into
the carriage. They were so exhausted
that I found it necessary to give up
travelling on the following day ; and we

therefore rested at Abbeville, where I
first learnt the circumstances that had

brought them into the strange predica
ment in which I found them.

" I will not detain you now with the

details of their melancholy story. It is

sufficient to say that the two men, Colonel
Jones and Dillon, had contrived to impose

upon their parents and themselves —one

of them indeed was married to Dillon, who
had received with her a large sum of mo

ney—and having brought them to France,
had, for some reason or other which they
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 257

them to a lonely inn some miles from
where I found them, and there abandoned

them.
" On reaching Paris I made immediate

search for their friends at the hotel they
had lodged at ; but although it appeared

that two gentlemen had inquired for

them, we could not ascertain who they
were, or where they were to be found.

" Under these circumstances, urged also

by my desire to assist in exposing the

crimes of these villains, I resolved, instead
of writing to you as I had proposed, to

accompany the young ladies to England ;

and at the same time restore them to

their friends, and seek a personal expla
nation with yourself.

"On reaching Clapham, where my
portegees reside, I learnt that their father
had set out for Paris in search of them
about ten days before."

CHAPTER LV.

MORE LIGHT.

It may be supposed that Mr Simpson lost
no time in communicating the substance
of Mabel's story to Mr Olliphant, who

immediately requested an interview with
her, in the course of which he perfectly sa

tisfied himself that the suspicions Mr
Gaveston's strange deportment at Oak field
had first awakened, were but too well
founded.

In the meantime, Mr Simpson hastened

to Knightsbridge, to assure himself of
what there was scarcely room to doubt
—that the Julia Clark whose life he had
saved, and she who had been introduced
to Mabel, were the same person.

But, to his amazement, he found the

shop shut, and the house uninhabited ;

and was informed by the neighbours, that
two nights before, Mrs Clark had depart
ed, as was believed, in the company of a

gentleman, and had not been heard of since.

This was "confirmation strong" of
previous suspicions. There could be little
doubt that the gentleman was Mr Gaves-
ton ; and Mr Olliphant at once detected

his motives. He saw that not only were

No. XVII,

Gaveston and Godfrey the same person,
but that Julia Clark was the woman that
had pledged the clothes to Isaac Lecky,
and had since been employed by Dyson
or Jones, whichever his name might really
be, to endeavour to recover it ; and that
Gaveston, having recognized her from
their account of the circumstances, had

sought her out for the express purpose
of placing her evidence beyond their reach.

"But if human exertions can defeat

his plans," said Mr Olliphant, " he shall
be disappointed. But in order to make
assurance doubly sure, let us pay a visit
to that Mrs Wetherall, to whom you say
Julia Clark related her history in detail,
of which you only heard the outlines.
From her we may learn whether the name

of her seducer was Godfrey."
It is needless to say that Mrs Wether- j

all's testimony fully corroborated their

suspicions ; and there could be no doubt
left of the identity of the parties.

" Now," said the lawyer, " there is one

thing more I should like to be certain of ;

which is
,

whether Gaveston followed us

to London. To ascertain that, we must
write to Jeremy, I suppose ; unless you
know where he's in the habit of putting
up ?

"

" At Laval's in Bedford Street, generally,

I fancy," replied Mr Simpson. " I know
he preferred it

,

because it was a French
house. It will be worth calling there, at

all events."
"Yes, Sir," answered the waiter, to

their inquiry. " Mr Gaveston was here

on Saturday night for a few minutes. I

fancy it might be between ten and eleven

o'clock. He seemed in a great hurry,
and only called to say that he expected a

letter to be sent here for him, and that we

were to forward it immediately to the

post-office at Paris."
"It is exactly that letter we have

called to inquire for," said Mr Olliphant.
" Mr Gaveston requested us to procure it

,

and send it after him, as he changed his
route after he was here."

" Here it is
, Sir," said the waiter ;

" it

only came this morning."
Mr Olliphant paid the postage and

walked away with the letter. "Now,"
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2:58 SUSAN HOPLEY.

shall hear of him ; for he '11 either go to

Paris, or he '11 direct them where to for

ward the letter ; for no doubt," observed he,

peeping into it
, " it contains something of

importance, or he would not have taken

so much trouble to get it. I should like
vastly to know what is inside of it."

" And you mean to know, I suppose,"
said Mr Simpson, smiling ;

" for else why
did you bring it away ?

"
" It was the impulse of the moment,"

replied the lawyer ;

" but there are various
reasons why this letter may be important ;

and I think there are sufficient to justify
me in opening it. We are, in the first

place, in pursuit of a criminal —for of
Gaveston's guilt I now entertain no more
doubt than I do of my own existence—

j and we must avail ourselves of whatever
means may promote his detection. In
the next place, to confess a truth, I do

i not feel quite easy with respect to the

fate of that unfortunate woman he has

carried off ; and I'm inclined to lose no

time in rescuing her from his gripe, and

securing her evidence. Ha !

" exclaimed
he, as, compressing the sides of the letter,
he again put it to his eye ;

" by Jove, here

goes !

"
and he proceeded to break the seal.

"What is it?" inquired Mr Simpson.
" I see a name," answered Mr Olliphant,

" that would make me break through a

stone wall, with as little ceremony as I

break this wax —there's something about
that other fellow Jones in it. And see, it's
from Borthwick, I declare ; what can he

have to do with the business?"
" Let us hear," said Mr Simpson ; and

Mr Olliphant proceeded to read as follows :

" Sir,—In obedience to your commands,

I write to inform you that I got an answer
from the agents by return. They believe

Mr Remorden to be at present in Paris,
and have orders to enclose to him, under
cover to Colonel Jones, post-office, there.

" With respect to the little lease you
were kind enough to mention, I have pre

pared it
,

and submitted it to lawyer Brice.
To-morrow I shall forward it

,

per coach,

to be favoured with your signature.
" And I have the honour to remain

" Your humble servant,
" Gregory Borthwick."

" A thousand thanks, MrGregory Borth
wick," said Mr Olliphant ;

"
your letter

is invaluable ; though there is something
about this house and road business that

I cannot understand. But this much I

remember perfectly ; that at the time of
Mr Wentworth's death, Franklin told me

that that cursed old Manor House formed
part of an estate that had been many years
in the Remorden family, who were for

merly amongst the most affluent and in
fluential people in the county ; but that a

series of misfortunes, that almost seemed

like a fatality, had fallen upon them, till
the property was greatly reduced, and the

family nearly extinct. The last possessor
had died abroad, where he had gone in pur
suit of some woman ; and the remnant had
then fallen to a nephew, who was the only
surviving scion of the family. I well
recollect Franklin's adding, 'he was a

profligate, good-for-nothing fellow, who
soon ran through the little he had ; and
not being disposed to live at the Manor
House himself, nor able to let it

,

because

it had fallen so completely out of repair
during the absence of the last tenant, the

place was shut up, till the innkeeper offered

to pay a trifle for the use of the lower
rooms during the full season. As for
Remorden himself,' he added, ' he hasn't
been seen in the country for years. It
was said he'd taken to the turf, and was

spending his life between the knowing
ones at Newmarket and the hells in Lon
don.' Now, what will you bet me that
Remorden, Dyson, and Colonel Jones are

not all one and the same person?"
" Upon my word it does not seem very

improbable," answered Mr Simpson.
" And what do you say to a journey to

Paris ? I can spare a week or two now
in such a cause ; and thus much I'm sure,

that till I have come to some understand
ing of this business, I shall not be fit for

any other. If that fellow, Colonel Jones,

is going to have his head taken off, he'll

very likely be disposed to make a clean
breast of it before he mounts the scaffold.
Besides, he'll have a natural desire to
take his friend Gaveston with him for

company in the other world, and thus
we shall get at the truth. Added to
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it a thing to be neglected, we may find
out what is become of Julia Clark."

Mr Simpson needed no urging to accede

to the proposal ; but he begged leave to

make one amendment ; which was, that
if it were agreeable to her, they should
travel in company with Mabel, for whom
he admitted himself to be not a little in
terested.

" There were all the elements of virtue
in her," he said, " alloyed by ignorance
and ill-directed ambition. Born in an
other station, and rationally educated, she

j
would have been a noble creature ; and
she is a noble creature now, in spite of

I her errors."
" And you've only to look in her face,

and you'll forget them all," said the law
yer, slyly.

" She's a beautiful creature," answered

Mr Simpson, warmly ;
" and it must be

a heart of adamant that wouldn't pity

I and forgive her !
"

" It is not mine, I assure you," said Mr
Olliphant, more gravely, " I do both ;

and I shall be most happy to travel with
her, and serve her too, if any means of

doing so lie in my power."
Very willingly Mabel accepted the pro

posed escort. Like most other people that
sat an hour in Mr Simpson's company,
she was disposed to feel an affection for
him ; and she was so glad to make
friends ! Life is so heavy without them !

It must be one of the most grievous pen
alties incurred by women who stray from
the paths of virtue, that they can rarely
have a friend. Few men are generous

enough to be to them disinterested ones ;

the virtuous of their own sex cannot and

dare not ; and amongst the vicious there

can exist no true friendship.

CHAPTER LVI.

THE DEVICES OF THE WICKED MAN SHALL FAIL.

Although Mr Gaveston could not ven

ture to delay his departure from London
long enough to receive the information
he had employed Borthwick to obtain for
him, he yet resolved to make straight for

HOPLEY. 259

Paris, on many accounts. One was, that
he looked to find the disposal of his unfor
tunate companion a matter of more easy

accomplishment there than in a smaller

place ; and the other, that according to
the address Remorden had given Julia,
he hoped either to find him there, or at

least learn his address at the post-office.
He therefore travelled night and day

till he reached the capital ; and when
there, after stopping one night at an inn
in the neighbourhood of the coach-office,
he located his companion on the following
day in a mean lodging in the Fauxbourg
Montmartre, whilst he took up his own
residence in a more cheerful and fashion
able part of the city.

As one of the most urgent motives of
his journey was to obtain an interview
with the owner of the Manor House, hd j

lost no time in inquiring at the post-office

for Borth wick's letter, and for the address

of Colonel Jones ; but he could obtain no

intelligence of either. Borthwick's letter,
for reasons the reader will have no diffi

culty in divining, had not arrived ; and
with respect to Colonel Jones, letters had
been lying there for him for some days,
but they had not been inquired for. This
was a serious disappointment ; and as it
might occasion considerable delay, a source

of much annoyance. There was no telling
how to interpret it

,

or whither to direct
his researches. The man might not have

reached Paris, or he might have left it
,
or he might actually be there, having only
neglected to ask for his letters. He was
aware that at the passport office he might
probably learn what he desired to know ;

that is, if Remorden was actually travel

ling under the name of Jones ; but in the

present state of affairs, and with the pro
jects he had in hand, he did not wish to

make himself conspicuous in that quarter,
or to draw attention to himself, which he

might do were he by his inquiries to pub
lish his connexion with a man who was

probably marked as a person of suspicious
character, or worse, for anything he

knew ; for how he had been living, or
what he might have done to draw the

eyes of the police on him since his resi
dence abroad, was much more than he

could guess.
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260 SUSAN HOPLEY.

He therefore employed the interval of
inevitable delay in visiting the gambling
houses about the Palais Royal, and such
other resorts, where he thought there was
a probability of meeting with Remorden
if he were in Paris ; and in forming pro
jects, and in balancing the difficulties

attending the getting rid of Julia in some

way that should remove her effectually
from his path, and render her evidence

inaccessible. But it was not easy to dis
cover any way but one ; and that one,

setting remorse, pity, and all such feelings
outof the question, (of which Mr Gaveston,
like other bad human beings, try what he

would, could not wholly divest himself,)
was one of very difficult accomplishment.

In order to induce her to accompany
him, after the interruption of the watch
man had rendered the atrocious act he

was on the point of perpetrating danger
ous to himself, he had persuaded her that
his wife was dead, and that he had been

for some time seeking her with the view
of repairing her early wrongs by marriage ;

and there was no difficulty in adducing
many reasons, plausible enough to satisfy
her simple mind, for performing the cere

mony privately abroad ; nor any in per
suading her, on their arrival in Paris,
that propriety and prudence required, till
he could introduce her as his wife, that
she should reside apart from him, and in
in as obscure a situation as possible.

So far all was easy ; and she, as ever,

humble, obedient, and unsuspecting, quiet
ly submitted to the restraints he imposed,
and awaited in patience the fulfilment of
his promise. But now came the difficulty.
He thought sometimes of actually marry
ing her, (she was already a Catholic, and

he had no objection to a pro tempore con

version,) in the names of Mr Godfrey and
Mrs Dyson, under which they had travel

led, and afterwards confining her in a

mad-house, a thing at that time easily
effected ; but then she might escape, or

get a letter conveyed to England. Then
there was the river, convenient and in

viting —and there was poison.
There was a fourth way, which being

less extreme and more secure than any
other, death excepted, he would have pre
ferred ; which was, to put her in the hands

of some fanatical or unprincipled priest,
and either by persuasion, terror, or force,
get her shut up in a convent. But there
were two impediments in the way of this
project ; one was, the existence of the child,
which would be an effectual bar to her
taking such a step with her own consent ;

and the other was, that it would require
time, and Mr Gaveston had none to spare.

He had been some days in Paris, and
was yet in this state of anxious uncertain
ty, when happening to drop into a coffee

house on the Boulevards, and chancing
to take up a newspaper that was lying on

the table beside him, his eye was attracted
by the name of Colonel Jones ; and on

perusing the paragraph, he found it con

tained an allusion to the approaching trial
of that worthy and his colleague, at Lisle,
for the murder of the Due deRochechouart
and his servant.

Mr Gaveston's heart bounded at the
news. Of the two persons he most dread

ed, the life of one was in his power, and
that of the other was about to be sacrificed
to the laws ; and if he could only success

fully dispose of the first, and obtain an
interview with the other before his exe

cution, he fancied he might defy the fates
and dismiss his fears. True, Mabel pro
bably yet lived ; but if

,

as Julia had heard,
she had made a prosperous marriage in
France, it was not very likely that she

would ever hear of the Oakfield tragedy
at all ; or, if she did, that she would risk
exposing herself for the sake of penetrat
ing the mystery.

But the necessity for reaching Lisle
with as little delay as possible became

urgent ; and he was called upon to

decide at once upon his line of action.
He laid down the paper, placed his two
elbows on the table, and resting his face

on his hands, he sat for some minutes in
deep meditation. He then arose, buttoned

up his coat, and taking his hat in his hand,
moved towards the door.

" Give me a glass of brandy," said he

to the waiter, pausing on the threshold ;

and having tossed off the dram, he stept

out, and at a rapid pace took the way to
the Rue du Fauxbourg Montmartre.

" Yes," said he to himself, as he went
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 201

which is not likely, anybody should take
the trouble of trying to do it ; and the

people of the house neither know where
she came from, nor who she is ; nor, pro
vided they are paid their money, will they
ever concern themselves to learn what is
become of her. To-morrow morning I'll
start for Lisle ; and if I can get an inter
view with Remorden, I think I shall be

able to persuade him. What the devil
difference will it make to him when he's

dead ? and I can be back to Oakfield al
most before I'm missed." And comforting
himself with these cheering reflections,
he walked briskly forward.

In the house where Julia lodged, and
on the same floor, there happened to dwell
a young artist, a dawning genius, strug
gling through poverty and obscurity to

fame. The door of his apartment was

immediately opposite hers, and he had
thus frequent opportunities of seeing her ;

and he had also several times met Gaveston
on the stairs, and had chanced to be present
when he bargained with the proprietor for
the rooms she occupied. The countenances
of both had very particularly struck him ;

and seizing on the idea they suggested, he

had transferred them to paper, with the
intention of introducing them into a pic
ture he was designing, of a man killing an
innocent wife in a fit of unfounded jea
lousy.

Previous to the Due de Rochechourt's un
fortunate expedition to Lisle, this young
man had obtained a recommendation to

his notice, and earnestly solicited his pa
tronage ; and at Mabel's persuason, the
duke had consented to his taking his
portrait. The work was begun but not
completed, when their departure inter
rupted its progress ; and when after the
duke's death Mabel returned to Paris, she

sent for the artist to inquire if he thought
he could finish it from memory. He said
he thought he could ; and promised to

make the attempt.
As she possessed no likeness of Roche-

chouart, this was an affair that went very
near Mabel's heart ; and on the very day
she arrived in Paris with her two friends,
Simpson and Olliphant, she sent Courtois
to the young man to desire he would bring
her the portrait, that she might judge of

his success, and have an opportunity of
pointing out any misconceptions she might
observe.

The artist lost no time in obeying the
order ; and collecting a few sketches that
were lying on his table that he thought
might give a favourable notion of his
talent, he put them in his pocket ; and
with the picture, proceeded to the hotel
that had been indicated to him.

The resemblance gave great satisfaction,
and drew many tears from Mabel ; whilst
the two Englishmen warmly expressed

their admiration of the remarkable beauty
of the original.

After a visit of some length, the young
man, elated with the commendations he
had received, and the permission he had
obtained to exhibit the picture in the
Louvre, which he hoped might prove a

stepping-stone to better fortune, took his

departure ; leaving behind him his bundle
of sketches, which he had thrown on the

table when he entered, but had forgotten
to exhibit.

He had been gone some hours before

they were observed ; but when they were,

divining the intention with which they
had been brought, they were unrolled and

examined.
" Look here," said Mr Olliphant, hold

ing out one of them to Mr Simpson ;
" wouldn't you really imagine that Ga
veston had sat for that head ? The like
ness is really extraordinary."

"So it is," said Mr Simpson ; "wonder
ful ! But, good heavens ! the head of the
woman is assuredly meant for Julia Clark
—the very way she dresses her hair, too.

This is most singular. One might have been

accidental ; but surely both cannot !
"

Mr Olliphant had never seen Julia, and

could not therefore judge of the resem

blance ; but Mabel saw it distinctly, and

was as much convinced as Mr Simpson
that the heads were actually portraits.
What made it more remarkable, too, was
the design ; the heads were finished with
some care ; but the remainder, though only

roughly sketched, plainly showed that the

man was armed with a knife and was

about to kill the woman.
" I'll send Courtois instantly, to fetch

him back," said Mabel, ringing the bell.
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262 SUSAN HOPLEY.

" Do," said Mr Simpson. " I shall not
rest till I get an explanation of the mys
tery."

" Rather let us go ourselves, with Cour-

tois to show us the way," said Mr Olli-
phant. " We may otherwise wait here

the whole evening for him."
" With all my heart," replied Mr Simp

son ; and Courtois having received his

orders, they all three started for the Rue
du Fauxbourg Montmartre.

It was about eight o'clock when they
set out ; and as they had to traverse the

city from one end to the other, and as

both being nearly strangers they made

many stoppages from curiosity, the clocks
were striking ten when they reached the
artist's dwelling.

They found him at home busy with the
duke's picture, availing himself, whilst

they were yet fresh in his memory, of
Mabel's suggestions ; and after apologiz
ing for their intrusion, the visiters, un

folding the sketch, requested to know if
those particular heads were not por
traits.

"They are," replied the young man.
"The lady lodges in this house —she is

my opposite neighbour. The gentleman
is her friend, I suppose ; he is not her
husband, and does not reside with her.

I was so struck with the singular contrast
of the two countenances, that I could not
forbear appropriating them for a design
I have in my head for a large picture."

"How long has she lived here?" in
quired Mr Olliphant,

" But a few days," answered the painter.
" I happened to be in the saloon of the

proprietor when they first called. The
gentleman took the lodging for a week,
and paid the rent in advance ; saying that

they expected to be called away suddenly
by business, and it would prevent delay
if the proprietor were absent."

"And have you seen much of them
since ?" inquired the lawyer.

" I frequently meet her on the stairs,"

replied the artist, " as she goes backwards
and forwards from the porter's lodge, to
whom she applies for what she wants ;

and I see him here sometimes, chiefly of
an evening."

" Does she go out ?" said Mr Olliphant.

" I believe, never,
"

replied the young
man. " She told the proprietor, I under
stand, that she was to be married shortly
to the gentleman that visits her ; and that
he did not wish her to be seen till after
the ceremony."

" Gracious Heavens !
" exclaimed Mr

Simpson. " Poor thing ! Do you know
if she's at home now ? Do you think we
could see her?"

" I'll show you her door," answered the
painter. "That's it

,

just opposite, and
there's a bell that you can ring."

The bell was rung, but no notice was
taken of the summons ; nor when it was

repeated, did any sound from within tes

tify that the apartment was inhabited.
" She must be out," said the lawyer.
" Or gone to bed," observed the artist.

" She sleeps in an inner room, and it is

possible may not hear."
After ringing for some time with no

better result, the artist proposed applying
to the porter, who would be able to inform
them if she was out.

" Yes," replied the last named function

ary. " She is gone out. There is her

key, which she left as she passed."
"Was she alone?" inquired Mr Olli

phant.
" No ; she had her friend with her,"

answered the porter. "It is just about
half an hour ago."

" It's useless to wait, then," said Mr
Olliphant. "Probably, too, he may re

turn with her ; and it would be much
better we saw her alone first."

" We might leave a line to put her on

her guard," said Mr Simpson. And this
gentleman would perhaps have the good

ness to deliver it to her the first thing in
the morning."

This was accordingly done ; and having
recommended Julia to be cautious, and

promised her a visit on the following day,
the two gentlemen set out with Courtois
on their return home.

In order to reach the Rue de Vaugirard,
where they had taken up their abode, they
had to cross the river ; but as the night
was fine, and Courtois had something in

teresting to tell them of the different lo
calities as they passed, instead of doing so,

they continued their way along the Quai
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 263

des Tuileries, and the Quai de la Con
ference, intending to cross lower down
and return by the Quai d'Orsay.

" You have a vast number of suicides
in this river, have you not?" said Mr
Simpson.

"A great many," answered Courtois.
"Especially at particular seasons. It
seems either to be a fashion or an epidemic.
I have seen six bodies lying together at
the Morgue."

As they made these observations, they
had drawn up preparatory to crossing the

bridge, and were standing looking over
the parapet.

" Gentlemen," cried a little beggar boy,
approaching them hastily from the direc
tion of the Quai Debilly, "there is a

woman in the water a little lower down,
and I can't pull her out. Help me, in the
name of God !

"

" Where ?
" cried they, eagerly setting

off in pursuit of the child, who flew along
before them the way he had come.

" There ! there !
"

cried he ;
" look,

don't you see ? She is keeping herself up
still with my faggots." And as they
approached the spot they distinguished a

woman near the bank, endeavouring to

sustain herself by holding on to a large
bundle of sticks.

" Save me !
"

she cried ;
" oh, save me !

I can't hold any longer."
What was to be done ? The bank was

steep, and none of the party could swim.
" Listen !

"
said the beggar boy. " You

have handkerchiefs, and you have a stick.
Tie them together, and fasten the stick to

the end, and throw it towards her. Per
haps she'll reach it."

Almost as soon as spoken this was done.

The stick fell across the faggot. The
woman seized it

,

and as they steadily
drew in the handkerchiefs, the faggot
floated to the bank, she still grasping both
that and the stick. As soon as her hands
were within reach they easily succeeded in

drawing her out.
" Oh, my faggot ! my faggot's floating

away !

"
cried the boy, as soon as he saw

the woman was safe.
" Stay," said Mr Simpson ;

" we'll try
and save it," and he once more threw the
stick across it and drew it back.

" Thank ye, Sir," said the boy, picking

it up and throwing it across his shoulder.
" Your servant !

" And, with a nod, he

was about to take his departure.
"Stay, my lad," said Mr Simpson.

" I'm not going to part with you yet.
Tell me first of all, how came your faggot
in the water ?

"
" When I heard the woman cry for

help," said the boy, " I ran forward and
tried to reach her with my arms but I

could not. Luckily, I was coming in from
the country, where I had been all day
gathering sticks ; and I thought perhaps
they would help to keep her up till I got
help, so I threw them to her."

" You're a fine fellow," said Mr Simp
son, with great satisfaction, as he patted
the boy's head. " How do you get your
living ?

"
" As I can," answered the boy. " I

could get my own easy enough, for I don't
want much : but I've my mother's to get

too, which is more difficult. But God

helps us."
" You deserve that he should," said Mr

Simpson, " since you help yourself, and
others too : here is a louis d'or for you,
and if you will come to-morrow to the
Hotel Vaugirard, andask for Mr Simpson,

I may do something else for you."
" Mr what ?

"
said the boy. " I fear I

shall not remember the name."
" Well then, ask for the English gentle

man," said Mr Simpson ;

" that will do as

well."
" Ha! you are English !" said the boy.

For Mr Simpson had passed much of his
youth at Bordeaux, and spoke French
well. "She is your countrywoman, I

think," added he, pointing to the woman,
who was walking on before, supported by
Mr Olliphant and Courtois.

"Is she?" said Mr Simpson, who, in
the excitement of the moment, had not
remarked that the woman had cried for
help in English.

" She is certainly not French," said the

boy.
" Did you see her fall in ?

" inquired Mr
Simpson.

" No," replied the little fellow. " As I

said, I had been picking sticks in the

country all day, and I hfd iust come in:
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264 SUSAN HOPLEY.

by the Barriere des Reservoirs ; and I was

cutting along the quay as fast as I could,
for I've got to go as far as the Quai de la
Greve, where my mother lodges, when I
heard a cry. I thought it came from the

water, and I ran forwards. Just then a

man rushed past me. I cried ' Stop ! stop !

there is an accident !' But he only went
the faster. Then I saw the woman, and
threw her the faggot, as I told you. Adieu,
Sir, my mother's expecting me, and I must
hasten home !" And the bare-footed urchin
was out of sight in a moment.

Mr Simpson's heart felt exceedingly
warm and comfortable ; and there was a

certain moisture about his eyes that he

brushed away with the back of his hand.
Then he rubbed his two hands briskly to

gether—took out his handkerchief and
blew his nose —smiled, and gave himself
two hearty thumps on the breast—and
then he walked quickly forwards to over
take the rest of the party.

" What are you going to do with her?"
said he to Mr Olliphant, when he came up
to him.

" Courtois is going to find some place to

put her in,'' replied the lawyer. " She is

too feeble to give any explanations : but
she says she lives a great way off. I wish
we could meet with a fiacre ; for I'm in
momentary fear she'll faint."

" We shall presently," said Courtois.
" It's curious she can't tell the name of
the street she inhabits."

" The boy says she is English," said Mr
Simpson.

" Yes," replied Mr Olliphant, " by her

speech, she is."
At this crisis the woman sank to the

ground, unable to move a foot further.
They looked in all directions, but they
saw no house at hand that promised assist

ance ; for it was now past midnight, and
few, except in theupper stories, still showed
light from their windows.

" Wait here !" said Courtois. " I'll be

back with a coach in five minutes ;" and
away he ran.

The woman in the meanwhile lay ex
tended on the ground, and the two gentle
men stood beside her.

" I believe we'd better take her home
with us," said Mr Simpson, "

especially as

she's English : we may be looking all night
for a proper place to put her in."

" I think so too," replied the lawyer.
And when the coach arrived she was lifted
into it

,

and they drove to the Hotel Vau-
girard.

" See, Madame !

" said Courtois to the

lady of the house as they carried in the
still insensible woman, " here is our first

day's fishing."
" Bless me ! you have fished to some

purpose," said the lady. " What, is she

drowned ? You should have taken her to
the Morgue."

" She must be immediately undressed,
and put into a warm bed," said Mr Simp
son, approaching to unloose a straw bon

net she wore, and which had all this time
been flapping over her face. " And pray,
Courtois, run for a doctor instantly. Great
Heavens !

" cried he, as he threw off her

bonnet and discovered her features—" It's
Julia herself ! It's poor Julia Clark !"

CHAPTER LVII.

A MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE.

As it was late in the afternoon when Susan
set out from Lisle on her way back to the
lone inn, the night had already set in when
she came in sight of the sign-post, which
stood on the opposite side of the road, and
on which hung a rude daub of a woman
with her finger on her lip, intended as a

representation of the dumb hostess.

Relieved to find herself so near her rest-
ing-place,for she was both tired,and rather
alarmed at the lateness of the hour, in a

country with whose morals and manners
she was so little acquainted, and eager to
ascertain the safety of the young ladies,
and to set their minds at ease with respect
to her own, she quickened her pace, and

stept out with renewed energy, as her eye

caught the harbinger of shelter swinging
in the wind.

Whether from the honesty of the inha
bitants of that part of the country, or from
the fearlessness of the inmates of the inn,
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

the door usually stood open till the family
retired to hed. The parlour or kitchen,
which was the common resort of all, and
indeed the only sitting-room in the inn,
and the only one that had a fire-place,
happened to be on the right side of the
door —that is

,
towards Lisle ; and Susan

had to pass the window of that room be

fore she could enter.
A light gleaming across the road showed

her that the family had not yet retired,
and she naturally approached the window
to take a survey of what was going on
within before she presented herself. But
her surprise may be imagined, when, in
stead of Monsieur and Madame le Clerc,
Rauque, and her young people, she saw
the room was occupied by three men—
two in uniform, and one in plain clothes.
Of the two in uniform, one was sitting in
M. le Clerc's arm-chair, and she recognised
him at once, as one of those who had treated
her so roughly at the station-house, on

her way to Lisle ; the second was seated

with his back to her, and she could not
get a view of his face ; and of the third,
the one in plain clothes, as he sat with his
face to the fire, she could only discern the
profile.

It was that of a youth, apparently not
much more than twenty, or at the most two
or three and twenty, of exceedingly beauti
ful features ; and, as far as it was possible
to judge, of a very pleasing expression.
The forehead was high, the nose finely
formed, the upper lip short and impressed
with a lofty character, the corners of the
mouth sweetly curved, the complexion of

a clear brown, with a roseate hue in the
cheeks ; the hair dark, and the shadows
that fell from under the long dark lashes

betokened that the eyes were of the same

colour. The figure appeared light, grace
ful, and active ; and he was attired in a

blue coat, leathers, and top boots. He sat

withhis legs stretched outupon thehearth ;

and indeed the whole three seemed very
much at their ease. There was a bottle
with jugs and glasses upon the table, with
some remnants of a supper ; and an ani
mated conversation appeared to be main
tained between the parties.

There was something in this change of
occupation that perplexed Susan extreme-

265

ly. She looked up at the upper windows,
but no light appeared from them. Then
she remembered that Rauque slept in a sort
of out-house in the back yard, and she

crept round the house in order to ascertain

if he were there. There was no light, and
after listening a little while at the door,
she ventured to lift the latch ; the place
was deserted. What interpretation to put
on all this she could not tell. She felt
pretty well assured that not one of those

she had left there were still inmates of the
inn. What could have taken them away ?

Whither were they gone ? From seeing
the two soldiers there, she was disposed to
think they had been removed by authority,
or arrested for some crime ; and it occurred
to her that possibly some search had been

instituted by the family of the young ladies,
and that suspicion had fallen on Monsieur
and Madame le Clerc,as accessaries totheir
detention.

" If that is the case," thought she,
" they

would probably be taken to the townl have
just left ; or, who knows, perhaps to Paris !

And what in the world am I to do ?— or
how shall I find out?"

She felt more at a loss how to proceed
than she had ever done in her life. But
besides her perplexity on these points,
there was another, for the moment more
urgent, that troubled her much ; and
this was, whether or not to enter the
inn, and present herself to the persons
she had seen through the window.

From the manners of the soldiers at
the station-house, and the treatment she

had experienced in the course of her ex
pedition, she had not formed a very
favourable opinion of their habits and
characters ; and helpless and unprotected
as she was, she felt a considerable aver
sion to placing herself, in this lonely place,
and at this late hour, so entirely at their

mercy. Certainly, she was disposed to

place more confidence in the handsome

young stranger ; but still, looks were not
an unerring guide ; and if the others were

disposed to ill-treat her, he might not be

able, even were he willing, to protect her.
They were not only much stouter and
older men than he, but they were armed
and he was not. Then the disadvantage
of not being able to explain who she was,
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26« SUSAN HOPLEY.

uor why she had come, was discouraging ;

and the more she considered it
,

the more
the shrunk from the encounter. Still,
weary and fatigued as she was, it was

very disagreeable to pass the night with
out a resting-place ; and she was neither
able, nor had she courage to attempt to
retrace her steps to Lisle.

Weighing these matters, and reflecting
on what she should do, she crept back

softly to the front of the house again, in
order to take another survey of the

kitchen. In passing the stable-door, she

thought she heard a sound, as of a horse's

foot, and after listening, she was sure of
it. She tried to open the door and look
in, but it was locked. However, she

concluded they were the horses belonging
to the soldiers, and she pursued her way.

Just as she turned the corner of the
house, she heard the front door, which
had been open when she arrived, banged

to and locked ; and when she reached the

window, she saw that the three men had
risen from their seats, and appeared to be

preparing to go to bed. One of the sol

diers opened a closet, and deposited in it

the bottle she had seen on the table, whilst
the other raked the ashes over the wood

fire to keep it smouldering till the morn

ing. The young stranger, in the mean
time, lighted a candle, and making a

salutation to the others, quitted the room ;

and in a moment or two more, she saw a

light in the room above, which had been

occupied by herself and the young ladies,

and could distinguish his shadow, as he

moved backwards and forwards, undress

ing himself.
It thus become perfectly clear that her

young ladies were no longer there ; and
when, presently afterwards, the two
soldiers having quitted the kitchen, she

discerned them in the apartment that had
been occupied by the le Clercs, all doubts
of the departure of the inn's former in
mates were removed.

But next she had to consider how she

was to dispose of herself for the night ;

for as she had not ventured to present
herself to the men before, she gave up
all idea of doing it now ; and the only
shelter that seemed at her disposal was
Rauque's den. It did not appear very

probable that she would be disturbed
there, for some hours at least ; and be

sides, there was the accommodation of a

rude bed, consisting of a mattress and
coverlet on the ground, which, in her
present state of fatigue, was not to be

despised.

So back she crept, and having examin
ed the place as well as she could by the

pale moonlight, and seeing nothing to
excite distrust, she drew the wooden bolt
that formed the fastening of the door ;

and then, resolving to retrace her steps
to Lisle with the early dawn, she stretched

herself on the coarse bed, and soon fell
into a sound sleep.

She had slept some time, but was yet
so heavy from her previous fatigue that
she could not rouse herself, when she

became aware of a noise near her. She
turned on the other side, and " addressed

herself again to sleep ;

" but the sound

became louder, and apparently nearer.
Still slumber sat heavy upon her ; and
though she heard it

,

she was not awake
enough to heed it

,
nor to reflect on what

it might be. Presently, however, there

came the sound as of a heavy blow ; and
its suddenness, as well as its loudness,
caused her to open her eyes. But she

could descern nothing particular ; every
thing appeared, as far as she could see, to
be as it was when she lay down ; and
she was about to close her eyes again,
when the blow was so distinctly repeated,
that she started up in her bed, and looked
towards the door, expecting to see it

open. Whilst she was yet looking, the]
sound was again repeated ; and now,
being more awake, she perceived that it

did not proceed from the door, but, as it

appeared to her, from under the ground.
It was much too loud, and altogether
unlike a noise produced by rats, or any
subterraneous inhabitants of that descrip
tion ; and she sat aghast with terror as

it continued, evidently at each concussion
becoming more distinct.

Suddenly she fancied her bed moved
under her ; and, seized with horror, she

sprung into the middle of the room. The
faint moonlight, which only penetrated
through a small window, was too feeble
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 267

in the mattress, but she fancied she heard
it stir ; and being determined to satisfy
herself whether it was her imagination
that had got the better of her, or whether
her apprehensions were really founded,
she softly approached, and stooping down,
laid her hand upon it. At that instant,
a heave from beneath, that almost lifted
it from the ground, left no further room
for doubt, and springing to the door, she

quickly undrew the bolt and rushed out.
There, for a moment or two, she stood

breathless, listening to the still increasing
noise within, and lost in wonder as to the

cause of so strange a phenomenon. That
the sounds were produced by human

agency she felt assured ; but how should

any living being be buried there ? And
who could it be ? Suddenly it occurred to

her, "Can it be the inhabitants of the
inn that have disappeared ?

"
The thing

certainly was to the last degree improba
ble ; but the circumstance of anybody
being there at all, was so inexplicable
that it left room for all manner of con

jecture. They might have concealed

themselves to escape some danger, or to
avoid the police, or they might have been

confined by force.

In fine, Susan ended by making up her
mind that it was certainly them ; and

impelled by anxiety and curiosity, she

ventured softly to approach the still open

door, and peep in.

Precisely at that moment, the mattress

gave a great heave, and turning over,

disclosed underneath a part of the stone

floor, that appeared to be lifted up by the

agency of some one beneath. Slowly
it moved, and great efforts seemed to be

required to raise it ; and Susan felt so

strong a suspicion that it was her friends,
and was so deeply interested in the result,
that she felt disposed to advance and
lend her assistance ; but she forbore a

moment ; and as she stood, hesitating
what to do, she distinctly heard a man's
voice proceed from the vault, and an an
swer returned by another.

Neither, she felt certain, was the voice
of Ranque, and both were much too vigor
ous to have proceeded from Monsieur le
Clerc ; they could not, therefore, be those

she expected. Still anxious to see the

explanation of so extraordinary an ad

venture, she did not quit the door ; but
placing herself at the side, where she

could not be seen by those who were about
to emerge, she awaited the result.

She was not kept much longer in sus

pense —the stone was presently turned
over, and a head protruded. Then there
was a pause, and some conversation passed
with a person lower down ; next, the
first stept out, and after looking about
him a little, stooped down, and assisted

the other to emerge. Susan could discern
that both were men, but more than that
she could not distinguish. One thing,
however, was clear ; they were not those

she had imagined. Almost overcome by
fear and wonder, when the second was
about to step out, she retired from the
door, and hiding herself behind a water-
butt that was at hand, she watched what
was to come next.

The two men soon appeared at the door ;

and she had now an opportunity of observ- j

ing that they were both attired as sailors.

They stood for some minutes in conversa
tion, as if consulting what they should do
next. They pointed to the stars, and
seemed to be calculating how far the

night was advanced ; and they pointed
to the house, apparently speaking of that
or its inhabitants. Presently, they put
their hands in their pockets, and Susan
descried something glittering in their
hands— they were armed. Could they be

thieves ? assassins ? midnight murderers ?

After some brief colloquy, they stept

from the door, and proceeded towards the
front of the house. When they had
turned the corner, Susan moved after
them ; and as she drew nearer could dis

tinctly hear them trying the latch of the

door. It was fast, and as she ventured to

peep round, she saw them make an at

tempt to open the window. That was

fast too ; but it was in the lattice fashion,
and composed of very small panes of

glass. One of these they easily extracted ;

and having put in a hand, the window

was unlatched, and they both climbed in.
Susan often said afterwards, that she

could never explain what impelled her,
but she had an idea that they were going
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r-

had seen sitting with the soldiers, and she

felt an uncontrollable desire to endeavour
to save him. So overpowering was this

sentiment, that she was utterly indif
ferent, or at least insensible to the danger
she might incur by her interference ; and

without pausing a moment to reflect, they
no sooner disappeared within the room,
than she approached the window, still
keeping, however, out of sight.

For a minute or two she could distin

guish their footsteps and their whispering
voices ; and then she heard them softly
open the door and leave the room. Upon
this she advanced, and following their ex

ample, climbed into the yet open window,
and pursuing their steps (fortunately in
her haste she had not put on her shoes,

which besides her bonnet, was the only
article of her dress she had taken off when
she lay down) she noiselessly proceeded

along the passage, and just reached the bot
tom of the stairs as they reached the top.

Here were the two bed-rooms ; the one

that had formerly been hers, and to which
she had seen the young gentleman retire,
on the right, and the one occupied by the
soldiers on the left. The men stopt on

the landing-place, and seemed uncertain
which to enter ; they listened at both
sides, and then having whispered some

thing, the foremost laid his hand on the
latch of the right-hand room, and softly
opening the door, they entered.

The instant they were within, with a

light and fleet step Susan darted up the
stairs, burst open the door of the opposite

room, rushed to the bed, and seizing the

arms of the men who were lying there,
cried with all her force to them to awake.

" Rise ! rise ! awake !
"

she cried ;

"murder and theives are in the house 1"

Alarmed by her screams, though not
knowing what she said, the soldiers sprung
out of bed, and seized their sabres. "This
way," she cried, dragging them to the
door, which they just reached as the men,
scared by the uproar, were making the
best of their way down stairs, whilst two

figures in white emerged from the opposite

room, crying out in good set English, to
know " what in the name of God was the
matter?"

" There were villains in the house going

to murder you," replied Susan ;
" they

have just escaped down stairs, and the
soldiers are gone after them !"

"The Lord look down upon us!" cried
a voice Susan thought she recognised.

"I'll dress myself and follow them,"
said the other person ; "my pistols may
be of use."

" You shall do no such thing," returned
the first, seizing him by the arm ;

" I shall
die of the fright if you leave me. Let the
soldiers look after them ; it's their busi
ness, not ours."

"Gracious me!" cried Susan, who at
that moment got a glimpse of the last
speaker's face, " sure it's master's voice !

Mr Cripps, Sir, is it you?"
"To be sure it's me," returned Mr

Cripps ;
" why, Susan, how came you

here ?—where are the girls ?
"

" Lord knows, Sir," said Susan ; "I went

away two days ago to put a letter in the

post for you ; and for some reason I can't
make out, they seized me and put me in
prison. To-day they set me free, and I
made the best of my way back here ; but

seeing the soldiers through the window
below, and none of the people of the inn, I
was afraid to enter. Lucky it was, or we
might all have been murdered in our beds !"

" Jemima's safe enough," said Mr
Cripps ;

" but I can hear nothing of the

other two. We traced you all the way
along the road from Paris, till we reached

this house this evening, where we found
the soldiers, who told us the people of the
inn were seized and carried to Lisle yester
day, and a little English girl with them ;

and as our horses were tired, and the men

said their were beds at our service, we

resolved to remain here till to-morrow."

During this conversation, the other

stranger had partly dressed himself, and
now came forward with his pistols in his
hand, prepared to follow the soldiers, and

give what assistance he could in appre
hending the villains.

" You shan't go," cried Mr Cripps, re

solutely seizing him.
" Hark !" cried Susan, " there's a scuffle

below ;
" and the young man, disregarding

Mr Cripps's entreaties, burst from him and
rushed down the stairs.
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SUSAN

Cripps. " Lord ! Lord ! we shall all be

murdered !
"

" Mr Leeson I" exclaimed Susan ; "it's
Master Harry, as I live ;" and away she

darted down the stairs after him.
When she reached the kitchen, the two

men were already in the power of the

soldiers, and Harry was standing with his
pistols directed to their heads, ready to

fire if they made further resistance.

"Strike a light, will you?" said he to

her ;
" let us see the faces of these scoun

drels."
Susan struck a light, but she was more

anxious to see his face. She approached
him, and held the candle to it. " Master
Harry," she said, "don't you know me?"

"Good heavens!" cried he, "Susan is
it you ?"

" It is
,

indeed, Master Harry," said she.
" Oh, how many a weary day I've sighed
to know what was become of you !

"
" Let us first secure these villains," he

said, "and then we shall have plenty of
time to talk of the past."

The men, whom it is unnecessary to

say were the two Rodolphes, were then,

by the mutual aid of the soldiers and

Harry, bound, and shut up in a dark
closet, which was just large enough to

hold them ; and from which, having no
window, they could only escape by the

door, and upon that the soldiers kept guard
till morning.

Their next business was to relieve Mr
Cripps' alarm, who being by this time
dressed, was very glad to come down stairs
and join the party at the fire, which Susan
soon blew into a blaze.

" And so you never heard of me ?" said

Harry.
"One letter we heard Mrs Gaveston had,

soon after you went away," replied Susan,
" but no more."
"I wrote one every year," replied Harry,

" to say I was safe and doing well, and
that she should soon see me again ; and I

have been only waiting till I was received

as a partner into the house where I am

now head-clerk — which I am to be shortly
—because I wished to present myself to

Gaveston as an independent man."
The remainder of the night was passed

in relating their separate adventures, and

HOPLEY. 269

in discussing the mystery of the young
ladies' disappearance ; and on the follow

ing morning they proceeded to Lisle to

claim Jemima and prosecute further in

quiries ; whilst the soldiers, their object
being gained by the arrest of the two

smugglers, shut up the house, and took
the same road.

CHAPTER LVIII.

THE CONCLUSION.

It was on a fine morning in the month of

October, that a great number of people

might be seen assembled round the doors

of the Court House at Lisle, in the hope

of getting a sight of the two Englishmen,
Remorden and Dillon, as they were con

ducted from their place of confinement to

the Hall of Justice.
Their indictment was for the murder

of the Due de Rochechouart and his ser

vant, which was of itself a subject of much

indignation and excitement amongst the

populace, to whose capricious favour the

duke's magnificence, munificence, and per
sonal beauty, had strongly recommended

him. It was moreover expected that,

although the murder was the crime they
were to be tried for, many curious parti
culars regarding their other misdemeanors
would be elicited in the course of the

examination, especially regarding their

extensive contraband dealings, and their

carry ingoff the young English ladies, about

which latter circumstance very strange

stories were afloat.
Added to these sources of unusual inter

est was another— the two Rodolphes of

Nantes, the celebrated foster-brothers,
were also to be brought up on the same

day. Their extraordinary attachment,

desperate characters, and bold enterprises,

had long been the theme of curiosity, won

der, and fear, along the whole of the north

coast and the frontier towns. Many
dreaded them, a few admired them ; and

some, w ho happened to be themselves con

nected with the contraband trade, felt a

deeper interest in the scene.
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270 SUSAN HOPLEY.

two Englishmen would take place first ;

and when the covered vehicle arrived
which contained the criminals, the mob
were about to give utterance to their feel

ings in a howl of indignation, but the door

being opened, instead of Remorden and

Dillon, the two Rodolphes were handed
out. It needed none to say who they were ;

the curious similarity of person, air and

dress, that prevailed between them, was a

sufficient introduction to all who beheld
them ; besides that, there was scarcely a

hut for many a mile round the country
that had not a rude print of the foster-
brothers pinned over the mantel-piece.
It was then understood that a principal
witness against the Englishmen not having
yet arrived, their trial was for the present

postponed.
As they stepped out, the howls which

were just beginning to assail their ears

were hushed into silence ; and when,
manacled and guarded as they were, they
turned round after they had ascended the

steps, to take a survey of the crowd, a faint
cheer was heard to arise from a few scat

tered voices, which, had not the officers

hurried them out of sight, would probably
have terminated in a general huzza !— so

easily are the lower orders dazzled by a

reputation for daring deeds, and so prone
to forget the tendency of actions whose

boldness they admire.
When the prisoners, officers, and those

attached to the train had passed in,
amongst whom were several of the leading
inhabitants, and strangers who had tickets

entitling them to seats in commodious si

tuations, there was a general rush amongst
the crowd, which did not cease till the

porter, announcing that the hall was full,
was about to shut the gates against the
unsuccessful candidates, but he was stopt

by the arrival of another cortege — the

carriages containing the witnesses.

Out of the first were handed Monsieur
and Madame le Clerc, Rauque, the two
soldiers that had guarded the inn, and
other persons whose testimony referred
to some late smuggling transactions of

importance, which had been the primary
cause of the efforts made to arrest the

criminals. The second contained Mr
Cripps, Harry Leesou, Susan and Jemi

ma ; and when all these had been intro
duced the gates were closed.

The indictment against the Rodolphes
was on two counts : first, as regarded their
contraband dealings ; and secondly, for
having burglariously entered the inn by
night, armed with knives, and with intent
to rob and murder the inhabitants.

With the first we have little concern,
it being sufficient to say, that enterprises
of the most desperate character were

proved against them by the testimony of
many witnesses ; in the course of which
such extraordinary traits of courage were

related, especially exercised in defence of
each other, that it was several times found
necessary to call the audience to order,
and threaten a general expulsion, in order
to repress the applause of the people, and
obtain silence. Nevertheless, in spite ot

all the evidence that had been collected,
owing to the great difficulty of distin
guishing between them, and appropriating
to each their several deeds, and the al
most impossibility of inducing their con
federates in the contraband trade to come

forward as witnesses, it was not found
practicable to establish such proofs of

criminality as could justify a capital con

viction. A temporary imprisonment or
confinement to the galleys, appeared the
severest sentence they had to expect ; but
when they came to the second clause of
the indictment, the affair assumed a more

unfavourable aspect.
The first witness called was Susan, and

after her Mr Cripps, Mr Leeson, and the

soldiers, all of whom narrated the cir
cumstances as they were detailed to the
reader in the last chapter ; and the re

lation seemed to leave no doubt in the
minds of the judges that they had entered

the house with the intent to commit mur
der ; but whether they were in search of

any particular victim did not appear so

clear. Mr Cripps and Harry both affirm
ed that when they opened their eyes, the

men were standing one by each bed, with
their weapons in their hands, apparently
on the point of striking them ; but that

suddenly scared by Susan's screams, they
had darted out of the room, and were

down the stairs before they themselves
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

assign no motive, unless their object was

plunder, as they knew nothing of the
men, and had never seen them before.

" What could we hope to obtain in that
house," said Rodolphe Bruneau, "that
would make it wort h our while to commit
such a crime ?

"

" Have we ever been accused or in the
slightest degree suspected of robbery?"
said Grimaud ;

" or of shedding blood,
except in self-defence ?

"
" And doubtless," said Bruneau, "

you
have caused the vault we emerged from to

be searched, and must have discovered

that if our design were plunder, there
was no necessity for our entering the
house to obtain a booty."

The advocate for the crown, however,
suggested, that their object in assassinat

ing the inhabitants of the inn, was pro
bably in order to make themselves masters
of all the vault contained ; and this ap

peared to be the general opinion of the
court. They had found out, or been told,
that such a receptacle for smuggled goods
existed, and had concealed themselves

there till a favourable opportunity offered

for executing their purpose.
Madame le Clerc and Rauque were then

called, and asked whether they had shown
or mentioned the vault to the Rodolphes ?

Rauque being questioned first, answered
that he did not recollect ; but Madame le

Clerc admitted that she had shown it to
them, which confirmed the court in their
previous opinion ; and as nothing more
could be elicited, the trial was about to be

brought to a conclusion, when the prisoners,
who saw clearly by the course things were

taking that they would be found guilty,
and probably be either condemned to

death or to the galleys for life, begged to
be heard.

" We are not guilty," said Rodolphe
i Bruneau, " of the intentions you impute

to us ; and we should consider it a heavy
'

aggravation of the penalty we are to suffer,
be it what it may, to leave the world with
such a stigma attached to our names. We
have ever been faithful to all who had
dealings with us ; there are many present

! in this court who know it. I cannot ap

peal to them by name, look, or gesture,
' but I appeal to their hearts if I do not

271

speak the truth." There was here a mur
mur amongst the crowd, which testified
that the appeal was not unfelt.

" We came to the house of the Le Clerc's i

by invitation," continued Bruneau, " hav
ing been informed that Madame le Clerc
had been long seeking an opportunity of
confiding some speculations of importance
to our management. We came without
suspicion, relying on the same faith we
practised to others—but you shall hear
how our confidence was requited. We
arrived in the evening, having obeyed her
summons at considerable risk to ourselves,

owing to the unusual alertness of the
police and the preventive service, since

the enterprise of the Englishmen. She

received us hospitably, bade us welcome,
and said she had long desired to see us ;

but deferred her intention of disclosing
the particular business she wished to treat
of till after supper, and the other persons
present had retired.

"Accordingly, she conducted her hus- j

band and alittle girl that she said belonged
to the English prisoners, to bed ; and when
none remained up but herself and the boy
called Rauque, she beckoned us to follow
her, giving us to understand that she

would now show us some valuable goods,

of which she wished us to undertake the

transportation. She then conducted us

through a back door, into an outhouse,
Rauque leading the way. When there,
he lighted a candle from a dark lantern
he had brought from the house, and push
ing aside a mattress which lay on the floor,
he asked our assistance in raising a square
of the pavement, which to the eye was

scarcely different to the others around it ;

a ladder which was leaning against the
wall in one corner of the outhouse was
then let down, and we were invited to
descend. Suspecting no evil, we did so,

whilst Rauque held the light over the

aperture to show us our way ; but when
we reached the bottom, and looked to see

the others follow us, the ladder was sud

denly drawn up, the stone returned to its

place, the aperture closed, and we found
ourselves in darkness and alone."

" Interred alive," said Grimaud ;
" left

to die by starvation !
"
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may be imagined. Some did not believe

it ; but those who best knew the Ro-
dolphes, did, for more reasons than one.

" We finally escaped," continued Bru-
neau, " by piling what things we could
find for the purpose to raise us, and then

by standing on each other's shoulders

alternately, till we succeeded in loosening
and lifting the stone."

"Can it be matter of surprise," said
Grimaud, " that on regaining our liberty
we should have sought to avenge this un

provoked outrage—this glaring breach of
faith—this cruel violation of hospitality?
We had no means of knowing that the
inmates of the inn had been changed dur

ing our confinement. The victims we

sought were those who had injured us ;

and we believed the beds we stood by con

tained Madame le Clerc and her husband."

Many were the eyes turned on Madame
le Clerc, as this extraordinary tale was
unfolded ; but though of a deadly paleness,

she maintained an unmoved countenance
and imperturbable composure ; and as for
Rauque, he preserved the same vacant
stolid look as usual, which, however, from
his answers in the course of the former
examination, might be conjectured to be

in a great degree assumed. Monsieur le

Clerc himself remained, as ever, absent

and abstracted ; and appeared to feel no

interest in what was going on, further
than that he was sensible of some little
annoyance, at being removed from his
own accustomed hearth and easy chair.

"Is this account true?" said the advo

cate for the crown to Rauque ; but Rauque
did not appear to hear the question.

" Is it true, I ask you ?—you Rauque?
Is the account we have heard true ?

"

" I can't tell," said Rauque ;
" I know

nothing of it."
" Do you admit that these persons have

spoken the truth, Madame le Clerc?" said

the advocate.
" Ask them," said she to Rauque, "how

they can credit such a story? What mo

tive could I have for inviting these men
to my house for such a purpose ? or how
could I hope to execute it ? They are not
persons to be so easily entrapped," she

added, with a significant smile at the pri
soners.

" Nevertheless," said Bruneau, "
you

know we have spoken the truth."
" The boy knows it too," said Grimaud.
But Madame le Clerc shook her head

with an air of contemptuous incredulity ;

and Rauque, who only spoke when he was

obliged, said nothing.
"I confess," said the advocate, "the

story does seem very improbable ; and we

must admit that it would be as difficult
to find a motive for undertaking such an

enterprise, as it would be to execute it.
It seems much more likely that they went
there for the purpose of plundering the
vault, which they might have heard of
from their confederates ; and that when
they pretended to quit the house they con
cealed themselves there."

" But," said Grimaud, " we might have
emptied the vault of its contents by night,
without any necessity for assassinating
the people of the house."

" Tell them," said Madame le Clerc to
Rauque, "that they durst not, because

our testimony against them, had we sur
vived, would have been their ruin. They
would have forfeited their characters, and
been no more trusted—no more employed.
They would have been betrayed to justice,
and sufficient evidence offered to put them
out of the way for ever."

As no testimony could be brought to.rein-
force either side, probability, and the credit
to be attached to the assertions of the dif
ferent parties, was all that remained to

guide the decision ; and it was considered

that both these were against the Rodolphes.
In spite, therefore, of their reiterated

asseverations that they had spoken the

truth, they were condemned to the galleys
for life ; the authorities being extremely
glad of this opportunity to get rid of two

such obnoxious and troublesome indivi
duals.

As they were led out they cast a venge

ful look at Madame le Clerc, who answered

it by a smile of triumph.
The crowd, eager to see the last of the

prisoners, rushed after them, and thus

stopping up the way, prevented the im

mediate departure of the more orderly
part of the audience, who waited for a

clearer passage ; and before these had time
to retire, it was understood that the prin
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 273

cipal witness against the Englishmen hav

ing arrived, their trial would immediately
take place.

On learning this, many persons resumed
their seats ; amongst whom were Mr
Cripps, Harry, and Susan ; as also Madame
le Clerc, who had only been detained as a

witness in the case of the Rodolphes, no

thing having been proved against herself
sufficient to justify her being placed at the

bar. It is true, the contents of the vault
were of an illegal description ; but she af
firmed that the whole was the property
of the customers that came to the house, in
which she had no interest. The goods
were seized, and herself set free.

It was not long before a yell from the
populace without announced the arrival
of the prisoners ; and presently afterwards
the doors were thrown open, and they
made their appearance, followed by the
crowd. Whether from apprehension or
confinement, their aspects were consider

ably changed since Susan had last seen

them ; their faces were pale, their cheeks

sunk, their eyes hollow ; and the looseness

of their habiliments testified that their
bodies had considerably shrunk from their
former dimensions. They, nevertheless,
aimed at bearing themselves as indepen
dently as possible ; but the effort was un
successful—their depression involuntarily
betrayed their consciousness of the des

perate predicament in which they stood.

Many persons of distinction, friends and
connexions of the late duke, were present,
besides strangers ; and altogether the court
was crowded to suffocation, not an inch
of room being left vacant in any part
of it.

Amongst this great assemblage there

was no one who felt a deeper interest in the
scene than Susan. In Colonel Jones, for
she yet knew him by no other name, she

believed she saw the only person from
whom there was the slightest hope of ever

learning the truth respecting her brother's
fate. As his character was unveiled, her
first impressions had gained strength ; till
now she felt perfectly confirmed in her
persuasion, and what had been but sus

picion, amounted to conviction.
" What," said she, to Harry Leeson,

to whom she had related all the foregoing
No. XVIII.

•e
—————— ———

circumstances, and communicated all her

suspicions—" what should bring such a

person as that to Oakfield, to inquire
when Mr Wentworth was to return? Mr
Wentworth could have no acquaintance,
nor no business with a man of his charac
ter. And I still believe, and shall to the

day of my death, that I was not altogether
asleep, but in a sort of trance, that night
in your uncle's room, and that that man
was there—and another too—Heaven for

give me if I'm wrong !
"

" If anything had been missing," said
Harry, " I should think so too. But no
thing was."

" One thing was, Mr. Harry," replied
Susan. " Your uncle's will."

" If it's certain one existed," answered

Harry.
"I firmly believe it," replied Susan.

" Mr Franklyn, Mr Rice, and Mr Olli-
phant the lawyer, all declared there was
a will ; and Jeremy told me that he had
been present when Mr Wentworth signed

it
,

and was one of the witnesses himself.
And more than that, that there were two

copies of it."
" I never heard this before," said Harry.
" No," answered Susan ;

" how should

you? It would have been useless and
cruel to tell it you at the time—you were

but a child then. And since, you have
seen no one who could tell it you. But
in that will it is said that you were pro
vided for handsomely, and that the great
est part of the fortune was settled on Miss
Wentworth."

" If this man is condemned to die," said

Harry, " we may possibly learn the truth
yet. He will have no further interest in
concealing it ; and will probably feel little

compunction at betraying his confede

rates."
When the indictment had been read,

and the case stated by the advocate en

gaged for the prosecution, the first, and

indeed only witness, (except the troop of

cavalry that had arrested their flight,)
was called by the name of "Madame
Amabel Jean or Jons ;" and to the sur

prise of Susan and of Harry, who per
fectly remembered her, for even as a boy
her extraordinary beauty had struck him,
Mabel Lightfoot was introduced.
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274 SUSAN HOPLEY.

Though often interrupted by her tears,

she gave her evidence clearly and suc

cinctly. The purport of it the reader

already knows ; and it is sufficient to say,
that corroborated by the officers of the

troop, and the balls found in the bodies

of the victims, the crime was satisfacto

rily established.
The prisoners, however, had engaged

an advocate of ability on their side ; and
it now became his turn to be heard.

" My lords and gentlemen," said he,
" however satisfied I may be of the inno
cence of my clients—at least of their free

dom from any criminal intention —and

whatever confidence I may have in the

grounds of their defence, I yet never rose

to address your lordships with a more re
luctant feeling on my own part, and a

greater distrust in my own powers of

producing that conviction in your minds
which is firmly established in mine.

" This distrust, this apprehension, my
lords, arises from the ungrateful course

which in justice to my clients I am forced
to adopt. I need not ask, for I cannot
doubt, the impression that the evidence

just elicited has made, not only on your
lordships' minds, but on the mind of every
individual in this numerous assembly.
We are but men—but mortal —and alas !

how difficult is it—how nearly impossible,
to divest ourselves of prejudice, to be un
influenced by appearance, to keep our

judgment clear when our eyes are dazzled,
our ears bewitched, our senses enthralled !

—to elude, in short, the powerful spell
flung over us by the most transcendant
beauty, the most enchanting grace, rein
forced by an intellect so clear, so subtle,
so astute,—the apparent—alas ! that it
should be but apparent — the apparent in
nocence of youth, combined with the con

summate art of age !— for there are lives
in which experience is gathered so fast,
that I will not say the wisdom, but the

cunning of years is accumulated in a few
short seasons.

" But, gentlemen, it is not in the lives
of the innocent, the simple, the pure in
thought, the virtuous in deed, that this
premature consummation takes place ;

this unnatural maturity, where the core

is ripe even to rottenness, whilst the out

side, so smooth, so blooming, so brilliant,
would deter the most sacrilegious hand,
abash the boldest eye ! Is it not rather
where the seeds of vice have fallen in the
rankest soil—where, to drop our metaphor,
depravity has been nursed in the cradle,
—where impurity has been imbibed with
the first lessons of the horn-book, —where
the earliest germ of the infant mind has
been diseased, —where taint has grown
upon taint by habit, encouragement, pro
pinquity, association ; till all that should
be pure is defiled—all that should be inno

cent, depraved, —all that should be beauti
ful, deformed ; in short, till all within is foul
even to corruption, whilst all without still
shines bright and unspotted as the snowy
garments of the blest, misleading our judg
ments, betraying our passions, bewildering
our senses, and perplexing our understand

ings?
" Your lordships will be disposed to ask

me, 'to what purpose this exordium?'
My lords, it is a feeble attempt to clear
the path before me in some measure from
the mass of prejudice I see accumulated

against my unfortunate clients, and in
favour of the witness for the prosecution.
I say the witness, my lords, for in fact,
there is but one witness. On the sole

testimony of one person, the prisoners at
the bar are to be judged ; and it is there
fore but equitable that that testimony
should be nicely sifted, its value accurately
weighed, its claims to confidence maturely
considered.

" Now, my lords, how stands the case ?

In a certain family of high respectability
and liberal fortune, who resided in one of
the provinces of England, dwelt, in the

capacity of dairy-maid, a young woman
called Mabel Lightfoot, whose unparallel-
led beauty and extraordinary fascinations
made her the envy of her own sex and
the wonder and admiration of the other.

" It is to be supposed that a creature
so gifted was not without innumerable
suitors ; and, in effect, there was not a

servant in the family, nor a hind in the

village, who did not lay his humble for
tunes at her feet ; but scorn was the meed

of all—of all but one : to him only she

stooped ; and on him she lavished all those

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

S
u
sa

n
 M

a
ri

e
 K

e
lly

 (
U

n
iv

e
rs

it
y
 o

f 
Ill

in
o
is

 a
t 

U
rb

a
n
a
-C

h
a
m

p
a
ig

n
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

5
-1

1
-1

8
 1

5
:5

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.$
b
1

1
1

9
3

0
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



SUSAN HOPLEY. 275

which the sex are so remarkable, when

given up to one devouring and exclusive

passion.
"This fortunate individual, my lords,

who bore the palm of victory from all
competitors, held the situation of footman
in the family that harboured the enchant
ress. He was one who, from peculiar
circumstances, was regarded with especial

kindness by his master ; and whom, if ob

ligations could bind mankind, ought to
have been ready to shed his blood in his
defence. The peculiar esteem in which
he was held, placed him much about the

person of the old gentleman, to whose

private apartments he had access at all
hours. Well, my lords, will it be be

lieved ?—whether tempted by the father
of mischief himself, or seduced by the
most pernicious, the most beguiling of his

emissaries, —a lovely, crafty, and aband
oned woman, this young man, this trusted
servant, this favoured dependant himself
took the life he should have died to save !

stole upon the old man in his hours of

repose, murdered him in his sleep, broke

open his portfolio, robbed him to a con
siderable amount, and then fled with his

paramour ; and so well were their plans
laid, so artfully was their escape contrived,
that all the researches instituted by private
vengeance, or by public justice, proved
utterly ineffectual : pursuit was fruitless ;

their track was never discovered.
" Though time inevitably relaxed per

quisitions that promised so little success,

it may be easily conceived that the resent
ment and the desire of vengeance on the

part of the family, and of those most im

mediately connected with them, lost no

thing of its force ; and I leave it to your
lordships' imaginations— to the imagina
tions of all present— to picture what must
have been the sensations of an intimate
and attached friend of the injured parties,
on suddenly and most unexpectedly meet

ing with one, and as he first supposed,
both of these heinous criminals ; for it
happened that the person of the unfor
tunate and lamented Duke de Rochechou-
art, his height, and his complexion, bore

a singular resemblance to the young man
whose history I have been detailing.

" Was it not natural, my lords, that the

first impulse should have been pursuit? —
that a seizure should be attempted ?— that

resistance should be opposed ?—that pru
dence, forbearance, the possibility of error,
and the dangers of rashness, should have
been overlooked and forgotten in the ex

citement of the chase ? The trigger was

drawn —the ball did its mission ; and when

it was too late my unfortunate clients dis

covered their mistake —their mistake of
one of the parties, not of the other ; for
the companion of the Duke de Roche-

chouart, his mistress, his paramour, was
the lovely woman, the sorceress, that per
nicious emanation of evil clothed in the

robes of glory, the beautiful and seducing
dairy-maid —in short, the Mabel Light-
foot, whose story you have just heard,
and whose powerful spells you can scarce

ly yet shake off.
" It was then, that aware of their dan

ger, my ill-starred clients turned to fly—
that they became the fugitives ; whilst
she, who had fled before, seeing her ad

vantage, and mounted on a capital horse,

became the pursuer.
" The rest is known ; and my simple

and unvarnished tale is told. But is
this sufficient ? Is my word all that is

required to support a statement so un

expected, and bring conviction to your
lordships' minds? Certainly not ; and

before I proceed further, I will, if so per
mitted, summon a witness, whose testi

mony, of the most unexceptionable nature,
will, I believe, be found entirely corrobor
ative of my assertions."

Whatever effect this defence might have

produced upon the judges, its influence
on the minds of the audience in general
was evident. The abhorrence with which
the prisoners had been regarded was ex

ceedingly mitigated ; and the murmurs

and exclamations which broke from the

assembly at different points of the narra

tive, especially where the murder and sub

sequent elopement were detailed, evinced

that the object of their displeasure was
changed.

But there was one person in the court

whose feelings, whilst she listened to the

discourse, must rather be left to the ima

gination than be made the subject of
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SUSAN HOPLEY.

surprise, and at the bottom of all, the

hope, which she could not suppress, that
the moment was perhaps arrived that
was to vindicate her brother, and pos

sibly even restore him to her, though of
that she had less expectation, created a

commotion in her breast, that without the

kind support of her friend Harry, who
sat beside her, would have scarcely per
mitted her to await the sequel ; whilst he

himself, most deeply interested, was pre-
I pared to observe with the closest attention

the nature of the evidence to be adduced,

holding himself ready for the moment
when perhaps his own testimony, or that
of Susan herself, might be offered with
advantage. For whatever changes had
been wrought in the minds of the other
assistants, there was none in theirs. They
still believed that Andrew was innocent ;

that Mabel, whatever had been her errors,
was neither concerned in the murder nor
the robbery ; and that the prisoners at the
bar were guilty of the crime imputed to
them, with all its aggravations.

But how was the interest and excite
ment of the scene augmented when an
usher of the court, who had disappeared
for a few minutes, returned, leading in
Mr Gaveston? He, then, was the witness
announced by the advocate for the defence,

whose unimpeachable testimony was to
establish the guilt of Andrew and of Ma
bel, invalidate her evidence, and vindicate
the prisoners ! It is needless to say that
this avowed connexion with men of char
acters so infamous, was to them the strong
est confirmation of all their previous sus

picions.
" Before this witness is sworn," con

tinued Monsieur Perier, the advocate, " it
is necessary that we should prove his
identity ; and not only that, but also his
respectability, that your lordships may
be enabled to judge of the degree of credi
bility to be attached to his evidence. For
tunately, by the testimony of Monsieur

•Rigaud, Monsieur Moreau, and other
worthy and well-known inhabitants of
Lisle, we shall have no difficulty in doing
that to your entire satisfaction."

The gentlemen named, who were persons
concerned in the wine trade, and had had
various opportunities of seeing Mr Gaves

ton, were then called ;and unanimously tes

tified to his being a gentleman of fortune, a
partner in the house, and connexion of the
late MrWentworth, and the husband of his
daughter. Monsieur Moreau also declared
that he had happened to be in England at
the time the events above detailed had
taken place ; that he had always heard
them related as by Monsieur Perier ; and
that he had himself seen bills posted on
the walls and advertisements in the news
papers, offering a reward for the apprehen
sion of the footman and the dairy-maid. i

These points being satisfactorily estab

lished, Mr Gaveston's evidence was then
taken ; which, it is unnecessary to say,
was in all respects a repetition of Monsieur
Perier's story ; and the powerful effect it
produced in favour of the prisoners may
be conceived ; especially, when he acknow

ledged the gallant colonel as an intimate
friend of the family.

Towards the close of his examination,
however, a circumstance occurred, which

appeared in some degree to give a shock
to the self-possession with which he had
hitherto presented his testimony, and to
shake the confidence of the acute lawyers
who were listening to it. A little boy,
dressed in a sort of page's livery, was seen

quietly to steal across the hall, and to slip
a note into the hand of Monsieur Dumont,
the principal advocate for the prosecution.
The child then withdrew as he had come,

and disappeared amongst the assembly at
the back of the hall.

After receiving this billet Monsieur Du
mont arose, and commenced a very close

and subtle cross-examination of the wit
ness ; in the course of which he put many
questions that were evidently unexpected
and unpleasant ; and which caused Mr
Gaveston frequently to hesitateand change

colour. Amongst others, he was parti
cularly pressed as to whether he had not
seen Mabel after her elopement from Oak-
field—whether he had not seen her on the

night she went away —whether he had
not been accessory to her departure —
whether he had not afterwards seen her
in London —and whether he had not sent

her to France as Miss Jones, and paid the

expenses of her journey, &c. &c. To all
of which interrogations, however, he an
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swercd in the negative ; but their effect

upon his nervea was beyond his control ;

whilst Susan and Harry, who could not
conceive whence the intimation had come

that had set Monsieur Dumont upon this
track, became more and more entranced
with expectation, and elated by hope.

Their curiosity, however, on one point,
was very soon relieved ; for no sooner

was the cross-examination concluded, than
Monsieur Dumont begged to be allowed
to bring forward some witnesses on his
side — witnesses, he admitted, whose ap
pearance was to him wholly unexpected
—whom he had never seen, and whose

names and claims to authenticity he had
yet to learn ; and then addressing his
looks towards the quarter of the hall
whence the page had emerged, he request
ed that the persons who had intimated
their desire to be interrogated, would
advance ; and immediately Mr Simpson
and Mr Olliphant stept forward, and
presented themselves with a salutation to

the court.
After a few words exchanged with

Monsieur Dumont, the wine-merchants,
Rigaud, Moreau, &c, were recalled, and
testified most fully to the identity, station,
and respectability of the two strangers.
This done, Mr Olliphant's evidence was
first taken.

He began with admitting the fact of
the murder and robbery, and the suspi
cions that had fixed on Andrew and Mabel,
from their disappearance ; and added,
that till very lately, the whole affair had
been so enveloped in mystery, that a very
few weeks ago it would have been wholly
out of his power to have thrown any
light on it

,

or to have shaken in any de

gree the testimony of the last witness.
But a combination of circumstances, he

said, when least looked for or expected,
and when all attempts to discover the
truth had long ceased, had suddenly lifted
the veil, and disclosed a tissue of villany,
so far surpassing whatever the advocate

for the prisoners had attempted to estab

lish, that the only apprehension he had
was, that the evidence he and his friend
had to adduce, would scarcely be credited,
from the enormity of the wickedness it

portrayed.

He then, after mentioning the unac
countable disappearance of the will, of
whose existence he andothers were perfect

ly aware, and the consequences that re

sulted from its loss, went on to relate the

singular accident by which it had been

recovered; their proceedings thereupon,
and the suspicions that Mr Gaveston's

deportment had excited ; the unexpected
arrival and disclosures of Mabel, which
had led to the identification of Julia Clark ;

her sudden and mysterious departure,
which, together with their desire to obtain
an interview with Jones and to watch
Gaveston, had brought them to France :

and finally, how, by a train of accidents,

as singular as any of the preceding, they
had only a few nights before rescued her
from a watery grave, to which that
monster of wickedness, Gaveston, had

consigned her, in order to annihilate her
evidence with her life. In fact, he added

it was her subsequent illness and inca

pacity for travelling which had detained

them and Mabel on the road, and prevent
ed their arriving till the day appointed
for the trial. " Fortunately, probably,"
he said ;

" for had our presence been

known, the line of defence you have heard
would never have been adopted ; and so

favourable an opportunity of vindicating
the innocent and exposing the guilty
might never have recurred."

After this Julia Clark was brought for
ward ; and her evidence, confirmed by Mr
Simpson's, was heard. She asserted, in
conclusion, that Mr Gaveston, or Godfrey,
as she had always believed him to be, had
induced her to take a walk with him on

the night she was found in the water ; and
under pretence of making her stoop down
to see something which he said he saw

floating, had taken the opportunity of

pushing her in ; and that, but for the

sagacity of the little beggar-boy, she must

infallibly have perished, before any assist

ance could have arrived to extricate her.
In order to establish, beyond a doubt,

the truth of this latter part of the story,
Mr Simpson begged to call Basil ; where

upon the little page, now beggar-boy no

longer, related how he had been returning
from the country with his sticks, and how,
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proceeding from the water, he had been

nearly knocked down by a gentleman,
who seemed to be hastening from the spot

whence the sound had emanated. He
then related how, after he had obtained

assistance, and she was saved, he had gone

home : and that then the idea first occur
red to him, that the man he had seen run
ning away had pushed her into the water.
" I recalled his features and appearance,"
said Basil, " and I thought I should know
him if I met him again."

"And did you meet him again?" said

Monsieur Dumont.
" I did," replied Basil. " On the follow

ing morning, when I went out early to

look for work, I met a worthy couple,
hurrying with their luggage to the mail-
coach office, in the Rue de Bouloy. They
had a basket that incommoded them, and
I offered to carry it thither for a few pence,

which they agreed to give me. Whilst I
was standing there, seeing them off, and

helping them to take care of their baggage,

who should I see but my man ! I recog

nised him directly. He came into the

court with a porter, who carried his port
manteau, and inquired for the mail to
Lisle. A thought struck me ; and whilst
he was busy speaking to the head clerk
about his place, I took out my knife, and
cut off a little corner of his coat. He
mounted themailand departed; and Iwent
soon afterwards to my good master, Mon
sieur Simpson, and told him what I had
done. He has the same coat on now. Ex
amine it

,

and compare this little corner with

it
,

and you'll see that it matches exactly."
But this verification of a fact, which,

however, nobody doubted, for the opinions
of the audience were once more changed,

wasfoundimpracticable,MrGavestonhav-
ing already left the court-house ; and, as

it was discovered on inquiry, departed in

great haste for Brussels.
One more confirmation of his villany

yet remained. Harry Leeson, in compli
ance with Susan's entreaty, made known
to Monsieur Dumont that there were yet
two more English persons in court who

requested permission to say a few words
connected with this case, which though
perhaps unnecessary, were yet very im

portant to the persons concerned.

He then narrated the circumstance of
Mr Gaveston's having given him, when a
boy, some weeks after the murder of Mr
Wentworth,a half-crown, which the hou se -
maid recognised as one she had seen laid
by in Mr Wentworth's portfolio to be pre
served ; and that, for particular reasons,
this half-crown had been kept ever since.
" This woman, the house-maid Iallude to,"
said he, " is now in court ; and I learn
from her, that for some reason or other,
which she cannot explain, a few days
since, on coming to Lisle on business, she
was seized and thrown into confinement, ' I

and the box, containing the half-crown in I

question, was taken, with other things,
from her pockets, and not restored. We i 1

nowrequest that inquirymaybe made,and I

that it may be produced."
This being done, and the box opened, 'l

Julia Clark begged permission to see the j I

coin, which, being handed to her, she im- I

mediately recognised as having been in
her possession for some time. Mr Dyson, I

she said, had desired her to keep it
,

lest
she should make a mistake and pass it

,

which he did not wish to do, for particular
reasons. " Afterwards," added she,

" he

asked me for it
,

saying that he had a bet

to pay Mr Godfrey, and that it would do

for him." We may here observe, although I

it was not shown her till another occasion,

that she also recognised the shirt button
that Susan had brought from Maningtree,
as one of a pair that she had given to Mr
Gaveston—the initials J. C. and W. G.

being intended for Julia Clark and Wal
ter Godfrey.

The trial was now concluded ; and the

prisoners, by the evidence of these unex

pected witnesses, being replaced exactly

in the situation they had held after Mabel's

testimony, were found guilty, and con

demned to death.
The recognitions and congratulations

that were exchanged amongst parties so

unexpectedly met, we will not detain the

reader with describing ; but there was one

reunion still more unlooked for, if possible,

than the others, which we must mention.

It had been observed by those near her,

that when Julia Clark was introduced

into the court, and named, that Madame
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SUSAN HOPLEY. 2T9

seat, as if about to rush forward, but had
sunk back again, apparently fainting.
As, owing to the great pressure, it would
have been impossible to get her out, her

neighbours contented themselves with pro
curing a glass of water from one of the

ushers, and giving her such aid as they
could, by means of which she was enabled
to sit out the trial. But the moment the

proceedings closed, and the assembly began
to move, she was seen, preceded by Raque,
who cleared a path for her with his elbows,
making her way eagerly into the centre
of the hall, where the witnesses yet stood.

When she reached Julia, who, supported
by Mr Simpson's arm, was in conversa

tion with Susan, she laid her hand on her
shoulder, and opened her lips, as if she

was about to speak ; but as her daughter
turned round, and cried, " Oh Heavens !

it's my mother !
"

the mysterious dumb
woman, the hostess of the lone inn, the
unfortunate Julie le Moine, sunk upon
the ground in strong convulsions. From
thence she was carried to her bed ; where,
after a few days' illness, produced by the

violent passions and agitations she had
been subject to, she expired, having been

affectionately attended by her daughter to
the last.

When Monsieur le Clerc, the father, the
Valentine Clerk of Nantes, was introduced
to his daughter, he recognised her, ex
claiming, " Ah, my child !

" and seemed

for a short time to be somewhat roused

from his lethargy ; but when the excite
ment of novelty ceased, he fell into his
usual state of abstraction, in which he

passed the rest of his days, attended by his
daughter, who, through MrSimpson'skind
ness, was again established in a respectable

shop, far from the scene of her former ad

ventures and abasement.
Previous to the execution of the pri

soners Remorden and Dillon, several efforts
were made to induce the former to make
known the real particulars of Mr Went-
worth's murder, and more especially to

disclose the fate of Andrew Hopley ; but
all persuasions were ineffectual. He had

promised Gaveston, provided he would
corroborate the story Monsieur Perier
was instructed to relate, that he would
appoint him heir to the Remorden pro

perty ; and that whether the defence

proved successful or not, he would never

betray the secret —and he kept his
word.

But what human lips refused to reveal,
the labours of the road-makers ere long
disclosed.

Mr Gaveston, when he left the court,

seeing that all that remained for him was
a life of infamy or a disgraceful death, fled

with all speed to Brussels ; where, after

making a will, bequeathing whatever he

had at his disposal to little Julia, his

only child, he retired to his chamber in
the hotel, and blew out his brains.

As soon as his death was known in
England, Mr Borthwick naturally allowed
the road to follow the line proposed ; and
when they broke up the grounds of the
old manor house, in the deep dry well
alluded to by the crones in the early part
of our story, under a heap of withered
branches and furze, were found the re

mains of Andrew Hopley, with his clothes
and other articles, amongst which were
the remnants of a shirt stained with
blood, marked " W. G.," and bearing in
one of its sleeves the fellow stud to that
in Susan's possession.

We may here close our volume in the
words of Monsieur Perier—" Our simple
and unvarnished tale is told ;

"—but we

venture to hope with somewhat better
success.

Mabel Lightfoot, notwithstanding many
kind offers of protection and countenance
in England, and the entreaties of Don

Querubin, who on learning the death of
the Due de Rochechouart hastened to lay
his title and fortunes at her feet, (being
on the point of obtaining a divorce from
the fair Dorothee who had abandoned

him for "metal more attractive,")declared
her resolution of spending the remainder

of her days as boarder in a convent.
Our English friends returned to their

own country, where Mrs Gaveston, who
was never permitted to learn the parti
culars of her husband's crimes, joined
them. She was, however, made acquaint
ed with the existence of little Julia, whose

education and welfare she kindly super
intended. Harry Leeson, who was shortly
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L80 SUSAN HOPLEY.

ner in the house of Mr Glassford, the
captain's brother, married the daughter of
the latter, by whose interest it will be easily
understood he had been placed in so ad

vantageous a situation ; and the moment

he had a roof of his own to shelter her,
he realised the generous projects of his
boyhood, and made it a home, and a re
fuge of peace and happiness for poor Susan
Hopley.

TUB END

i

EDINBURGH:
Printed 1yWiLLiAM Tait, Prince's Street.
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