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PREFACE.

My pEAR LADS,

Although in the present story a boy plays as usual
the principal part, and encounters many adventures by land
and sea, I think that for the first time in the tales I have
written for you a woman is the real heroine, and that the
part she played demanded an amount of nerve and courage
fully equal to that necessary for those who take part in
active warfare. Boys are rather apt to think, mistakenly,
that their sex has a monopoly of courage, but I believe that
in moments of great peril women are to the full as brave and
as collected as men. Indeed, my own somewhat extensive
experience leads me to go even farther, and to assert that
among a civil population, untrained to arms, the average
woman is cooler and more courageous than the average
man.  Women are nervous about little matters; they may
be frightened at a mouse or at a spider; but in the presence
of real danger, when shells are bursting in the streets, and
rifle bullets flying thickly, I have seen them standing knit-
ting at their doors and talking to their friends across the
street when not a single man was to be seen.

There is no greater mistake than to think women cowards
because they are sometimes nervous over trifles. Were it
necessary, innumerable cases could be quoted from history
to prove that women can, upon occasion, fight as courage-
as men. Cawsar found that the women of the German

tribes could fight bravely side by side with the men, and the
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Amazons of the King of Dahomey are more feared hy the
neighbouring tribes than are his male soldiers. Almost

its female heroines, and in the Dutch War

of Independence the female companies at Sluys and

Haarlem proved themselves a match for the best soldiers of

Spain.  Above all, in patient endurance of pain and sufferin

women are immeasurably superior to men. I emphasize this

point because T know that many boys, simply because they
are stronger than girls, are apt to regard them with a sort
of contempt, and to fancy themselves, without the least
ser but braver and more cour-

justification, not only stro

ageous,—in fact superior beings in every way

Yours sincerely,
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ONE OF THE 28TH

CHAPTER L
UNEXPECTED NEWS.

HAVE written to ask Ralph Conway to come
and stay for a time with me.” The announce-
ment was a simple one, but it fell like a bomb-

= shell in the midst of the party at breakfast at

Penfold Hall. The party consisted only of the speaker,

Herbert Penfold, and his two sisters. The latter both ex-

claimed “Herbert!” in a tone of shocked surprise. Mr.

Penfold was evidently prepared for disapprobation; he had

spoken in a somewhat nervous tone, but with a decision

quite unusual to him. He had finished his last piece of
toast and emptied his last cup of tea before making the
announcement, and he now pushed back his chair, rose to
his feet, and said: “Yes; I have been thinking of hav
him here for some time, and I suppose that as master of this

house I am at liberty to ask whom I like; at any rate I

would rather have no discussion on the subject.”

So saying, without giving his sisters time to reply, he
walked hastily to the door and went out. Miss Penfold
and Miss Eleanor Penfold gazed at each other in speechless
astonishment. So accustomed were they to settle every-
thing that took place at Penfold Hall, that this sudden
assumption of authority on the part of their brother fairly
staggered them. Miss Penfold was the first to speak:

F S




10 THE INGRATITUDE OF MAN.

““This is terrible, Eleanor! To think that after all these
years Herbert’s thoughts should still be turning towards
that woman. But it is only what might be expected. The
ill”l.\[i“lll!‘ of men is terrible. Here have we for the last
years been devoting our lives to him —not only
Iwelnmw his house for him, but seeing that he did not fall
a victim to any of the xlu\r'nuw women who would have
insinuated themselves into his good graces, and preventing
him flulu indulging in all sorts of foolish tast nd bringing
himself to ruin; and now you see he turns again to that
.unul woman, and, without saying a word (u us, invites her
son to come here. It is monstrous, si

It is monstrous,” Miss Eleanor Penfold repeated, with
lomsm her eyes. “It s like flying in the face of Providence,

«It is flying in our faces,” Miss Penfold replied sharply;
“and just at the present moment that is of more importance.
To think that that man must have been brooding over this,
and making up his mind to act in this way for weeks
perhaps, and never to say a word to us upon the subject. I
wonder he didn’t ask the woman herself down!”

“He mnever could have done such a shameless thing,
Charlotte,” her sister said much sho “Of course, wo
must have left the house instantly.”

“I should not have left the house,” Miss Penfold said
firmly. “If the woman comes—and now he has asked the
o that he may ask the mother—our
1 here.  You know we have been

“hoy it s quite possibl
duty will be to rema
uneasy ever since her husband died. Herbert's infatuation
concerning her has been pitiable, and we have always
believed it has been that alone which has caused him to
refuse so obstinately to enter into our plans, or to pay even
decent. courtesy to the various excellent young women we
have from time to time asked down her
every way suitable for the position of mi

and who were in
ress of this house
women full of sense, and who, with right guidance, would
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have made him perfectly happy. And now he flies in our
faces and asks the boy down. I have had an idea for some
little time that he has had something on his mind; he has
been more nervous and fidgety than usual, and several
times he has seemed to be on the point of saying some-
thing, and then changed his mind. Of course, one can
understand it all now. No wonder he was ashamed to look
us in the face when he was meditating such a step as this.
The duplicity of man is something shocking!”

It was not surprising that Herbert Penfold’s sudden
assertion of his will was a shock to his sisters. These
ladies had so long been accustomed to rule absolutely at
Penfold Hall that Mr. Penfold’s assertion of his right to act
as ho pleased in his own house came upon them like an act
of absolute rebellion. At their father’s death they were
women of twenty-seven and twenty-six years old respec-
tively. Herbert was a lad of sixteen. He was of a gentle
and yielding disposition; and as their father for some years
previous to his death had been a confirmed invalid, and
they had had the complete management of the house, it was
but natural that at his death they should continue in the
same position.

Owing to weak health, Herbert had not been sent to
school, but had been educated under the care of a tutor.
He had wished when he reached the age of nineteen to
enter one of the universities; but his sisters had been so
opposed to the idea, and had represented so strongly to him
his unfitness to take part in the rough sports of the young
men, and how completely he would feel out of place in such

that he had ak 1 the idea, and had
travelled on the Continent for three years with his tutor,
his sisters being for most of the time of the party. Soon
after his return he had fallen in love with the daughter of
Colonel Vernon, an officer living on half-pay at Poole,
which was the nearest town to Penfold Hall. The
announcement of his engagement came like a thunder-
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A BROKEN ENGAGEMENT.

clap upon his sisters, who had agreed that it would be in
all respacts desirable that Herbert should not marry for
some y

Thog had, however, bean wise enoBgh mob to offer any
open opposition to the match. Thxu, months later the
engagement was broken oft. How it came about no one
exacly know. Unpleasant reports were set on foot; there
were misunderstandings which should easily have been
cleared up, but which grew until they gave rise to serious
quarrels. Letters which might have set matters straight
somehow failed to come to hand; and so at last things
went from bad to worse until there was a final quarrel,
a return of letters and presents on both sides, and a final
breaking off of the engagement. A year later Mary Vernon
married Mr. Conway, an architect, resident in London.

M. Penfold had before this become convinced that Mary
Vernon had not been to blame in the matter, and ¢ he
had in some way or other taken an altogether mistaken
view of the subject. He knew by the comments of such
friends as were intimate enough to speak, and the coolness of
many others, that he was considered to have behaved very
badly towards her. And this thought was a most distressing
one, for he was deeply attached to Mary; and had he not been
convinced that from some reason or other she herself had
ceased to care for him, and was anxious to break off the
y sone any length towards healing
the breach,  When it was too late he bitterly regretted hig
own weakness in submitting to the domination of his sisters,
and felt a deep though silent resentment, against them for
the share that he was convinced they had taken in causing
the breach between himself and Mary Vernon; but although
he resented, I neither the will nor firmness to fre
himself from their domination.

At times he struggled feebly against it; and on two or
three occasions had suddenly gone up to town, and thenco
on to the Continent, and had travelled there for weeks, On

engagement, he would ha

|
|




READY TO ABDICATE. 13

one of these occasions he had written to them saying that
he thought it would be for the happiness of them all if
they were to leave Penfold Hall and set up an establish-
ment of their own. But upon his return he found things
going on exactly as before, and Miss Penfold had spoken
somewhat severely of the silly letter he had written to
them, a letter displaying at once such ingratitude and folly
that it had been benecath them to notice it. As Herbert
Penfold was in a way really fond of his sisters, who
spared no effort in making his home comfortable for him,
and who allowed him to have his own way in all minor
matters, he could not bring himself to repeat when face to
face with them the opinion he had expressed in writing;
and so things had gone on for years.

The Miss Penfolds were really anxious to see their
brother married. Provided only that it was to a lady who
would be, in their estimation, fitted for him, and who would
also have a feeling of gratitude towards themselves for their
share in installing her as mistress of the Hall, they were
quite prepared to abdicate in her favour, and to retire to
some pretty house near a pleasant watering-place, paying
visits once or twice a year to the Hall. The listless life
their brother led was a source of grief to them; for they
were really attached to him, and believed that they had in
every way been working for his happiness.

They had no shadow of regret for the part they had played
in breaking off his engagement with Mary Vernon. Havi
once convinced themselves that she was a frivolous rvn]
quite unsuited for the position of mistress of Penfold Hml]
they had regarded it as an absolute duty fo protect
Herbert, from the consequences of what they considered
his infatuation. Consequently, for years they were in the
habit of inviting for long visits young ladies whom they
considered in every way eligible as their successor, and
had heen much grieved at their want of success, and at
the absolute indifference with which Herbert regarded the
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presence of those young women. When, four years after
his marriage to Mary Vernon, Mr. Conway had died
suddenly, they had been seized with a vague disquiet; for
they believed that the remembrance of his first love was
the real cause of Herbert’s indifference to others, and con-
sidered it probable he might still be sufficiently infatuated
with her to attempt to undo the past.

To their gratification Herbert never alluded to the sub-
ject, never, so they knew, made the slightest effort
to renew her acquaintance. In fact, Herbert Penfold was
a diffident as well a weak man. Once convinced that
he had acted badly towards Mary Vernon, he was equally
convinced that she must despise him and let he was
utterly unworthy of her. Had it been otherwise he would
have again entered the lists and tried to recover the love he
had thrown away.

Although he occasionally yielded to the entreaties of his
sisters and showed himself with them at cmmLy atherings,
gave stately dinner-parties at regular int d accepted
the invitations of his ncwhbouh he lived tlm ]xl], almost of
a recluse.

His sole companion and nd was the rector of the
parish, who had been his tutor during his Continental tour,
and whom he had presented with the living which was in his
gift, to the seeret dissatisfaction of his sisters, who had alway
considered that Herbert's tutor had endeavoured to set him
against them. This had to some extent heen the case, in
s0 far, at least, that Mr. Withers, who had left coll
a short time befor rting with Herbert, had end
to give him habits of self-reliance and independence of
thought, and had quietly striven against the influence that
his sisters had upon his mi It was not until after the
Mary Vernon episode that the living had fallen vacant; had
it been otherwise thing e turned out differently,
for Herbert would certainly have sought his friend’s advic
in his troubles
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After that it was too late for his interference. Mr.
‘Withers had watched the state of matters at the Hall, and
his young wife had often urged him to try to induce Herbert
Penfold to rouse himself and assert himself against his
sisters, but the vicar had remained neutral. He saw that
though at times Herbert was a little impatient at the domi-
nation of his sisters, and a chance word showed that he
nourished a feeling of resentment towards them, he was
actually incapable of nerving himself to the necessary effort
required to shake off their influence altogether, and to request
them to leave the Hall.

Nothing short of this would suffice to establish his inde-
pendence; for after a mere temporary assertion of authority
he would, if they remained there, assuredly speedily allow
affairs to lapse into their present state, and the vicar
thought that harm rather than good would be caused by his
interference, and that, as his influence would be sure to be
suspected, there would be a breach between the Hall and
the Rectory. As it was the connection was an intimate one.
Herbert was always glad to see him when he came in for a
talk in the course of his rounds, or when he and his wife
would come up to dine quietly. The Miss Penfolds were
always ready with their purses to aid him to carry out h
schemes for the good of the parish, and to sympathize with
his young wife in her troubles; for of theso she had a 1
share—all her children, save one girl, having been carried
off in their infancy.

Mabel Withers was as much at home at the Hall as at
the Rectory. She was chief pet and favourite with Mr.
Penfold ; and although his sisters considered that the rector
allowed her to run wild, and that under such license she
was growing up a sad tomboy, they could not withstand
the influence of the child’s happy and fearless disposition,
and were in their way very kind to her.

Such was the state of things at Penfold Hall when its
owner’s sudden announcement that he had invited young
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Ralph Conway to come to stay there had fallen like a bomb-
shell upon his

The m\n\tmn lnvl caused almost as much surprise to
Mrs. Conway as to the Miss Penfolds. Her father had died
a few months after her marriage, and at the death of her
husband she found herself left with an income of about a
hundred a year—the interest of the sum for which he had
insured his life.

To her surprise she had a month or two later received an
intimation from the lawyer who managed her business that
a friend had arranged to pay the sum of a hundred pounds
every quarter to her account, on condition only that mo
inquiry whatever should be made as to his or her identity.
Mary Conway had thankfully accepted the gift, which had,
however, caused her intense wonderment and curiosity. So
far as she knew neither her father nor her husband had any
relations who could have afforded so handsome a gift. She
knew that Colonel Vernon had been most popular with his
regiment, and the supposition at which she finally arrived
was that some young officer whom he had befriended in
difficulties had, on coming into a ermined
similarly to befriend the dau r colonel.
she been alone in the world she would have declined
ccept this aid from an unknown benefactor, but for her
son’s sake she felt that it would be wrong to do so. The
that the money might come from Hes rhert Penfold had
or twice occurred to her, only to be at once dismissed,
for had she really )u lmul that it came from him she could
not, even for have accepted it. He had, as she
believed, qu-uwﬂul mlh her altog u\lm without cause, her
letters had been unanswered, and ¢he considered the quarrel
m have been simply a pretext upon the part of Herbert to
break off an engagement of which he was tired. Words
dropped, apparently by accident, by Herbert’s sisters had,

the misunderstanding commenced, favoured this idea,
and although she had nuH loved him her disposition was

(668)
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too spirited to allow her to take the steps she otherwise
might have done to set herself right with him.

At any rate she had no ground whatever for believing
that Herbert, after the breach of the engagement, entertained
any such feelings towards her as would have led him to
come forward to assist her in any way after she had become
the wife of another; and so for twelve years she had con-
tinued to receive her quarterly income. She had established
herself in a pretty little house near Dover, where several
old friends of her father resided, and where she had plenty
of pleasant society among the officers of the regiments
statiched there. Although far from rivalling Portsmouth
or Plymouth in life and bustle, Dover was a busy town
during the time of the great war. The garrison was a large
one, the channel cruisers often anchored under the guns of
the castle, and from the top of the hills upon a clear day
for months a keen look-out was kept for the appearance
from the port of Boulogne of the expedition Napoleon had
gathered there for the invasion of England.

The white sails of the English cruisers as they sailed up
or down the chaunel were clearly vis i
privateer could be seen making its
prize it had picked up off Texcl. matters
were the sole topics of conversation, and by the time he was
fifteen Ralph had fully determined to follow in his grand-
father’s footsteps and to become a soldier. Having passed
most all her life among military men Mrs. Conway had
offered no objections to his wishes, and as several of he
father’s old friends had promised to use their influence on
his behalf, there was little doubt that he would be enabled to
procure a commission as soon as he reached the regulation age.

It was not often that the postman called at Mrs. Conway's
with letters; for postage was expensive, and the people in
those days only wrote when they had something particular
to say. Mrs. Conway had just made breakfast when Ralph
came in with a letter in his hand,

(658)

B




18 A LETTER.

«Here is a lotter for you, mother; but please don’t open
it until you have given me my breakfast. I am very late
now, and shall barely have time to get through with it and
be there before the gates close.” )

«Your porridge is quite ready for you, Ralph; so if you
are late it will be your own fault not mine. The eggs will
be in before you have eaten it. However, I won't open the
letter until you have gone, because you will only waste time
by asking questions about it.”

Ralph began his bread and milk, and Mrs, Conway,
stretching out her hand, took the letter he had laid beside
his plate, and turning it over glanced at the direction to
ascertain from which of her few correspondents it came.
For a moment she looked puzzled, then, with a little start,
she laid it down by the side of her plate. She had recog-
nized the handwriting once so familiar to her.

“What is it, mother? You look quite startled. Who is
it from?”

Tt is from no one you know, Ralph. T think it is from
a person I have not heard from for some years. At any rate
it will keep until you are off to school.”

“It’s nothing unpleasant, I hope, mother. Your colour
has quite gone, and you look downright pale.”

“What should be the matter, you silly boy?” Mrs. Con-
way said, with an attempt to smile. “What could there be
unpleasant in a letter from a person T have not heard from
for years? There, go on with your breakfast. T expect you
will hear some news when you get down into the town, for
the guns in the castle have been firing, and I suppose there
is news of a victory. They said yesterday that a great
battle was expected to be fought against Napoleon some-
where near Leipzi

“Yes; T heard the guns, mother, and I expect there has
been a v T hope not.”

“Why do you hope not, Ralph?”

“Why, of course, mother, T don't want the French to he
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beaten—not regularly beaten, till I am old enough to have
a share in it. Just fancy what a nuisance m W ould be if
peace was made just as I get my commission.”

“There will be plenty of time for you, Ralph,” his mother
said smiling. *Peace has been patched up once or twice,
but it never lasts long; and after fighting for the last twenty
yars 1 is havdly probable that the world is going fo’ grow
peaceful all at once. But there, it is time for you to be of
it only wants ten minutes to nine, and you will have to run
fast all the way to be in time.”

‘When Mrs. Conway was alone she took up the letter, and
turned it over several times before opening it.

‘What could Herbert Penfold have written about after
all these y Mus. Conway was but thirty-six years old
now, and was still a pretty woman, and a sudden thought
sent a flush of colour to her face. *Never!” she said «lu
cidedly. “After the way in which he treated me he cannot
suppose that now—" and then she stopped. I know I did
love him once, dearly, and it nearly broke my heart; but
that was years and years ago. Well, let us see what he
says for himself,” and she broke open the letter. She
glanced through it quickly, and then read it again more
carefully. She was very pale now, and her lips trembled as
she laid down the letter.

“So,” she said to herself in a low tone, “it is to him after
all T owe all this,” and she looked round her pretty room;
“and I never once really suspected it. I am glad now,” she
went on after a pause, *that I did not; for, of course, it
would have been impossible to have taken it, and how dif-
ferent the last twelve years of my life would have been.
Poor Herbert! And so he really suffered too, and he has
thought of me all this time.”

For fully half an hour she sat without moving, her
thoughts busy with the past, then she again took up the
letter and reread it several times. Its contents were as
follows:—




20 A STARTLING COMMUNICATION.

«Dear Mrs. Conway,
“You will be doubtless surprised at seein

my handwriting, and your first impulse will naturally b
to put this letter into the fire. I am not writing to
you to forgive my conduct in the old days m but too
well aware how completely T have forfeited all right to your
esteem or consideration. Believe me that I have suffered
for my fault, and that life has been a ruined one. I
attempt to make no e cuses. 1 am conscious that while
others were to blame I was most of all, and that it is to my
own weakness of will and lack of energy that the breach
between us was due. However, all this is of the past and
can now lll((‘ll,st you but little. You have had your own
sorrows and ti at which, believe me, I sincerely grieved.
And now to my object in ummrv to you. Although still
comparatively & young man, T have nob many y
When last in London I consulted two of the first phy:
and they agreed that |~II| ady suspected, Ty
fering from heart dise her, pert
(m).lul state of my he n( \»lmh may at any moment cease
to do its work.

« Naturally then, T have turned my tho
I should le ) My sisters ar
for. I have no othes elatives, and therefor
myself free to leave it as T choc I have lon
thonghts upon the

s old, and half my property
T Tiave 1ot th other halt 1o your son. The
whole subject to an annuity to yourself; which you will not,
I trust, refuse to accept. 1 have never thought of any
woman but you, and I hope that you will not allow your
just resentment against me to deprive me of the poor satis.
faction of making what atonement lies in my power for the
cruel wrong I formerly did you.

“Were Istrong and in health T can w
would ind

1l imagine that you
benefits from my

antly refuse to r
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hands, but knowing your kindness of heart, I feel sure that
you will not sadden the last days of a doomed man by the
knowledge that even after his death his hopes of ensuring
the comfort of the one woman on earth he cared for are to
be disappointed.

I should like to know your son. Wonld it be too much
to ask you to spare him for a while from time to time so
long as I live? I have a double motive, T say frankly, in
thus asking him to come here. T wish him and my little
pet, Mabel Withers, to come to like each other. T wish to
divide my property between them, and yet I should be glad
if the whole estate could remain intact.

“T should not be so foolish as to make a proviso that two
persons who are as yet so young, and who may not in any
way be suitable to each other, should marry, but nothing
would please me so much as that they ~honhl take a fancy
to each other; and thrown together as they would be here,
for Mabel is consmntly at Lhc house, it is just possible that
one of those boy and girl affections, which do sometimes,
although perhaps rarely, culminate in marriage, might spring
up between them. Whether that may he so in the present
case I must leave to fate, but I should at any rate like to
pave the way for such an arrangement by b the young
people together. T need not say that it will be best that
neither of them should have the slightest idea of what is in
my mind, for this would be almost certain to defeat my
object.

“Tf the proposal is agreeable to you, I hope that you will
let Ralph come to me at the beginning of his holidays;
which must, I faney, be now near at hand. I think it will
be as weH that he should not know of my intention as
to the disposal of my property, for it is better he should
think that he will have to work for his living; but at the
same time there would be no harm in his knowing that it i
probable I shall help him on in life. This will ma
bear better what would otherwise be a dull visit. But I
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leave this matter entirely in your hands. You know the
boy and T do not, and you can therefore botter judge what
will be best for him to know. And now, dear Mary, if you
will pardon my once again calling you so,

I remain,
“Your affectionate friend,
PENFOLD.”

It was characteristic of Mrs.
reading of this letter she thought rather of the writer than
of the bright prospects which his offer v»lwnml to her son
She thought rather of Herbert Penfold, her first love, now
ill, if not dying, of the days of their engagement and its
ulltlnn than of the fact that son was to inherit half
the Penfold estates. She had been sorely hurt at the time;
and even after all these years it was a pleasure to her to
know that the quarrel was not as she had often thought at
the time, a mere pretext for bres
but that Herbert had re
these year

the first

ng off the engagement,
ly loved her, had cared for he
, and had been the mysterious friend whose kind
had so lightened her cares.

<1 did not throw away my love after all,” she said to
herself, as with her eyes full of tears she stood at the win-
dow and looked out towards the sea. “He cared for me
enough to be faithful all this time and to think of me con-
stantly, while T had almost forgotten the past. 1 o
have known all the time that he was acting under the influ-
ence of others—those sisters of his, of course. T was always
certain they hated me ated the thought of my becoming
mistress of Penfold Hall. I knew the influence they had
over him. erbert had no will of his own—it was the only
fault I ever saw in him—and they could twist him round
their little f And now he is going to make R: alph his
heir, or at h ast his heiv with the girl he speaks of. It is a
mand thi or Ralph; for the estates were worth, he told




THE FAULT OF SELF-DISTRUST. 23

papa, eight thousand a year, and if Herbert’s little omance
comes off Ralph will have all.”

Then she thought over the years he had been befriending
her, and wondered what she should do about that. Finally,
being a sensible woman, she decided to do nothing. Had
she known it before, or learnt the truth by other means, she
would have refused absolutely to touch Herbert Penfold’s
money; but it would be indeed a poor return for his kind-
ness were she now, when he was ill and feeble, and was
about to bestow still further benefits upon her, to refuse to
permit him any longer to aid her. She wished, as she read
the letter over again, that he had expressed some desire to
see her. She should have liked to have thanked him in
person, to have told him how grateful she felt for his care and
kindness, to have taken his hand again if but for a minute.

But he had expressed no wish for a meeting, had never
all these years made an effort to see her. She could read in
the wording of the letter that he had been principally
deterred from making any attempt to see her by the fecling
that he had entirely forfeited her regard, and had offended
her beyond chance of forgiveness, And had she been asked
the day before she would doubtless have replied that she
had no wish whatever ever again to meet Herbert Penfold;
whereas now she felt almost aggrieved that he should express
no wish to meet her, should have stayed away so long with-
out making one effort to bring about reconciliation.

«Of all faults that a man can have,” she said pettishly,
“T do not think there’s one so detestable as that of self-dis-
trust.  Why could he not have said ten years ago, ‘I behaved
badly, Mary; I treated you abominably; but forgive me and
forget. I was not wholly to blame, except that I allowed
others to come between us’? If he had come and said that,
we could at least have been good friends. I have no
patience with men who cannot stand up for themselves.
Now, how much shall I tell Ralph?” and she again read
the letter through.
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“Ralph,” she said when he came in to dinner, “you
remember that letter I had this morning?”

“Yes, I know, mother; the one that made you turn so
white. You said it was from an old friend, though why
a letter from an old friend should upset anyome I can't
make out. What was it about, mother?”

“YWell, my boy, it contains a pleasant piece of news. Mr.
Penfold, that is the name of the writer, was a friend of my
family. He knew me long ago when we were young people,
and at one time it seemed likely that we should be married.
Hovever, as you know, that never took place. However it
seems, as he says by his letter, that he has never altogether
forgotten me, and he intends to help you on in life if you
turn out as he would like to sce you. He wishes you to go
down to stay with him when your holidays begin.
“That sounds nice,” Ralph said; “and if he has got any

e it will be pleasant.”
as 1o children, Ralph. He is what you may call
chelor, and lives with his sisters—or, rather, they
> with him.
“That does not sound very cheerful, mother. An old
gentleman with two old ladies alone in the house can’t make
much fun.”

“He is not an old gentleman, Ralph,” Mrs. Conway said
almost angrily. “I told you we were young people together.
till it may not be very lively for you, but you must put up
with that.  He evidently means to be very kind to you, and
it will be of great advantage to you going down to stay
with him.”

“But what are you going to do with yourself, mother, all
alone here? T think he might have asked you as well as
me.

“I shall do very well, Ralph. T have plenty of friends
here.”

“Where does Mr. Penfold 1 mother?”

“Down in Dorsetshire. It is a very nice place, and only
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about a mile from the sea. But, as I say, T do not expect
you will find it lively; but that you mustn’t mind. It will
be a very good thing for you, and will be well worth your
while putting up with a little dulness for a time. Mr.
Penfold is one of the kindest of men, but I do not think
you will like his sisters much. Certainly you will not
unless they are a good deal changed from what they were
as I remember them. Still yon must try to get on with
them as well as you can, and I daresay you will find some
pleasant, companions in the neighbourhood. I am sure you
will do your best when I tell you that I am most anxious
for many reasons that Mr. Penfold should like you.”

«Of course I will do my best, mother, though T must say
that the look-out is not, according to your description, a
very cheerful one, and I would a deal rather stop at home
with you.
“We can’t always do exactly as we |
that is a lesson you have as
you say your holidays }

“Next Monday week,
have two or three days’
man before T go.”

“Mr. Penfold says he will be glad to see you as soon as
your holidays begin, Ralph; still T suppose a day or two
will make no difference, so we will settle that you shall
go on Friday. As you go down to school this afternoon
you had better tell Rogerson the tailor to come up this
evening to measure you for a suit of clothes. You must
look decent when you go down; and you know, except
your Sunday suit, you have got nothing fit to wear in such
a house as that.”

T am afraid it's going to be a horrible nuisance alto-
gether,” Ralph said ruefully. However, T suppose it’s got
to be done as you say so, mother; though it’s hard breaking
in on my holidays like that. He might just as well have
asked me in school-time. One could have put up with

¢, Ralph; though
et to leam. What day did

. But I do hope I may
g with Joe Knight the fisher-

s
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it ever so much better if it took one out of old Harper's
clutches for a bit. How long am I to stay there?”

“I expect the greater part of your holidays, Ralph.
T think he wants to get to know all about you.”

y. “He may intend very kindly,”
“but T wish he would keep his good intentions
to himself.”

“You think so now,” Mrs. Conway said with a smile.
“You won’t think so when you are in the army, but will
find a little extra allowance or a tip now and then very
welecome.”

“I daresay I shall, mother,” I\a]ph said, brightening.
“ Anyhow, if the old uoncluxnn—tlnt is to say, the gentle-
man—takes it into ]lh head to make me an allowance, it
will take me off your hands, and I shall not be always feel-
ing that T am an awful expense to you. All right, mother.
I think I can promise that I will be on my best behaviour,
and will t t on even with his sist T wish
he had asked Phil Landrey tu go down with me. Two
fellows can get on an

«T should have very little hope of your making a good
impression if you went there with your friend Phil,” Mrs.
Conway said smiling. “I can believe in your good conduct
while you are alone, but 1 should have no hopes whatever
of you if you and he were tc

“Buat how am I to go, mother? It seems wh a tre
mendous way from here down into Dorsetshir

1 have not thought anything about it yet, Ralph; bu
probably Mr. Penfold will give some instructions as to your
journey when he hears from mo that you are coming”
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CHAPTER IIL
A COUNTRY VISIT.

HEN Ralph had gone off to school again Mrs. Conway
at down to answer the letter—by no means an easy
task,—and she sat with the paper before her for a long time
before she began. At last, with an air of desperation, she
dipped her pen into the ink and hegan:—

“My dear Herbert Penfold,

“It is difficult to answer such a letter as
yours—to say all one feels without saying too much: to
express the gratitude with which one is full, but of
which one feels that you do not desire the expression
First, a word as to the ,(,
why should I not speak freely? e the victims of
a mistake! You were misled respecting me. 1 foolishly

nted the line you took, failed to make ~\11Iuwnl allow-
ances for your surroundings, and even doubted a love that
seemed to me to be so easily shaken. Thus my pride was,
perhaps, as much responsible for what happened as your
t00 easy credence of tales to my disadvantage. At any rate,
believe me that I have cherished no such feelings as those
with which you credit me towards you. Now that T know
the truth, T can only regret that your life h ?
say, spoilt, by what can but be called a fatal misunder-
standin,
“Next, I must thank you, although you make no allusion
to it in mm letter, for your kindness during past years. Of
these, believe me, T never suspected that you were the
author; and I need hardly say how deeply I have been
touched at finding that the hand to which T and my hoy
owe so much is that of Herbert Penfold. Of this I will
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PTED.

say no more. I leave you to picture my feelings and my
gratitude.  Also, most warmly I thank you for your inten-
tions regarding my boy. He will be ready to come to you
on Friday week. I suppose his best way will be to go by
coach to London and then down to you, or he could take
passage perhaps in a coaster. Ho is very fond of the sea.

“We had settled that he should enter the army; but of
course I consider that nothing will be decided on this or any
other point as to his future until T k
the matter. Lastly, dear Herbert, believe me that the news
that you have given me concerning your state of health has
» sorrow, and I earnestly hope and trust that
the doctors may be m ur case, that you may
have a long life before you, and that life may be happier in
the future than it has been in the past.

ow your wishes on

caused me de

1 remain,
“Your grateful and affectionate
“MARY CONWAY.”

A fortnight later Ralph Conway took his place on the
outside of the coach for London. As to the visit to this
unknown friend of his mother, he anticipated no pleasure
from it whatever; but at the same time the journey itself
was delightful to him. He had never during his remem-
brance been further away from Dover than Canterbury;
and the trip before him was in those days a more import-
ant one than a journey half over Europe would be at the
present time. In his pocket he carried a piece of paper,
on which his mother had carefully wi down the instruc-
tions contained in the letter she had received in answer to
her own from Herbert Penfold. Sewn up in the lining of
his waistcoat were five guineas, so that in case the coach
was stopped by highwaymen, or any other misfortune hap-
pened, he would still be plovulcnl with funds for continuing
his journey.
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Under the seat was a small basket filled with sandwiches,
and his head ought to have been equally well filled with the
advice his mother had given him as to his behaviour at
Penfold Hall. As his place had been booked some days
before, he had the advantage of an outside seat. Next to
him was a fat woman, who was going up to town, as she
speedily informed her fellow-passengers, to meet her hus-
band, who was captain of a whales

“I see in the Guzetle of to-day,” she said, «
wa:

s his ship
signalled off Deal yesterday, and with this ere wind he
will be up at the docks to-morrow; so off I goes. He's been
away nigh eighteen months; and I know what men is
‘Why, bless you, if T wasn't there to meet him when he steps
ashore, as likely as not he would meet with friends and go
on the spree, and I shouldn’t hear of him for a week; and
a nice hole that would make in his earnings.  Young man,
you are scroughing me dreadful! Can’t you get a little
further along.”

“It seems to me, ma’'m, that it is you who are scrough-
ing me,” Ralph replied. “This rail is almost cutting into
my side now.”

“Well, we must live and let live!” the woman said philo-
sophically. “ You may thank your stars nature hasn’t made
you as big as T am. Little people have their advantages.
But we can’t have everything our own way. That's what
I tells my Jim; he is always awanting to have his own way.
That comes from being a captain; but, as I tells him, it

only reasonable as he is captain on hoard his ship I should
be captain in my house. I suppose you are going to school 1”

“No I am not. My school is just over.”

“Going all the way up to London?”

¢ Ves.”

“That's a mercy,” the woman said. “I was afraid you
might be only going as far as Canterbury, and then I might
have got some bi b up here who would squeeze me as
flat as a panca Men is so unthoughtful, and seems to
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think as women can stow themselves away anywheres.
T wish you would feel and get your hand in my pocket,
)oun" man. I can’t do it nohow, and I ain’t sure that

I have got my keys with me; and that girl Eliza will
be getting at the bottles and a-having men in, and then
there will be a nice to-do with the lodgers. Can’t you find
it? It is in the folds somewhere.”

With much dificulty Ralph found the pocket-hole, and
thrusting his hand in was able to reassure his neighbour by
feeling among a mass of odds and ends a bunch u( ktyi.

“That's a_comfort t,” the woman said. “If one’s mind
isu’t at ease one can’t enjoy travelling.

I wish my body was at ease,” Ralph said. “Don’t
you think you could squeeze them a little on the other side
and give me an inch or two more room ?”

«. w xl] try,” the woman said; “as you seem a civil sort
of bo;

W Inunyou she gave two or three heaves, which relieved
Ralph greatly, but SRR
neighbour on the other side, which lasted till the towers of
Canterbury came in sight. Here they changed horses at
the Fountain Inn.

“Look here, my boy,” the woman said to Ralph. “If
you feel underneath my feet you will find a basket, and
at the top there is an empty bottle. There will be just
time (m you to jump down and get it filled for me. A
shilling’s worth of brandy, and filled up with er. That
girl Eliza flustered me so much with her worritting and
questions before I started that I had not time to fill it.”

Ralph jumped down and procured the desired refresh-
ment, and was just in time to clamber up to his seat again
when the coach started. He enjoyed the rapid motion
and ch: ng scene much, but Iw was not sorry when—as
evening was coming on—he iead of him a dull mist,
which his fellow-passenger told him was the smoke of
London.
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It was nine in the evening when the coach drove into the
courtyard of the Bull Inn. The guard, who had recei
instructions from Mrs. Conway, at once gave Ralph and his
box into the cl of one of the porters awaiting th
arrival of the coach, and told him to take the box to the
inn from which the coach for Weymouth started in the
morning. Cramped by his fourteen hours’ journey Ralph
had at first some difficulty in following his conductor
through the crowded street, but the stiffness soon wore off,
and after ten minutes walking he arrived at the inn.

The guard had already paid the porter, having received
the money for that purpose from Mrs. Conway; and the
Tatter setting down the box in the passaze at once went off.
Ralph felt a little forlorn, and wondered what he was to do
next. But a minute later the landlady came out from the
i

bar.

“Do you want a bed?” she asked. “The porter shonld
have rung the bell. I am id we are full, unless it has
been taken beforehand. ver, I will see if I can make
shift somehow.”

«T should be very much obliged if you can,” Ralph said;
“for I don’t know anything about London, and I am going
on by the Weymouth coach in the morning.”

«Oh, might your name he Conway?”

“Yes, that is my name,” Ralph said surprised.

« Ah, then there is a bed-room taken for you. A gentle-
man came three days ago and took it, saying it was for a
young gent who is going through to Weymouth. Tom,” she
called, “take this box up to number 12. Supper is ready
for you, sir. I daresay you would like a wash first?”

«That I should,” Ralph replied, following the boots
upstairs.

In a few minutes he returned, and a waiter directed him
to the coffee-room. In a short time a supper consisting of
fish, a steak, and tea was placed before him. Ralph fell to
vigorously, and the care that had been bestowed by Mr.
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Penfold in securing a bed-room and ordering supper for
him greatly raised him in the boy’s estimation; and he
looked forward with warmer anticipations than he had
hitherto done to his visit to him. As soon as he had
finished he went off to bed, and in a few minutes was sound
asleep. At half-past six he was called, and after a hearty
breakfast took his seat on the outside of the Weymouth
coach.

Sitting beside him were four s
learned, to a privateer lying at Weymouth. They had had
a long trip, and had been some months at sea; and as their
ship was to lie for a fortnight at Weymouth while some
repairs were heing done to her, they had obtained a week’s
leave and had run up to London for a spree. Weymouth
during the war did a brisk trade, and was a favourite ren-
dezvous of privateers, who preferred it greatly to Portsmouth
or Plymouth, where the risk of their men heing pressed to
make up the quota of some man-of-war just fitted out was
very great,

The sailors were rather

ilors, belonging, as he soon

ilent and sulky at first at
the cruise on land be arly over, but after getting off
the coach where it changed horses they recovered their
spirits, and amused Ralph greatly with their talk about the
ious prizes they had taken, and one or two sharp brushes
vith French privateers. Towards evening they became
rather hilarious, but for the last two hours dosed quietly;
the man sitting next to Ralph lurching against him heavily
in his sleep, md swearing loudly when the boy stuck his
ve himself of the weight. Ralph

ty, therefore, when at ten o’clock at night the
coach arrived at Wi eymouth. The landlord and servants
came out with lanterns to help the passengers to alight, and
the former, as Ralph climbed down the side into the circle
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A bed has been taken for you, sir, and a trap will be
over here at nine o'clock in the morning to take you to
Penfold Hall.”

Supper was already prepared for such passengers as
were going to sleep in the hotel; but Ralph was too sleepy
to want to eat, and had made a good meal when the coach
stopped at six o’clock for twenty minutes to allow the pas-
sengers time for refreshments. At eight o’clock next morn-
ing he breakfasted. When he had finished the waiter told
him that the trap had arrived a few minutes before, and
that the horse had been taken out to have a feed, but would
be ready to start by nine. Ralph took a stroll for half an
hour by the sea and then returned. The trap was at the
door, and his trunk had already been placed in it. The
driver, a man of three or four and twenty, was, as he pre-
sently told Ralph, stable-helper at Penfold Hall.

rally drive this trap when it is wanted,” he said.
pretty old now. He has been in the
family well nigh fifty years. He is all right behind the
horses, he says, but he does not like trusting himself

“A matter of fifteen miles. It would be a lot shorter if
you had got off last night at the nearest point the coach
goes to; but the master told the coachman that he thought
it wnuInl be pleasanter for you to come on here than to
arrive there tired and sleepy after dark.

“Yes, it will bo much more pleasant,” Ralph said, “The
road was very dirty, and I should not like to arrive at a
strange house with my clothes all covered with dust, and so
sleepy that I could hardly keep my eyes open, ¢ pecially as
I hear that Mr. Penfold’s sisters are rather particu

“Rather isn’t the word,” the driver said; “they are par-
ticular, and no mistake. I don’t believe as the master would
notice whether the carriage was dirty or clean; but if there
is a speck of dirt about they are sure to spot it. Not

55 [
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that they are bad mistresses; but they look after things, T
can tell you, pretty sharp. I don’t say that it ain’t as well
as they do, for the master never seems to care one way or
the other, and lets things go anyhow. A nice gentleman he
is, but I don’t see much of him; and he don’t drive in the
carriage not once a month, and only then when he is going
to the board of magistrates. He just walks about the
garden morning and evening, and all the rest of the time
he is shut up in the library with his books. It’s a pity he
don’t go out more.”

“Are there any families about with boys?” Ralph asked.

“Not as I knows of. None of them that ever comes to
the Hall, anyhow. 1It’s a pity there ain’t some young ones
there; it would wake the place up and make it lively. It
would give us a lot more work to do, I don’t doubt; but we
shouldn’t mind that. I have heard it used to be different
in the old squire’s time, but it has always been so as long
as I can remember. I don't live at the house, but down at
the village. Jones he lives over the stables; and there
ain’t no occasion to have more than one there, for there’s
only the two carriage-horses and this.”

“How far is the sea from the house?”

“It’s about half a mile to the top of the cliff, and a
precious long climb down to the water; but going round by
Swanage—which is about three miles—you can drive down
close to the sea, for there are no cliffs there.”

There was little more said during the drive. From
time to time the man pointed out the various villages and
country seats, and Ralph wondered to himself how he
should manage to pass the next three weeks. It seemed
that there would be nothing to do and ne one to talk to.
He had always been accustomed to the comp ship
of lots of boys of his own age, and during th lmlula}s
there was plenty of sailing and fishing, so that time had
never hung on his hands; the present prospect therefore
almost appalled him. However, he had promised his
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mother that he would try to make the best of things; and
lie tried to assure himself that after all three weeks or a
month would be over at last. After an hour and a halfs
drive they passed through a lodge gate into a park, and in a
few minutes drew up at the entrance to Penfold Hall. An
old servant came out.

“WWill you come with me into the library, sit? Mr. Pen-
fold is expecting you. Your box will be taken up into
your room.”

Ralph felt extremely uncomfortal he followed his
conductor across a noble hall, floored with dark polished
oak, and panelled with the same mate: A door was
opened, and a servant announced “Master Conway.” A
gentleman rose from his chair and held out his hand.
ad to see you, Ralph Conway; and I hope your
been a pretty comfortable one. It is very
2o \1 of you to come such a long distance o pay me

“ ]\[m.hcr wanted me to, sir,” Ralph said honestly. I
don’t think—" and he stopped.

«You don’t think you would have come of your own
accord, Ralph? No, that is natv enough, my boy. At
your age T am sure I should not have cared to give up my
holidays and spend them in a quiet house among strangers.
However, I wanted to see you, and I am very glad you
have come. I am an old friend of your mother’s, you
know, and so desired to make the acquaintance of her son.
I think you are like her,” he said, putting his hand on
Ralpl’s shoulder and taking him to the window and looking
steadily at him.

«QOther people have said so, sir; but I am sure I can't
see how I can be like her a bit. Mother is so pretty, and I
am sure I am not the least bit in the world; and I don’t
think it’s nice for a boy to be like a woman.”

This was rather a sore point with Ralph, who had a
smooth soft face with large eyes and long eyelashes, and
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who had, in consequence, been nicknamed “Sally” by his
schoolfellows. The name had stuck to him in spite of
several desperate fights, and the fact that in point of
strength and activity he was fully a match for any boy of his
own age; but as there was nothing like derision conveyed by
it, and it was indeed a term of affection rather than of con-
tempt, Ralph had at last ceased to struggle against it. But
he longed for the time when the sprouting of whiskers
would obliterate the obnoxious smoothness of his face.
Mr. Penfold had smiled at his remark.

I do not like girlish boys, Ralph; but a boy can have a
girlish face and yet be a true boy all over. I fancy that's
your case.”

T hope so, sir. T think I can swim or run or fight any
of the chaps of my own age in the school; but I know I do
look girlish about the face. I have done everything I could
to make my face rough. I have sat in the sun, and wetted
it with sea-water every five minutes, but it’s no use.”

“T should not trouble about it. Your face will get manly
enough in time, you may be sure; and I like you all the
better for it, my boy, because you are certainly very like
your mother. And now, Ralph, I want you to enjoy your-
self as much as you can while you are here. The house
itself is dull, but 1 suppose you will be a zood deal out of
doors. 1 have hired a pony, which will be here to-day from
Poole, and I have arranged with Watson, a fisherman at
Swanage, that you can go out with him in his fishing-boat
whenever you are disposed. It is three miles from here, but
you can ride over on your pony and leave it at the little inn
there till you come back. I am sorry to say I do not know
any boys about here; but Mabel Withers, the daughter of
my neighbour and friend the clergyman of Bilston, the vil-
lage just outside the lodge, has a pony, and is a capital
rider, and I am sure she will show you over the country. 1
suppose you have not had much to do with girls1” he added
with a smile at seeing a slight expression of dismay on
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Ralpl’s face, which had expressed unmixed satisfaction at
the first items of the programme.

“No, sir; not much,” Ralph said. “Of course some of
my schoolfellows have sisters, but one does not see much of
them.”

“I think you will get on very well together. She is a
year or two younger than you are, and I am afraid she is
considered rather a tomboy. She has been caught at the
top of a tall tree examining the eggs in a nest, and in many
similar ungirllike positions; so you won't find her a dull
companion. She is a great pet of mine, and though she
may not be as good a companion as a boy would be for you,
1 am sure when you once get to know her you will find her
a very good substitute, You see, not having had much to
do with boys, I am not very good at devising amusement for
you. I can only say that if there is anything you would like
to do while you are here you have only to tell me, and if it
be possible I will put you in the way of it.”

“Thank you very much, sir. You are extremely kind,”
Ralph said heartily; for with a pony and a boat it did seem
that his visit would not be nearly so dull as he had antici-
pated. T am sure I shall get on capitally.”

Just at this moment there was a knock at the door. It
opened, and a girl entered.

“You have just come at the right moment, Mabel,” Mr.
Penfold said as she came in. “This is Ralph Conway, of
whom I was speaking to you. Ralph, this is Mabel Withers.

I asked her to come in early this morning so as to act as
your guide round the place.”

The hoy and girl shook hands with each other. She was
the first to speak.

8o you are Ralph. I have been wondering what you

would be like. Uncle has been telling me you were coming.

I like your looks, and I think you w
Ralph was taken rather aback. This was not the
which his schoolfellows' sisters had generally addr
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“I think you Iook jolly,” he said; “and that's better
than looking nice.”

«1 think they mean the same thing,” she replied; “except
that a girl says ‘nice’ and a boy says ‘jolly.” I like the
word “jolly” best, only I get scolded when I use it. Shall we
2o into the garden?”

Altogether Ralph Conway had a very much pleasanter
time than he had anticipated. Except at meals he saw little
of the Miss Penfolds. His opinion as to these ladies, ex-
pressed confidentially to Mabel Withers, was the reverse of
flattering.

“T think,” he said, “that they are the two most disagree-
able old cats T have ever met. They hardly ever open their
lips, and when they do it is only to answer some question
of their brother. I remember in a fairy story there was a
girl who whenever she spoke let fall pearls and diamonds
from her lips; whenever those women open their mouths I
expect cicles and daggers to drop out.”

“They are not so bad as that,” Mabel laughed. “T gene-
rally get on with them very well, and they are very kind in
the parish; and altogether they are really not bad.”

“Then their looks helie them horribly,” Ralph said. «I
suppose they don’t like me; and that would be all well
enough if I had done anything to offend them, but it was just
as bad the first day I came. I am sure Mr. Penfold does
not like it. I can see him fidget on his 5 and he talks
away with me pretty well all the time we are at table, so as
to make it less awkward, T suppose.  Well, I am stopping
with him, and not with them, that’s one thing; and it doesn’t
make much difference to me if they do choose to be disagree-
able. T like him immensely. He is wonderfully kind; but it
would be awfully stupid work if it weren’t for you, Mahel,
T don’t think I could stand it if it were not for our rides to-
gether.”

The young people had indeed got on capitally from the
first. L\cry day they took long rides together, generally
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alone, although sometimes Mr. Penfold rode with them.
Ralph had already confided to the latter, upon his asking
him how he liked Mabel, that she was the jolliest girl that
he had ever met.

“She has no nonsensical girl’s ways about her, Mr. Pen-
fold; but is almost as good as a boy to be with. The girls
I have seen before have been quite different from that.
Some of them always giggle when you speak to them, others
have not got a word to say for themselves; and it is awfully
hard wmk talking to them even for a kin”lu dance.  Still,
I like them better than the giggling ones.”

“You see, Ralph, girls brought up in a town are naturally
different to one hlic Mabel. They go to school, and are
taught to sit upright and to behave discreetly, and to be
generally unnatural. Mabel has heen brought up at home,
and allowed to do as she liked, and she has consequently
grown up what nature intended her to be. Perhaps some
day all girls will be allowed the same chance of being natural
that boys have, and backboards and other contrivances for
stiffening them and turning them into little wooden figures
will be unknown. Tt will “he a good thing, in my opinion,
when that time arrives.”

Ralph ias often down at the Rectory, where he was alway
made welcome, Mr. Withers and his wife being anxious to
Jearn as much of his disposition as they could. They were
well satisfied with the result.

“T fancy I know what is in Penfold’s mind,” the rector
had said to his wife a few days after Ralph came down. 1
believe he has already quite settled it in his mind that some
day Mabel and this lad shall make a match of it.”

“How absurd, John. Why, Mabel is only @ child.”™

“Quite so, my dear; but in another thr
will be a young woman. I don’t mean tha
idea that they are going to take a fancy to each other at o
sent—only that tl\uy will do so in the future. You know he

s said that he intends to leave a slice of his fortune to her,
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and I have no doubt that this lad will get the main bulk of
his property. I have often told you about his engagement
to the lad’s mother, and how the breaking it off has affected
his whole life. It is natural that a lonely man as he is
should plan for others. He has no future of his own to look
forward to, so he looks forward to someone else’s. He has
had no interest in life for a great many years, and I think
he is making a new one for himself in the future of our girl
and this lad.

“As far as I have seen of the boy I like him. He is evi-
dently a straightforward, manly lad. I don’t mean to say
that he has any exceptional amount of brains, or is likely to
set the Thames on fire; but if he comes into the Penfold
property that will not be of much importance. He seems
bright, good-tempered, and a gentleman. That is quite
good enough to begin with. At any rate, there is nothing
for us to trouble about. If some day the young people get
to like each other the prospect is a good one for the child;
if not, there’s no harm done. At present there can be no
objection to our yielding to Penfold’s request and letting
them ride about the country together. Mabel is, as you say,
little more than a child, and it is evident that the lad regards
her rather in the light of a boy companion than as a girl.

«She is a bit of a tomboy, you know, Mary, and has very
few girlish notions or ideas. They evidently get on capitally
together, and we need not trouble our heads about them but,
let things go their own way with a clear conscience,”

At the end of the time agreed upon Ralph returned home.

«And so, Ralph, you have found it better than you ex-
pected ¥ his mother said to him at the conclusion of his first
meal at home.

“Much better, mother. Mr. Penfold is awfully kind, and
lets one do just what one likes. His sisters are hateful
women, and if I had not been ing in the house I should
certainly have played them some trick or other just to pay
them out. I wonder why they disliked me so wmuch, I
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could see it directly I arrived; but, after all, it didn’t matter
much, except just at meals and in the evening. But though
Mr. Penfold was so kind, it would have been very stupid if
it had not been for Mabel Withers. We used to ride out or
She was a capital walk
and very jolly—almost as good as a boy. She said several
times that she wished she had been a boy, and I wished so
too. Still, of course, mother, T am very glad I am back.
There is no place like home, you know; and then there are
the fellows at school, and the games aml the sea, and all
sorts of things; and it’s a horrid nuisance to think that I
have got to go down there regularly for my holi Still,
of course, as you wish it, I will do so; and now that T know
what it is like it won’t be so bac ﬂnm time. Anyhow, I
am glad T have got another ten days before school begins.”

The following morning Ralph went down to the beach.
«Why, Master Conway,” an old fisherman said, “you are
a downright stranger. I have missed you rarely.”

«T told you I was going away, Joe, and that I shouldn’t
get back until the holidays were nearly over.”

“T know you did,” the fisherman replied. —“Still it does
scem strange without you. Every time as I goes out I say
to Bill, ‘If Master Conway was at home he would be with us
to day, Bill. It don’t seem no w natural without him.”
And there’s been good fishing, too, tk on, first rate;
and the weather has been just what it should be.”

«Well T am back now, Joe, anyhow; and I have got ten
days before school begins again, and I mean to make the
most of it. Are you going out to-day?”

«At four o'clock,” the fisherman said. “Daylight fishing
ain’t much good just now; we take twice as many at night.”

“No trouble with the Frenchies?”

“TLord bless you I ain’t seen a French sail for months.
Our cruisers are too sharp for them; though they say a good
many privateers run in and out of their ports in spite of all
we can do, and a lot of our ships get snapped up. But we
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don'’t trouble about them. Why, bless your heart, if one of
them was to run across us they would only just take our
fish, and as likely as not pay us for them with a cask or two
of spirits. Fish is a treat to them Frenchies; for their fish-
ing boats have to keep so close over to their own shores
that they can’t take much. Besides, all their best fishermen
are away in the privateers, and the lads have to go to fight
Boney’s battles with the Austrians or Russians, or Spanish
or our chaps, or else to g on hoard their ships of war and
spend all their time cooped up in harbour, for they scarce
show now beyond the range of the guns in their forts. Well,
will you come this evening?”

“Yes, I think so, Joe. My mother doesn’t much care about
my being out at night, you know; but as I have been away
all this time to please her, I expect she will let me do what
I like for the rest of the holidays.”

“Don’t you come if your mother don’t like it, Master
Conway; there is never no good comes of boys vexing their
mothers. I have known misfortune to follow it over and
over again. Boys think as they know best what's good for
them; but they don'’t, and sooner or later they are sure to
own it to themselves.”

“I shouldn’t do it if I knew she really didn’t like it, Joe;
but T don’t think she does mind my going out with you at
any time.  She knows she can trust you, Besides, what harm
could come of it? You never go out in very rough weather.”

““Pretty roughish sometimes, Master Conway.”

“Oh yes, pretty rough; but not in a gale, you know.
Besides, the Heartsease could stand a goodish gale, She is
not very fast, you know; but she is as safe as a house.”

““She is fast enough,” the old fisherman said in an injured
tone. “But you young gentlemen is never content unless
a boat is heeling over, gunnel under, and
thing she comes a What's the good of that e
fisherman? He goes out to catch fish, not to strain h
all over by running races against another. Now an hour
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faster or slower makes no difference, and the Hearfsease is
ast enough for me, anyhow.”

“No she isn't, Joe. I have heard you use bad langu
enough when anything overhauls and passes her on the way
back to port.”

“Ay, that may be,” the fisherman admitted; “and on the
way home I grant you that a little more speed might be an
advantage, for the first comer is sure to get the best market.
No, the Heartsease ain’t very fast, T own up to that; but she is
safe and steady, and she has plenty of storage room and a
good roomy cabin as you can stand upright in, and needn’t
break your back by stooping as you have to do on board
some craft I could name.”

“That's true enough, Joe,” the boy said.

“But what's more, she’s a lucky boat; for it’s
she goes out without getting a good catch.”

T think that's more judgment than luck, Joc; though
there may be some luck in it too.”

“I don’t know about that, Master Conway. Of course
one wants a sharp eye to see where the shoals are moving;
but I believes in luck. Well, sir, shall I see you again before
the afternoon #”

“T don’t much expect so, Joe. I have got to call at some
other places, and T don’t suppose I shall have time to get
down before. If I am coming I shall be sure to be punct;
50 if T am not here by four, go off without me.”

Mrs. Conway made no objection when Ralph proflered
his request. He had sacrificed the greater part of his holi-
days to carrying out her wishes, and pay
Penfold; and although she did not like his being out all
night fishing, she could not refuse his request; and, in-
deed, as she knew that Joe Kni
and not fond of the bottle, ther
she should object. She, therefore, \hwxful
ing at the same time, “T will pack a basket for you before
you start, Ralph. There is a nice piece of cold meat in the

ldom that
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house, and I will have that and a loaf of bread and some
cheese put up for you. I know what these fishing excur-
sions are; you intend to be back at a certain time, and
then the wind falls, or the tide turns, or something of that
sort, and you can’t make the harbour. You know what a
fright you gave me the very first time you went out fishing
with Joe Knight. You were to have been back at five o’clock
in the afternoon, and you did not get in until three o'clock
the next morning.”

«] remember, mother; and there you were on the quay
when we came in. I was awfully sorry about it.”

«\Well, I have learnt better since, Ralph; and I know
now that there is not necessarily any danger, even if you
don't come back by the time I expect you. And of course
each time T have fidgetted and you have come back safe,
1 have learned a certain amount of sea-knowledge, and have
come to know that sailors and fishermen are not accountable
for time; and that if the wind drops or tide turns, they
are helpless in the matter, and have only to wait till a breeze
comes up again.”

T think, mother, you ought to like my going out at
night better than in the daytime.”

“Why, Ralph?”

“Because, mother, if I go out in the daytime and don’t
get back until after dark, you worry yourself, and having no
one to talk to, sit here wondering and wondering until you
fancy all sorts of things. Now, if I go out in the evening, and
I don’t come back in the morning at the hour you expect,
you see that it is fine and bright, and that there is nothing
to make you uneasy; or if you do feel fidgetty, you can walk
down to the beach and talk to the boatmen and fishermen,
and of course they can tell you at once that there’s nothing
to worry about, and very likely point the boat out to you
in the distance.”

«Well, Ralph, perhaps that is so, although T own I never
looked at it in that light before.”
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CHAPTER IIL
RUN DOWN.

HERE'S a nice breeze,” Ralph said as he joined the

fisherman at the appointed hour.

“Yes, it's just right; neither too light nor too Im\}.
rather tlm,]\, and I shouldn’t be slnpu»ul if wi
but that again don’t matter.” For in those days not one
ploughed the waters of our st for e fifty that now
malke their w. long it. There were no steamers, and the
fear of collision was not ever in the minds of those a se

“Where'’s Bill, Joe?”

“The young scamp!” the fisherman said angrily. “No-
thing will do for him but to go a-climbing up the cliff this
morning; and just arter you left us, news comes that the
young varmint had fallen down and twisted his foot, and
doctor says it will be a fortnight afore he can put a boot on.
Then the old woman began ing over him; while, as T
told her, if anyone ought to cry it would be me, who's got
to hire another boy in his place to do his work. A touc
the strap would be the best thing for him, the young rasca

“You are not going to take another boy out to-ni
you, Joet”

«No, Master Conway, I knows you like a-doing things.
You have been out enough with me to know as much about
it as Bill, and arter all there ain’t a very great deal to do.
The trawl ain’t a heavy one, and as I am accustomed to
work it with Bill T can do it with you.”

The Heartsease was a ed half-decked boat of some
twenty-six feet long and eight feet beam. She was very deep,
ied three tons of stone ballast in her bottom. She
about six feet of water. She had a lot of free board,
and carried two lug-sails and a small m

They gotin the small boat and rowed off to her.

en.
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“There was no call for you to bring that basket, Master
Conway. 1 know you are fond of a fish fried just when it
is taken out of the water; and I have got bread and a keg
of beer, to say nothing of a mouthful of spirits in case we
get wet. Not that it looks likely we shall, for I doubts if
there will be any rain to-night. I think there will be more
wind pcrlmps, and that it will get thicker; that's my view of
the weathe:

They sailed straight out to sea. Joe had fitted his boat to
be worked with the aid of a boy only. He had a handy
winch, by which he hoisted his heavy lug-sails, and when
the weather was rough hauled up his trawls. Of these
he carried two, each fourteen feet long, and fished with
them one out on each quarter. When he reached the fish-
ing ground six miles out, Joe lowered the mizzen lug and
reefed the main, for there was plenty of wind to keep the
boat going at the pace required for trawling under the
reduced sail. Then the trawls were got overboard, each
being fastened to the end of a stout spar lashed across the
deck, and projecting some eight feet on either side, by which
arrangement the trawls were kept well apart. They were
hauled alternately once an hour, two hours being allowed
after they were put down before the first was examined.

By the time the first net came up the sun had set. The wind
had freshened a bit since they had started, but there was no
sea to speak of. The night had set in thick, and the stars
could only oceasionally be seen. Joe had picked out two or
three fine fish from the first haul, and these he took down
and soon had frizzling in a frying-pan over the fire, which
he had lighted as soon as the boat was under sail.
are for you, Master Conway,” he said. “With your
n I shall stick to that ere piece of beef your mother
good enough to s Fish ain’t no treat to me, and
T don't often get m. Keep your eye lifting while T
am down below. There ain’t many craft ahoub in these
s, still we might tumble
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“T should not see a light far in this mist, Joe.”

“No, you couldn’t; and what's worse, many of them don’t
carry no lights at all.”

“It would be a good t]unw
malke all vessels carry lights

“Ay, ay lad; but you see in war times it ain’t always
ul | don’t want to show
her lights m 'my privateers that may happen to be cruis
about, and_you may be sure that the privateer don’t want
to attract the attention of peaceful traders until she is close
upon them, or to come under the eye of any of our cruisers.
No, no; there ain’t many lights shown now, not in these
waters. Folks prefer to ri I\ the chance of running into
each other rather than that of heing caught by a French
privateer.”

Now that the trawls were out there was no occasion for any-
one to attend to the helm, consequently when Joe announced
that the fish were ready Ralph went down and joined him
in the cabin. The first hours of the night passed quietly.
Once an hour a trawl was hauled in and got on board, and
as the catches were satisfactory Joe was in capital spirit

“You have brought good luck, Master Conway; and I
notices I generally do well when you ut with me. T am
getting. more fish to- night than T have any night for weeks,
and if it goes on like “this till morning I shall male good
thing of it. I wants it bad enough, for I am in arrears a
bit with my rent. The war has made everything so terr
dear that it is as much as a poor man can do to keep h
head above water

“What time is it now, Joe, do you think?”

“About two o'clock, I reckon. It will begin to get light
ina wu]-h, vvl ]\o\u , and at five we will up nets and m:
our way

i B arcely spoken when he shouted “Ship
Look out for yourself, lad!” Startled by the suddenness of
the cry Ralph looked round. He saw a crest of white

, if there was a law to

I
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foam a few yards away in the darkness. A moment later
something dark passed over his head and a rope brushed his
cheek, and as it did so a black mass struck the boat. There
was a crash, a shock, and the Heartsease, after first heeling
deeply over under the pressure, suddenly sank down like a
stone. Ralph had staggered under the force of the colli-
sion, and would have fallen back as the boat heeled over,
but instinctively he threw up his arms and his hand came
in contact with the rope that had an instant before touched
his cheek. He seized it with both hands, and threw his
legs round it as the boat went down from under his feet,
the whole thing being so sudden that it was nearly a
minute before he could realize what had happened. Then
he heard voices talking close by, and, as it seemed, above
him.

“Hullo!” he shouted. “Help!” A few seconds later
the light of a lantern was flashed down upon him. Then a
figure crawled out on the spar projecting above his head,
seized him by the collar, and lifted him from the bobstay
to which he was clinging on to the bowsprit. A minute
later he was standing on the deck.

“Thank you!” he exclaimed. “Have you seen anything
of the man who was with me? There were two of us on
board. If not, please look for him at once.”

“I am afraid it’s no use,” one of the men said, with a
strong foreign accent; “he has gone down and will never
come up again. You come along with me to the captain.”

An uneasy feeling seized Ralph as he listened. Ho could
see nothing, for the lantern had been placed in a bucket the
moment that he touched the deck. At this moment a hail
came from the stern of the vessel, and Ralph’s fears were at
once realized, for it was in French. The reply was in the
same tongue, and he was led aft. “Take him down below,
Jacques, and let’s see what he is like. We have suffered no
damage, T hope?”
as far as T could see by the I

icht of the lantern,




THE BOAT WENT DOWN FROM UNDER HIS FEET.
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but the carpenter has gone below to see if she is making
water.”

The captain led the way down into the cabin. This was
comfortably furnished and lighted by a swinging lamp.
“Do you come down, Jacques, I shall want you to interpret.”

The captain was surprised when he saw by the light of
the lamp that the person they had rescued was a lad, well
dressed, and evidently above the condition of fishermen.

“Now, young sir, who are you,” he asked, “and what
have you to say for yourselft” The question was translated
by Jacques.

1 like that,” the lad said indignantly. “What have I
to say for myself! I think it’s what have you to say for
yourselves? We were quietly fishing when you ran over us
and sank the hoat and drowned my friend Joe, and haven’t
even stopped for a moment to see if you could pick him up.
I call it shameful and inhuman!”

The French captain laughed as Jacques translated the
speech, the purport of which he had, indeed, made out for
himself, for although he did not speak English he under-
stood it to some extent.

“Tell him it was his fault as much as ours. We did not
see him till we struck him. And as for his companion, what
chance was there of finding him on such a dark night as
this? Why, by the time we had hove round and got back
again we might not have hit it within a quarter of a mile.
Besides, if he had been alive he would have shouted.”

Ralph saw, when he understood what the captain
that there was truth in his words, and that the chanc
discovering Joe would indeed have been slight even had the
vessel headed round.

«May T ask,” he said, “what ship this is, and what you
are going to do with me?”

“The ship is La Belle Marie of Dunkirk, as to what we
are going to do with you it is not so easy to say. Of course
you can jump overhoard again if you like, but if not you

(868) 2
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can stay on board until we have an opportunity of putting
you ashore somewhere. How did you come to be on hoard
a fishing smack? For I suppose it was a smack that we
run down.”

«T live at Dover,” Ralph replied, “and had only come
out for a night's fishing.”

“Well, you are out of luck,” the captain said. “That
will do, Jacques. Take him forward and sling a hammock
for him. Hang up his clothes in the cook’s galley, they will
be dry by the time he wakes.”

Ralph asked no questions, as he was taken forward, as to
the character of La Belle Marie. Six guns were ranged
along on each side of her decks, and this, and the appearance
of the captain’s cabin, was sufficient to inform him that he
had fallen into the hands of a French privateer. The craft
had, indeed, left Dunkirk soon after nightfall, and was
making her way down channel with every sail set when sho
had run down the unfortunate fishing hoat.

Jacques, as he hung up the hammock, explained to the
sailors who crowded round the character of the passenger
who had so unexpectedly come on board,

“Poor lad,” one of the sailors said good-naturedly, “he
will be some time before he sees his mother again. He
hasn’t got a very bright look-out before him—a long
voyage, and then a prison. I will go and see if the cook
has got some water hot. A glass of spirits will do him
good.”

A few minutes later Ralph was wrapped up in a blanket,
and the warm glow produced by that and the glass of strong
grog soon sufficed to send him soundly to sleep, in spite of
the painful uncertainty of his position and of his sorrowful
thought of his mother, who would in the morning be inquir-
ing for him in vain. It was nearly mid-day before he wolke,
Looking round he saw that he had the forecastle to himself,
His clothes were lying on a chest close by, and in a few
minutes he was on deck. A sense of disappointment stole
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over him. He had, while he was dressing, entertained the
lmpc that on going on deck he should see an English
in pursuit; hut the wind had dropped and it w;
and his vision was confined to a circle a quarter of a mile in
diameter. Jacques nodded to him good-temperedly, for all
on board the privateer were in hn,h spirits. Their voyage
had begun propitiously; the darkness of the preceding mum
had enabled them to run the gauntlet of the British cruisers
in the narrow part of the ch:umd they were now well down
the coast of France, and the fog reduced their chances of
being seen by an enemy to a minimum,

““Where about are we?” Ralph asked.

“We are somewhere off the mouth of the Seine, and T
guess some fifteen miles from land.”

“Oh, we are working down the channel then,” Ralph
“And where are we going to?”

“Ah! that question is for the captain to answer if he
chooses,” Jacques said.

“Are we going to touch at the next French port?” Ralph
asked anxiously.

“Not that I know of, unless we have the luck to pick up
one of your merchantmen, and we might then escort her
into port. But unless we do that we do not touch anywhere,
luckily for you; because, after all, it is a good deal ple:
cruising in the Belle Maric than kicking your heels inside a
prison. I know pretty well, for I was for four
in your English town of Dorchester. That is how I came
to speak your lang It was a weary time of it; though
we were not badly treated, not half so bad as I have heard
that the men in some other prisons were. So I owe you
English no ill-will on that account, and from what I have
heard some of our prisons are worse than any of yours. I
used to knit stockings and wraps for the neck. My old
mother taught me when I was a hoy. And as we were
allowed to sell the things we made I got on pretty com-
fortable. Besides, what's the use of making yourself un-
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happy? I had neither wife nor children to be fretting about
me at home, so I kept up my spirits.”

“How did you get back?” Ralph asked. “Were you
exchanged ?”

“No,” Jacques answered. I might have waited long
enough before that. I can’t make out myself why the two
governments don’t agree to exchange prisoners more quickly.
1 suppose they take about an equal number. ~ Your men-of-
war ships capture more prisoners than ours, but we make
ap for it by the numbers our privateers bring in. At any rate
they might exchange as many as they can, say once in six
months. One would have thought they would be glad to
do 50 s0 as to save themselves the trouble and expense of
looking after and feeding such a number of useless mouths,
Governments always have curious ways.”

“But how did you get away from prison?” Ralph asked.

“It was @ woman,” the man replied. It is always
women who help men out of serapes. It was the wife of
one of the jailers. She used to bring her hushand’s dinner
sometimes when we were exercising in the yard. When
1 first went there she had a child in her arms—a little
thing about a year old. I was always fond of children; for
we had a lot at home, brothers and sisters, and I was the
eldest. She saw me look at it one day, and I suppose she
guessed it reminded me of home. So she stopped and let
me pat its cheek and talk to it. Then I knitted it some
socks and a little jacket and other things, and that made
a sort of friendship between us. You can always win
a woman’s heart by taking notice of her child. Then she
got to letting me carry it about on my shoulder while she
took her husband’s dinner in to him, if he did not happen to
be in the yard. And when the little thing was able to
totter it would hold on to my finger, and was always content
to stay with me while she was away. So it went on till the
child was four years old.

“One day it was running across the court to its mother
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as sho came out from the prison. Two of the men were
what you call skylarking, and running one way while the
child was running the other. One of them knocked it down
heavily. It was an accident, and if he had picked it up
and been sorry, there would have been an end of it; but
instead of that the brute burst into a loud laugh. Ly this
time I was as fond of the child as if it had hccu my own,
and I rushed furiously at him and knocked him down. As
he sprang to his feet he drew a knife he used in wood-
carving and came at me. I caught the blow on my arm
and closed with him, and we fell together. The guard
in the yard rushed up and pulled us apart, and we both
got a fortnight’s close confinement for fightin;

“The first time I came into the »\‘u:l gain and met the
woman with her child, the little one ran to me; but the
woman, a little to my surprise, said nothing. As she
passed I lifted the child up, and after giving me a hug
and a kiss she said: ‘Mammy gave me this to give to
you;’ and she put a lttle note into my hand, I took the
first opportunity to read it in a quiet corner. It was as
—1I saw how nobly you stood up

Now I will do so. It will not be easy, but
Do not be impatient; the child will give
you .mutln,- note when I have quite arrang
not talk much to you in future, or else when you
have got away I may be suspected; so do not be surprised
at my seeming cold.’

““After that the woman only brought her child once a week
or 50 to the prison, and only gave me a nod as she passed
through the yard. Upon the third visit of the child it
gave me a little packet containing two or three small steel
saws and a little bottle of oil. On the paper which held
them was written, ‘For the bars. You shall have a rope next

thi
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time.” Sure enough next time the child had hidden in its
frock @ hank of very thin cord, which I managed as I was
playing with her to slip unobserved into my breast. ‘Mammy
says more next time.” And next time another hank came.
There was a third, and a note, “Tiwist the three ropes together
and they will be strong enough to bear you. On the third
night from this, saw through the bars and lower yourself into
the court. There will be no moon. Go to the right-hand
corner of the court in the rear of the prison. Fasten a knife
to one end of the cord and throw it over the wall. T shall
be waiting there with a friend. Directly you feel the cord
jerked climb up to the top of the wall. If you can find some-
thing to fasten your end of the rope to you can slide down
it. If not, you must jump. There will be a hoat ready to
take you away.’

“It all turned out well. It was a pitch dark night, rain-
ing and blowing, and the sentries kept inside their boxes. I
got up to the top of the wall all right, and was able to fasten
the rope on to the spikes and slide down on the other side.
The woman was there with a man, whom she told me was
her brother. They took me down to a creek two miles away
and there put me on board a hoat, and I was rowed out to a
ing craft which at once set sail, and two days later
landed at Cherbourg. So that’s how I came to learn
English.”

“Did you ever hear whether the woman who helped you
was suspected?”

I saw her brother two months afterwards on one of the
trips that the craft he belonged to made. He said that of
course there were a great many inquiries made, and his
had been questioned closely. She swore that she

sist
had hardly spoken to me for the last two months, and
that she had given me nothing; which in a way was true
enough, for she had not handed them to me herself, The
prisoners bore her out about her not coming near me, for
it hiad been noticed that she was not as friendly as she had
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been. Some had thought her ungrateful, while others had
fancied that she was angry at my interfering and making
a tumult about the child. Anyhow, whatever suspicions
they might have had they could prove nothing. They for-
bade her entering the prison in future; but she didn’t mind
that so long as her husband, who had been employed a good
many years there, did not lose his situation. He had been
kept by her in entire ignorance of the whole affair, and was
very indignant at her having been suspected. I sent her
a letter of thanks by her brother, and a little present for
her and one for the child. The brother was to give them
to her as if from himself, so that the hushand \lmlllkl not
smell a rat, but of course to make her understand who they
came from.”

“Well, T only hope, Jacques,” Ralph said, “that when
I get shut up in one of your prisons I shall find some
French woman to aid me to escape, just as you found an
English woman to help you; only T ope it won't be four
years coming about.”

“T think we look sharper after our prisoners than you
do; still it may be. But it will be some time before you
e in prison; and if you play your cards well and learn
to speak our language, and make yourself useful, I do not,
think the captain is likely to hand you over to the authorities
when we get back to a French port again.

“I am quite to do my best to learn the langnage
and to make myself useful,” Ralph
a good thing to know French, esp
into the army some day; that is if I get back again in
time.”

«Oh, T think you will do so,” the man said. * You keep
up your spirits well, and that is the great thing. There
are many boys that would sit down and ery if tlley found
in such a scrape as you have got into.”
ph repeated indignantly. Yo don’t suppose
a boy of my age is going to cry like a girl! An English
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boy would be ashamed to cry, especially when Frenchmen
were looking on.”

Jacques laughed good-temperedly. “There would be
nothing to be ashamed of. We are not like you cold
English! A Frenchman laughs and sings when he is pleased,
and cries when he is sorry.  Why shouldn’t he?”

«Oh, I can’t tell you why,” Ralph replied, “only we
don’t do it. I don’t say I shouldn’t holloa out if I were
hurt very much, though I should try my best not to; but
I feel sure I shouldn’t ery like a great baby. Why, what
would be the good of it?”

Jacques shrugged his shoulders. “People are different,”
he said.  “A man is not a coward because he cries. I have
seen two boys fighting and pulling each other's hair and erying
all the time, but they fought on. They did not cry because
they were afraid.”

“Pulling each other’s hair!” Ralph repeated contemptu-
ously. “They ought to have been ashamed of themselves,
both of them. I don’t call that fighting at all. T should
call it disgusting.  Why, in England even girls would hardly
pull each other’s hair. I have seen two or three fights
between fishwomen in Dover, and even they did not go on
like that. If that's the way French boys fight, no wonder
our soldiers and sailors—"  But here it struck Ralph that
the remark he was about to make would be altogether out
of place under present circumstances. He was therefore
seized with an opportune fit of coughing, and then turned
the conversation by asking Jacques at what rate he thought
the vessel was slipping through the water.

A few minutes later the first mate came up and told
Jacques to inform Ralph that the captain had ordered him
to be supplied with clothes similar to those worn by the
rest of the crew, and that he was to be told-off to take his
post regularly as a boy in the starboard watch. Ralph was
well pleased at the news. He felt that his best chance was
to make himself useful on board, and to become one of the
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crew as soon as possible, so that in case an English merchant-
man was met with and captured he should not be sent with
her crew as a prisoner to a French port.  As long as he was
on board, various opportunities of escape nnwln present
themselves. He might slip away in port, or tho brig might
be captured b; an Ln"hsh cruiser or privateer; “hum,
once lodged in a I*unch prison, the chances of such good
fortune as had befallen Jacques were slight indeed. He
therefore at once turned to with alacrity.

That he would have a hard time of it for a bit he felt sure;
for although in Jacques he had evidently found a friend, he
saw by the sc owling glances of several of the men as he
passed 1 them that the national feeling told heavily
against him.  Nor was it surprising that it should he so.
The animosity between the two nations had lasted so long
that it had extended to individuals. Englishmen despised
as well as disliked Frenchmen. They were ready to admit
that they might be brave, but considered them as altogether

ing i strength. The popular belief was t
they were half-starved, and existed chiefly upon frogs and hot
water with a few bits of bread and scraps of vegetables in
it which they called soup, and that upon the sea especially
they were almost contemptible. Certainly the long succes-
sion of naval victories that our fleets had won afforded some
justification for our sailors’ opinion of the enemy. But in
fights between detached vessels the French showed many
times that in point of courage they were in no way inferior
to our own men; and indeed our victories were mainly due
to two causes. In the first place, the superior physique
and stamina of our men, the result partly of race and

partly of feeding; they were consequently able to work
Lhur guns faster and longer than could their adversaries.
In lhr_ second place the British sailor went into battle
with an absolute conviction that he was going to be vie-
torious; while the Frenchman, on the other lnml althoug]
determined to do his best to win, had from the first
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doubts whether the British would not be as usual vic-
torious.

It is probable that the French sailors hated us far more
than our men did them. We had lowered their national
prestige, had defeated them whenever we met them, had
blockaded their ports, ruined their trade, inflicted immense
damage upon their fisheries, and subsidized other nations
against them, and were the heart and centre of the coalition
against which France was struggling to maintain herself.
It was not therefore surprising that among the hundred and
ten men on board La Belle Maric there were many who
viewed Ralph with hostile eyes, and who only refrained from
personal violence owing to the strict order the captain had
given that he should be well treated.

Towards mid-day the fog lifted suddenly and the wind
freshened, and look-outs were stationed in the tops. There
was little hope indeed of any English merchantmen having
come over so far towards the French coast, but British
cruisers might be anywhere. A few distant sails could be
seen far out on the horizon proceeding up or down channel;
but the captain of La Bellz Maric had no idea of commenc-
ing operations until very much further away from the shores
of England. All day the vessel ran down the French
coast; and although he was a captive, and every mile reeled
off the log took him further from home, Ralph could mot
help admiring the speed at which the brig slipped through
ter, cutting the waves with her sharp bow and leaving
searcely a ripple behind her, so fine and clean was her run,
Very different was this smooth gliding motion from the
quick plunge and shock of the bluf-howed fishing boat to
which he was aceustomed. The sails had been scrubbed
until there was not a speck upon them. The masts were
lofty and tapering, the rigging neat and trim, and every stay
as taut as iron.

We could fight our ships better than the French, hut as
far as building and rigging went they were vastly our
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superiors; and the La Belle Marie looked to Ralph almost
like a gentleman’s yacht in its cleanness and order, and in
these respects vied with the men-of-war that he had so often
watched from the heights of Dover. He had, howeve
but little time for admiration; for he was kept at work
rubbing and polishing the guns and brass-work, and was not
idle for a minute from the time he came on deck dressed as a
cabin boy on the morning after he was picked up until sunset,
There were two French hoys about his own age forward,
and as soon as his work was done and the evening watch
set they began to torment him; for, acting as they did as
servants to the officers, they did not take share in the watch.

Fortunately Jacques had gone below at the same time as

Ralph; and when the boys, finding that their taunts had no
effect whatever upon Raiph, began to get bolder, and one of
them snatched off his cap, Jacques at once. “Look

Y ish boy is at
present one of the crew of this hlu, m.l Iw is just the same
treatment as anyone clse, so [ warn you if you
interfere with him you will have to fight him fairly. [
know enough of these English boys to know that with your
hands you \\uul«l not have the least chance with him. He
could thrash you both at once; for even little English bo;
do not wrestle, tear, and kick, but hi aight out jusf
the men do.

“With swords it would be different, but in a row between
you and him it would be just the naked hands. So I advise
you to leave him alone, for if you make him fight I will
i in ]awlnnl I
I was tre tml myself

and saw other French prisoner
treated. Before th
tables will bo turned, and that yon may find yourselves
prisoners in the hands of the English; so I recommend you
to behave to him in the same way you would like to be
treated yourselves if you were taken prisoners. 1 can see
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the lad is good-tempered and willing. He is a stranger here
among us all, he can’t speak a word of our language, and he
has a n5hc to fair treatment. When he gets to know our
language he will be able to shift for himself; but until he does
T mean to look after him, and anyone who plays tricks on
him has got to talk to me.”

As Jacques Clery was one of the most powerful and active
men on hoard the brig, this assertion was sufficient to put a
stop to practical joking with Ralph, and the lad had a much
easier time of it than he expected. The men, finding him
willing to work and anxious to oblige in every way, soon
took to him; and by paying attention to their talk, and
asking the French name of every object on board the ship, it
was not many days before Ralph found himself able so far
to understand that he could obey orders, and pull and haul
on any sheet that needed handling.

Upon_ the second day, the wind having dropped again,
more sail was set, and when the word was given to go
aloft he went up with the rest; and although he was of little
practical use in loosing the gaskets, he soon shook off his
ings of :lhcmnfnn. and nervousness on seeing how
carelossly and unconcernedly the men on each side/of him
did their work, and before he had heen many days at sea was
as quick and active aloft as any of the hands on board the
brig.  After running down nearly as far as Bordeaux the
vessel's head was pointed west, and by nightfall the French
coast was out of sight. A vigilant look-out was now kept,
one man being constantly stationed aloft, and by the in-
creased animation of the crew Ralph judged that they would
soon arrive at a point where they should be on the course of
homeward bound merchantmen. He had quite made up his
mind that, although ready in all other matters to do his
duty as one of the crew of La Belle Marie, nothing should
induce him to take part in a fight against his own country-
men.

As soon as night fell sail was reduced, and in the morning
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when at eight bells Ralph came on deck with his watch he
found that the whole of the upper sails had been taken off
her and the top sails lowered on the cap, and the brig w.
only moving through the water at the rate of two or three
knots an hour. He guessed that she must be just upon the
track of ships, and that her object in thus taking off sail was
to cateh sight of vessels in the distance while she herself
would be unobserved by them. During the course of the
day several sail were seen passing, but all at a considerable
distance.  Either the captain did not think that it was safe
to commence operations at present, or he did not like the
look of some of the passing vessels; but at any rate he made
no movement to close with any of them, and it was not
until nightfall that sail was again hoisted and the brig
proceeded on her course.

Ralph noticed that she carried no light, and that even the
binnacle was carefully shaded so that its light could not he
seen except by the helmsman. At midnight his watch went
on deck, and Ralph perceived that while he had been below
the sail had again been greatly reduced, and noticed that from
time to time the officer on watch swept the horizon with his
night-glass. He apparently observed nothing until about two
oelock, when he stood for some time gazing intently astern.
Then he turned, gave an order to a sailor, who went below,
and two or three minutes later the captain came on deck.
After speaking to the officer he too gazed intently astern.
Then the ship's course was suddenly changed, the sheets
eased off, and for half an hour she ran at a sharp angle to
the course she had before been following, then she was
brought up into the eye of the wind and laid too.

Although Ralph strained his eyes in the direction in which
the captain had been looking, he could see nothing; but he
had no doubt a sail had been seen coming up astern,
and that the object of the change of course was to let her
pass them without their being seen. He rather wondered
that, instead of running off the wind, the captain had not
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put her about so as to take her position to windward instead
of to leeward of the vessel behind; but he soon arrived at
the object of the manceuvre. There were no stars to be
seen, and the bank of clouds overhead stretched away to
the east, and the horizon there was entirely obscured; but
to the west the sky was lighter, and a vessel would be
clearly visible to the eye. The brig, therefore, in the posi-
tion she had taken up could not be seen, while she herself
would obtain a full view of the other as she passed her.

Tn an hour the other ship came along. She was a large
ship, full rigzed, and the French sailors, who had all come
on deck, now clustered against the bulwarks and eagerly
discussed her. She was about two miles to windward, and
opinions differed as to whether she was a man-of-war or an
Indiaman. Ralph rather wondered that the privateer had
not tried to get alongside in the darkness and take the
vessel by surprise, but he understood now that there was a
strong probability that the Belle Marie might have caught a
tartar and have suddenly run herself under the guns of a
British frigate. ~ As soon as the vessel had passed, the braces
were manned and the yards swung round, and the brig
continued her course. She was brought up almost to the
wind’s-eye and sailed as closely as possible, so that when
morning broke she should have recovered the leeway she
had made and should be to windward of the vessel she was
pursuing, no matter how much astern.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE PRIVATEER'S RENDEZVOUS.
HEN morning broke the vessel that the privateer had

been watching in the night was seen to be three
miles directly ahead. ~ She was a large vessel, and for some
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time opinions differed as to whether she was a fr
Indiaman; but when it became quite light a patch or two
in the canvas showed that she could not be a man-of-war, and
all sail was at once crowded on to the privateer. The other

hip at once shook out more canvas, but half an hour suf-
ficed to show that the privateer was much the faster vessel
The stranger took in the extra canvas she had set, and con
tinued her course as if altogether regardless of the pri
teer.

“They have made up their minds to fight,” Jacques said
to Ralph. “Now he finds that he can’t outsail us he has
ing canvas. She is a big ship, and 1
metal than we do. It may be that
she has troops on hoard.”

The 1t kept eating out to wind:
sition about a mile upon the starboard quarter of the
Indiaman, then the long pivot-gun was levelled and the first
shot fired. The crew had by this time all taken their places
by the guns, and Ralph and the other boys brought up
powder and shot from the magazine. It was not without
a struggle that Ralph brought himself to do this; but he
saw that a refusal would probably cost him his life, and
as someone else would bring up the car in his place
his refusal would not benefit his countrymen.

He had just come on deck when the gun was fired, and
saw the water thrown up just under the ship’s stern, and
the shot was dancing away to leeward. The next shot
struck the merchantman on the quarter. A moment later
the vessel was brought up into the wind and a broadside of
eight guns fired. Two of them struck the hull of the priva
teer, another wounded the mainmast, while the rest cut holes
through the sails and struck the water a quarter of a mile
to windward. With an oath the captain of the privateer
brought his vessel up into the wind, and then payed off on
the other tack.

The merchantman carried much heavier metal than he

d until she gained
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had given her credit for. As she came round too, some red
coats were seen on her deck. Apparently well satisfied
with the display she had made of her strength, the ship bore
off again and went quietly on her way, while the privateer
was hove to and preventer stays put to the mainmast.
Ralph remained below for some time; he heard the men
savagely cursing, and thought it was best for him not to
attract attention at present. The sails were lowered and
the brig drifted quietly all day; but about ten o'clock
Ralph heard a creaking of blocks, and knew that the sails
had been hoisted again. Half an hour later the watch below
was ordered to come quietly on deck. Ralph went up with
the rest.

For a quarter of an hour he could see nothing, and then
he made out a dark mass a few hundred yards to leeward;
immediately afterwards the helm was put up, and the brig
run down towards the stranger. Two minutes later there
was a sharp hail, followed instantly by shouts and the sound
of feet; but before the crew could gain the deck and pre-
pare for defence the brig was alongside, and a moment later
her crew sprang upon the decks of the stranger. A few blows
were given; but the resistance offered was slight, and in a
very short time the crew were disarmed or driven below,
and the vessel in the possession of the privateer. She
proved to be a small barque on her way out to the Mediter-
ranean. She carried only twenty hands and four small
guns, and was laden with hardware.

The privateer’s crew at once set to work upon her. At
first Ralph could not understand what they were about, but
he was not long in discovering. The wedges round the
mainmast were knocked out, the topmast lowered to the
deck, the shrouds and stays slacked off, and then the mast
was lifted and carried on hoard the brig. As soon as this
was done, the second mate of the brig with eight sailors
went on board as a prize crew. Everything was made
taut and trim for them by the brig's crew. The English
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prisoners had already been disarmed and battened down in
the hold, and the prize crew then hoisted sail and prepared
to take her under mizzen and foremast only to a French
port.  This, if she had luck, she would reach in safety, but
if on the way she fell in with a British privateer or cruiser
she would of course fall an easy prey.

No sooner was the barque on her way than the privateers-
men set to work to lift out their injured mainmast, and to
replace it with that they had brought on board from the
barque. When daylight broke anxious glances were cast
round the horizon; but although a few distant sails w
seen, none of these were following a course that would bring
them near the brig, and the ]mer without sail and with hu
foremast alone smnnluw would not be likely to be noticed.
Ralph could not help ad ng the energy with which the
crew worked. Ordinarily they were by no means a smart,
crew, and did their work in a slow and slovenly manner;
but each man now felt the importance of getting everything
into order before an enemy appeared, and so well did they
work that by mid-day the new mast was in its place, and
before sunset the topmast with all its yards and gear was
up and the sails ready for hoisting.

Ralph had been in a state of anxiety in the early part of
the night lest he should be sent on Doard the barque and
¢ ml as a prisoner to France. But no one seemed to give
a thought to him, and it was not until far on in the morn-
ing that the captain happened to notice him hard at work
with the res

“Ah, are you there?” he said. “If I had tlmnght of it
1 should have sent you into Brest in the barque.”

Ralph did not understand the words but he guessed at
the meaning, and said smiling, “I am quite content to
remain where I am.”

“Tell him, Jacques Clery, that T have noticed that he
works willingly, and as long as he behaves well he shall
have the same treatment as if he belonged really to the

(858)
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crew; but warn him that if he is caught at any time making
a signal, or doing anything to warn a vessel we may be
approaching, his brains will be blown out at once.”

Jacques translated the warning.

“That's all right,” Ralph said. “Of course I should
expect nothing else.”

As soon as the repairs were completed the sails were
hoisted and the brig proceeded on her way. In the days
that followed it seemed to Ralph that the tactics of the
privateer had changed, and that there was no longer any
idea of making prizes. A sharp look-out was indeed kept
for any English crusiers, but no attention was paid to any
sail in the distance as soon as it was determined that these
were not ships of war. Four days later, instead of there
being as before five or six sail in sight at one point or other
of the horizon, the sea was absolutely deserted. He re-
marked upon this to his friend Jacques. The latter laughed.

“We are out of their course now, my lad. We passed
the latitude of Cape St. Vincent yesterday evening, and we
are now pretty well off the coast of Africa. Nine out of
ten of the ships we have seen were either bound to the
Mediterranean or on their way home. Now that we have
passed the mouth of the Straits we shall not run across
many sail.”

“Where are we going to, then?” Ralph said.

«Well, T don’t think there is any harm in telling you
now, that we are bound south, but how far is more than I
know. I expect first we shall go west and try and pick up
some among the islands, and after that perhaps
go round the Cape and lie in wait for Indiamen on their
way home. You see, one of those ships is worth a dozen
of these Mediterranean traders, and one is not hothered
down there as one is between the Straits and the channel
with your cruisers and privateers; they swarm so there that
one can_hardly fire a gun without bringing them down on
us. I don’t suppose the captain would have meddled with
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that Indiaman if it hadn’t been that he thought the owners

would be pleased by a prize being sent in so soon. As to

the barque, we were obliged to take her to get a new mast.

Tt would never have done to have started on a long cruise

with a badly-injured spar.”

“But I should think it would be di
zes from the West Indies,” Ralph said.

“Well, you see, although you have taken most of our

lands, there are still two or three ports we can take prizes

into. Besides, we can take the best goods out, and if the
ship ain't worth the risk of sending to England burn her.

Then, too, one can spare hands for prizes better there;

because one can alway:

Mulattos, or Blacks—in their plac
“But you can’t do that in the case of the Indiamen.”
“No; but a single laden Indiaman i gl 2y

well for all our trouble. We can put a crew of thirty hands

on board her and send her home. There is little risk of a

recapture till we get near France. We have only to hoist

the English flag if we do happen to meet anything.”

Ralph was glad to hear that the ship was bound for the
West Indies, as he thought opportunities for escape would
Madeira
was sighted three days later, and after running south for
another four or five hundred miles, the brig bore away for
the west. By dint of getting J. L]ucs Clery to translate
sentences into French, and of hearing nothing but that lan-
guage spoken round him, Ralph had by this time begun to
make considerable progress in the langiiage. Not only was
he anxious to learn it for the sake of ing away the time
and making himself understood, but his efforts were greatly
stimulated by the fact that if any of the crew addressed
him in French a cuff on the head was generally the penalty
of a failure to comprehend them. The consequence was
that when six we iling the cry of land was
shouted by the look-out in the tops, Ralph was able to

lt to send home

pr

s ship a few fresh hands—Spaniards,
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understand almost everything that was said, and to reply in
French with some fluency. As the brig sailed along the
wooded shores of the first island they fell in with, Ralph
was leaning against the bulwarks watching with deep inter-
est the objects they were passing.

“I can guess what you are thinking about,” Jacques Clery
said, taking his place quietly by his side. “I have heen
through it all myself and I can guess your feclings. You
are thinking how you can escape. Now, you take my advice
and don’t you hurry about it. You are doing weil where
you are. Now you begin to talk French and understand
orders it’s a good deal easier for you than it was, and the
men are beginning to regard you as one of themselves; but
you may be sure that you will be watched for a time. You
see, they daren’t let you go. If you were to get to one of
the English ports here we should have five or six of your
men-of-war after us in no time.

STf it was not for that T don’t suppose the captain would
object to put you ashore. He has evidently taken a fancy
to you, and is pleased with the way in which you have
taken things and with your smartness and willingness.
Besides, I don’t think he considers you altogether as a
prisoner. Running you down in the way we did in the
channel wasn't like capturing you in a prize, and I think
if the captain could see his way to letting you go without
risk to himself he would do it. ~As he can’t do that he will
have a sharp watch kept on you, and I advise you not to be
in any hurry to try to escape. You must remember if you
were caught trying it they would shoot you to a certainty.”

I should be in no hurry at all, Jacques, if it were not
that the brig is hunting for English vessels, Yon know
what you would feel yourself if you were on board a ship
that was capturing French craft.”

“Yes, that is hard, no doubt,” Jacques agreed; “and I
don't say to you dow't escape when you get a chance, I only
say wait until the chance is a good one. Just at present
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we are not specially on the look-out for prizes. We are
going to join two other vessels belonging to the same
owners. They have been out here some time and have got
a snug hiding-place somewhere, though I don't think any
one on board except the captain knows where.”

For three weeks the brig cruised among the islands.
They had picked up no prizes in that time, as the captain
did not wish to commence operations until he had joined
his consorts and obtained information from them as to the
British men-of-war on the station. They had overhauled
one or two native craft, purchased fish and fruit, and
cautiously asked questions as to the cruisers. The answers
were not satisfactory. They learned that owing to the
numbers of vessels that had been captured by the privateers
a very mt look-out was being kept; that two or three
French craft that had been captured by the ernisers had
been bought into the service, and were constantly in search
of the headquarters of the privateers. This was bad news;
for although the brig with her great spread of canvas could
in light winds run away from any of the ships of war, it
was by no means certain she would be able to do so from
the converted privateers.

One morming two vessels—a schooner and a bri
seen coming round a headland. The captain and officers
examined them with their telescopes, and a flag was run up
to the masthead.  Almost immediately two answering
were hoisted by the strangers, and an exclamation of saf
faction broke from the captain:

“We are in luck,” he said. “If we had not run across
them we might have had to search for the rendezvous. I
have got the spot marked down on the chart, but they told
me before sailing that they understood it very difficult.
to find the entrance, and we might pass by within a hundred
yards without noticing it.”

In half an hour the ships closed up together, and the
captains of the other crafts came on hoard in their boats.

—were
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A hearty greeting was exchanged hetween them and the
captain of Ta Belle Marie, and the three then descended to
the cabin. After a time they reappeared, and the visitors
returned to their respective ships. Five minutes later the
schooner got under weigh and La Belle Maric followed her,
leaving the other brig to continue her cruise alone. To-
wards evening the schooner ran in towards a precipitous
cliff, the brig keeping close in her wake. Ralph had no
doubt that they were now close to the spot the privateers
used as their rendezvous, but he could detect no opening
into the cliff ahead, and it looked as if the schooner was
leading the way to destruction. Not until within a cable’s
length of the shore could any opening be discovered by
the keenest eye. Then when the schoomer was within
her own length of the cliff her helm was put about. She
came round, and in a moment later disappeared. An
exclamation of surprise broke from all on board the brig,
for they now saw that instead of the cliff stretching in an
unbroken line it projected out at one point, and the pre-
cipitous headway concealed an extremely narrow passage
behind it.

A moment later the brig imitated the manceuvre of the
schooner and passed in between two lofty cliffs, so close that
there were but a few yards to spare on either side of her.
Tifty yards ahead the channel made a sharp turn again, and
they entered a basin of tranquil water three or four hundred
yards across. At the further end the shore sloped gradually
up, and here several large storehouses had been erected, and
ways laid down for the convenience of hauling up and re-
pairing the vessels.

“What do you think of that, youngster?” Jacques said
exultantly. <A grand hiding-place is it not?”

«It is indeed,” Ralph replied. “Why, they might cruise
outside for weeks looking for the place and they wouldn’t
find it, nnless a boat happened to row along at the foot of
the clif
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As soon as the anchor was down the crew were at once
given leave to go ashore, and ramble about to stretch their
legs after their two months’ confinement on board. Ralph
was proceeding to take his place in one of the hoats when
the captain’s eye fell upon him.

«Come below with me, young fellow,” he said in French.
“Jacques Clery, I shall want you too.”

“I do mot think there is much need of interpreting,
captain,” the sailor said, as he followed the others into the
bin. “The lad can get on very fairly in French now, and
will certainly understand the sense of anything you may
say to him.”

“Look here, my lad,” the captain began, ““you have been
fairly treated since you came on hoard this brig.”

T have been very kindly treated,” Ralph said. “T have
nothing whatever to complain of.”

“ And we saved your life did we not?”

“Yes, sir, after first nearly taking it,” Ralph said with a
smile.

““Ab, that was just as much your fault as ours. Little
fish ought to get out of the way of great ones, and I don’t,
consider we were in any way to blame in that matter.
Still there is the fact in the first place we saved your life,
and in the second we treated you kindly.”

“T acknowledge that, sir,” Ralph said earnestly; “and T
feel very grateful. You might have sent me with the crew
of that barque to prison had you chosen, and I am thankful
to you that you kept me on board and have treated me as
one of the crew.”

“Now, what T have to say to you is this, lad: T know
that you are comfortable enough on board, and I have
noticed that Jacques here has taken you specially under 1
wing. You work willingly and well and have the makings of
a first-class seaman in you; still I can understand that you
would much rather be with your own people, and would be
rather aiding them in capturing us than in aiding us to




72 AN OPTION.

capture them. Consequently you will if you see an oppor-
tunity probably try to escape. I shall take as good care as
1 can to prevent you from doing so, and shall shoot you
without hesitation if I catch you at it. Still you may
escape, and I cannot run the risk of having this place
discovered and our trade knocked on the head. I therefore
offer you an alternative. You will either give me your
solemn oath not in any case to reveal the existence of this
place, or T will put you on shore in charge of the party who
Temain here, and you will stop with them a prisoner till we
sail away from this cruising ground, which may be in three
months or may be in a year. What do you say? Don't
answer me hastily, and do not take the oath unless you are
convinced you can keep it however great the temptation
held out to you to betray us.”

Ralph needed but a minute to consider the proposal.
The oath did not bind him in any way to abstain from
making an attempt to escape, but simply to guard the
secret of the privateer rendezvous. If he remained here
on shore he would have no chance whatever of escape, and
might moreover meet with very rough treatment from those
left in charge of him. “I am quite ready to take the oath
not to reveal the secret of this place, captain,” he said. “I
do not think that in any case after having been so kindly
treated by you I should have heen inclined to betray you.
However as you offer me the alternative I am ready to take
any oath you like of silence, and that oath I will assuredly
keep whatever pressure may be laid upon me, it being
understood of course that the oath in no way prevents my
taking any opportunity that may present itself of making
my escape.”

“That is quite understood,” the captain said. “That is
a mere matter of business. You try to escape if you ean; 1
shoot you if I catch you at it. But I do not think you are
likely to succced. But in justice to my employers and
friends I should not be justified in running even that slight
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risk unless convinced that if you succeed you will keep
silence as to this. Now, what oath will you take?”

“No oath can be more binding to me than my promise,
sir; but at the same time I swear upon my word of honour
that I will never give any information or hint that will lead
anyone to the discovery of this harbour.”

“That will do,” the captain said. “I have liked your
face from the moment you came on board, and feel that I
can trust your word.”

“T am sure you can do that, captain,” Jacques put in;
“from what I have seen of the boy I am certain he will
keep the promise he has made.”

“Very well then,” the captain said; “that is settled.
You can go on shore on the next boat, and I should advise
you to take the opportunity, for I warn you that you will
not get the chance of rambling on shore again until we
return here next time. You need not come on board before
to-morrow morning.”

Half an hour later Ralph went ashore with the last batch
of sailors. e soon found that a general license had been
granted. A barrel of rum and several casks of wine had
been broached, and the men were evidently bent upon
making up for the spell of severe discipline that they had
lately gone through.
cques Clery had gone ashore in the same boat with
Ralph.

“What are you going to do, lad?”

T am going for a walk,” Ralph said. “In the first place
everything is new to me and I want to see the vegetation;
and in the second place T can see that in a very short time
most of the hands will be drunk, and I daresay quarrelsome,
and I don’t want either to drink or quarr 1 think I am
better away from them.”

“You are right, boy, and I don’t care if I go too. We
will take a drink of wine before we start and fill up our
pockets with those biscuits. I will get the storekeeper to

J
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give us a bottle of wine to take with us, and then we shall
be set up for the day. This is my first voyage in these
parts; but I have heard from others of their doings, and
don’t care about getting a stab with a knife in a drunken
brawl. I can do my share of fighting when fighting has got
to be done, but I do not care for rows of this sort. Still T
know the men look forward to what you call a spree on
shore, and the captain might find it difficult to preserve dis-
cipline if he did not let them have their fling occasionally.”
Ralph and the sailor each took a biscuit and a draught of
wine, and soon afterwards started on their ramble provided
with food as arranged. Both were delighted with the
luxuriant vegetation, and wandered for hours through the
woods admiring the flowers and fruits, abstaining, however,
from tasting the latter, as for aught they knew some of the
species might be poisonous. Presently, however, they came
upon some bananas. Neither of them had ever seen this
fruit before, but Ralph had read descriptions of it in books,
Jacques had heard of it from sailors who had visited the
West Indies before. They therefore cut some bunches.
“Now we will bring ourselves to an anchor and dine. Time
must be getting on, and my appetite tells me that it must
have struck eight bells.” Jacques sat down on the ground,
and was about to throw himself full length when Ralph
observed a movement among the dead leaves; an instant
ater the head of a snake was raised threateningly within
striking distance of Jacques Clery’s neck as he sank back-
wards. Ralph gave a short cry—too late, however, to arrest
the sailor’s movements—and at the same moment sprang
forward and came down with both feet upon the snake.
“What on earth are you doing?” Jacques asked as he
scrambled to his feet. No answer was made to his question,
but he saw at once that Ralph was stamping upon the
writhing folds of a snake. In a minute the motion ceased.
“That was a close shave, Jacques,” Ralph said smiling,
though his face was pale with the sudden excitement, “T




“GIVE ME YOUR HAND, LAD.” 75

did not see it until too late to give you warning. It was
just the fraction of a second, and even as T jumped 1 thought
he would strike your neck before my hoot came on him.”

“You saved my life, lad,” the other said huskily, trem-
bling from head to foot, as he saw how narrowly indeed he
had escaped from death. “I have been in some hard fights
in my time, but I don’t know that ever I felt as I feel now.
I feel cold from head to foot, and I believe that a child
could knock me down. Give me your hand, lad. It was
splendidly done. If you had stopped for half a moment to
think I should have been a dead man. Good heavens!
what an escape I had.”

“I am glad to have been of service for once. You have
been so kind to me since I came aboard the brig that it is
fair that I should do you a good turn for once. I am not
surprised you are shaken, for I feel so myself. We had
better both have a drink of wine, and then we can see about
our meal.”

“No more lying down on the ground for me,” the sailor
said. “Once is enough of such a thing as that. However,
hand me the bottle. I shall feel better after that.”

Ralph looked about and presently discovered an open
space, free from fallen leaves or any other shelter for a lurk-
ing snake, and persuaded Jacques to sit down and eat his
biseuit and bananas in comfort. The sailor did so, but the
manner in which his glances kept wandering round him in
search of snakes showed that he had not yet recovered his
equanimity. When they had finished their meal Ralph
proposed that; they should climb up to the highest point of
ground they could find, and take a view over the island.
Two hours’ walking took them to the top of a lofty hill.
From the summit they were enabled to obtain a distant
view. The island was, they judged, some seven or eight
miles across, and fully twice that length. Several small
islands lay within a few miles distant, and high land rose
twenty miles off.
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“This must be a large island,” Ralph said. “Do you
know where we are, Jacques?”

“T have no idea whatever,” the sailor said; “and I don’t
suppose anyone on board, except the officers, has, any more
than me. The charts are all in the captain’s cabin; and T
know no more of the geography of these islands than I do
of the South Seas, and that’s nothing. It’s quite right to
keep it dark; because, though I don’t suppose many fellows
on hoard any of the three craft would split upon us if he
were captured, because, you see, we each have a share in
the profits of the voyage as well as our regular pay, and, of
course, we should lose that if those storehouses, which are
pretty well choked up with goods, were to get taken,
there’s never any saying what some mean scamp might do
if he were offered a handsome reward. So the fewer as
knows the secret the better.”

“Look, Jacques! Look at that full-rigged ship that has
just come out from behind that island. She looks to me
like a frigate.”

“And that she is,” the sailor replied. Carries forty
guns, I should say, by her size. English, no doubt. Well,
we had better go down again, lad. I must report to the
captain that this craft is cruising in these waters. Tt will
be dark before we are back, and I don’t want to be in the
woods after dark; there’s no saying what one might tread
on. I thought that we would stretch ourselves out under
the trees for tomight and go aboard in the morning, but I
feel different now.  Bless you, I should never close an eye.
So I proposes as we goes down so as not to be noticed by
them chaps up at the store, and then gets hold of a boat,
and rows on board quiet.”

“I am quite willing to do that, Jacques. I don’t think I
should get much sleep either in the woods.”

“No, I guess not, lad. Come along; the sun is half-way
down already, and T would not be left in these woods after
dark, not for six months’ pay. The thought of that snake
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makes me crawl all over. Who would have thought now,
when T lugged you in over the bowsprit of La Belle Maric
that night in the channel, that you were going to save my
life some day. Well, I don’t suppose, lad, I shall ever gt
quits with you, but if there is a chance you can count upon
me. You come to me any night and say I am going to
escape, Jacques, and I will help you to do it, even if they
riddle me with bullets five minutes afterwards.”

“T shall never ask that of you, Jacques,” Ralph said
warmly. “I consider we are quits now, though you may
not. Indeed, I can tell you that I don’t consider that two
months of kindness are wiped out by just taking a jump on
to the back of a snake.”

There were loud sounds of shouting, singing, and quarrel-
ling as they passed near the great fires that were blazing
near the storehouse. They reached the water-side without
notice, and taking a boat rowed off to the brig. The captain
looked over the side:

“Who is that ?”

“Jacques Clery and the English lad, captain.”

“You got tired of the noise on shore, I suppose?” the
captain said.

“Not exactly that, captain, for we have not been near
the others at all. We took a long walk through the woods
up to the top of the hill in the middle of the island, and we
came back for two reasons. The first hecause T have been
s0 badly scared by a snake, who would have bit me had not
this young fellow leapt on to its back just as he was about.
to strike me in the neck, that T would not have slept on the
ground for anything; and, in the second place, we came to
tell you that from the top of the hill we saw a large frigate
—English, I should say, from the cut of her sails—five or
six miles off on the other side of the island, and I thought
you ought to know about her at once.”

“Thank you, Jacques; that is important. I was going to
sail in the morning, but we must not stir as long as she is
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in the neighbourhood. So this young fellow saved your life
did he?

«That he did, captain; and it was the quickest thing you
ever saw. T was just lying down at full length when he
caught sight of the snake. There was no time to stop me;
no time even to cry out. He just jumped on a sudden and
came down on the brute as it was on the point of striking.
Had he stopped for one quarter of a second I should have
been a dead man hours ago.”

“That was a near escape indeed, Jacques. Are they
pretty quiet there on shore? I have heard them shouting
several times.”

“They seem quarrelling a bit, captain; but they are sure
to do that with all that liquor on hand.”

“They won't come to much harm,” the captain said. “I
gave the strictest orders that all weapons should be left
behind hefore they landed, and that any man carrying even
a knife would have his leave stopped during the rest of the
cruise. Besides, the first mate is there to look after them.
I will go ashore myself at daybreak and take a look round
from the top of that hill If that frigate is still cruising
about near the island it must be because they have got some
sort of an idea of the whereabouts of our hiding-place. We
must wait till she moves away. It won’t do to risk any-
thing.”

Upon the following morning the captain and Jacques,
accompanied by Ralph, landed. They passed close by the
storehouse, and saw the men still asleep round the extin-
guished fires. The captain called out the storekeeper:

“You can serve out one pannikin of wine to each man,”
1, “but no more. They will want that to pull them
ther. Tell the first mate to get them on board as soon
as possible, and set them to work to tidy up the ship and
rything ready for setting sail at a moment’s notice.
Tell him an English frigate is mpumd as close to the island.
T am going up to look after her.”

he
mé,
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Two hours” steady walking took them to the top of the
hill. There were no signs of any vessel as far as they could
see. The captain, who had brought his glass with him,
carefully examined every island in sight. Presently he
uttered an exclamation :

“There are three boats rowing together close under the
cliffs there,” he said, pointing to the nearest island. “No
doubt the frigate is lying behind it. They must be search-
ing for some concealed harbour like ours. Peste! this is
awkward. What do you think, Jacques?”

“I should say you were right in what you said last night,
captain.  They must have got an idea that our rendezvous
is somewhere here abouts, though they don’t know for
certain where, and they are searching all the island round.
If they come along here like that we shall be caught in
A vessel might sail close by without suspecting

an entrance here, however hard they might be

looking for it; but if they send boats rowing along the
shore they couldn’t help finding it. Still, there is nothing,
to prevent our sailing away now, as the island is between
us and them.”

“That is so,” the captain said. “But if they come while
we are away, in the first place they would capture all the
booty in the stores, and in the second place they might lie
quiet in the harbour and would sink the other ships when
they returned. I will go down to the port again, Jacques,
and will send up two of the men from the storehouse to
keep watch here, turn and turn about. Do you remain
here until you are relieved. I will leave my glass with you.
If there is anything fresh, leave the boy on watch and come
down with the news yourself. I must talk this matter over
with the mates. We have no direct interest in the stores,
but we must do the best we can for our owners.”

Jacques and Ralph watched the distant boats through
the glass until they disappeared round the end of the island,
then turned the glass seaward. Jacques was using it at the
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time. “See!” he exclaimed, “there are three sails together
there.”

T can see them plainly enough,” Ralph said. < What
do you make them out to he?”

«A schooner, a brig, and a three-masted vessel. They
are lying close together, and 1 fancy boats are passing
between them. However, I couldn’t swear to that. They
must be fifteen miles away. T expect they are our consorts,
and a merchantman they have captured.”

“Can they see them from the othe
Ralph asked excitedly.

T should say they could,” Jacques replied after pausing
to calculate the line of sight. *“It depends how far round
the frigate is lying, and how close inshore. But if they have
sent anyone up on the hill there, of course they can make them
out as plainly as we can.” Jacques handed the glass to Ralph.

“Yes, I think I can make out boats, Jacques. What
do you supposo they are doing?”

“Most likely they are transferring the valuable part
of her cargo on board.”

“What will they do with her then?”

“I expect they will let her go; but of course that
depends whether she is a new ship and worth taking the
risk of carrying her to France.”

“They don’t burn or sink her, then?”

“Noj there would be no good in that; for they wouldn't
know what to do with the erew. Of course they don’t
want the bother of prisoners here, and they wouldn’t want
to turn them adrift in the boats. They might land on some
island near and see us going and coming here, and carry
the news to some of your cruisers. No, I expect they will
take what is valuable and let them go—that is if the ship
isn’t worth sending home. I suppose that is so in this
case; for if they were going to put a prize crew on hoard
and send it to France, they would not be transferring the
cargo. Well, we shall see in another half hour.”

de of that island?”
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CHAPTER V.
THE BRITISH CRUISERS.

AN hour passed. During this time the watchers on the
hill saw that the brig had been lying alongside the
three-masted vessel, and felt sure that the cargo was being
transferred, then the merchantman’s sails were homed and
she slowly sailed away. For another hour the other two
craft lay motionless, then they hoisted sail and headed for
the island. There was a brisk, steady wind blowing, and
they came along fast through the water.

“We shall soon see now whether your frigate has made
them out,” Jacques said; “but T will not wait any longer
but will go and tell the captain what is going on. In
another hour the others will be up here to relieve you,
then you can bring down the latest news.”

Left alone, Ralph watched anxiously the progress of the
distant vessels, turning the glass frequently towards the
other island, beyond the end of which he momentarily
expected to see the white sails of the frigate appear. An
hour passed. The schooner and the bm were now within
about four miles of the nearest point o( the island, and
still there were no signs of the English ship. Presently
he heard voices behind him, and two French sailors
came up. Ralph was now free to return, but he thought
he had better wait until the brig and schooner reached
a point where they would be hidden by the island from
the sight of anyone who might be watching on the hill
six miles away.

In another half hour they had reached this point. No
signs had been seen of the frigate, and Ralph felt sure
that she must have been anchored in some bay whose head-
land prevented her seeing the approaching craft; for had
she noticed them she would assuredly have set out to

(558) F
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intercept them before they reached the island, which lay
almost dead to windward of them. He was just turning
to go when one of the men gave a sudden exclamation.
He turned round again and saw the frigate just appear-
ing from behind the other island. She was close-hauled,
and it was soon evident by her course that she was beating
up for the point round which the other two ships had dis-
appeared.

Ralph was puzzled at this; for if she had made out the
brig and schooner, her natural course would have been to
have made for the other end of the island, so as to cut
them off as they sailed past it; whereas they would now,
when they gained the extremity of the island, find them-
selves five or six miles astern of the other two craft. The
French sailors were equally puzzled, and there was a hot
argument between them; but they finally concluded that
her appearance at that moment must be accidental, and
sho could not have made out the privateers. They had
just told Ralph to run down with this news to the harbour
When a light was thrown upon the mystery; for from the
other end of the island from which the frigate had emerged
a large schooner appeared.  Every sail was set, and her
course was directed towards the other end of the island
upon which the watchers were standing. The two French
sailors burst out into a torrent of oaths, expressive of
surprise and alarm; for it was evident that from the course
the schooner was taking she intended to intercept the two
privateers, and engage them until the frigate came to her
assistance.

“Run, boy! run for your lifel” one of them exclaimed,
“and tell the captain. But no; wait a moment,” and he
directed the glass upon the schooner. A thousand curses!”
he exclaimed. It is the Cerf schooner the English cap-
tured from us six months ago. She is the fastest craft in
these waters. Tell the captain that I am coming after you,
but your legs will beat mine.”
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Ralph dashed off at full speed, but as soon as he had
fairly distanced the French sailor he began to run more
slowly. For the moment he had so entered into the feelings
of his companions that he had identified himself with them,
but now he had time to think, his sympathies swung round
to the English ship. He did not particularly want La Belle
Marie to be captured; for he had been so well treated on
board her that he felt no ill-will towards her. But her
capture meant his deliverance.

He thought over the matter as he ran, and wondered
first why the frigate did not take the line to cut the priva-
teers off, instead of going round by the other end of the
island. ~ He could only suppose that it was because the
schooner was the fastest vessel, and was more likely to
arrive in time at the point. Besides, if she showed there
before the privateers reached the point they might double
back again, and the frigate would make the other end of the
island before they were half-way back. It might be, too,
that the captain has suspected the truth, knowing that the
privateers had a in that neighl
hood, and that his object in remaining so long behind the
island was to give them time to enter their port in ignorance
of his being in the neighbourhood. At any rate, the great
thing was, that the schooner and brig should enter the little
harbour before knowing that they were pursued. Once in,
it would bhe impossible for them to get out again and beat
off shore with the wind blowing dead on the land, before
both the schooner and frigate had rounded their respective
ends of the islands.

Therefore, although Ralph ran fast enough to keep well
ahead of the sailor, he made no effort to keep up a greater
rate of speed than was necessary for this. As soon as he
reached the shore a hoat rowed off from the brig to fetch
him. He saw with satisfaction that although the men were
all on board, no preparations were made for getting under
way at once; and, indeed, the captain would have no anxiety
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for his own ship, as he would kuow that the privateers,
if they saw the frigate coming out to meet them, would
sail right away from the island, and the frigate would be
sure to pursue until out of sight of land.

“What news, boy?” the captain asked as the boat came
close alongside. “Is the frigate in chase of the others?”

“Yes, sir,” Ralph replied; “ the frigate and a schooner are
both in chase.”

“Which way are they bearing?”

“The privateers do not know they are chased, sir. The
frigate did not show round the island over there until the
schooner and brig were hidden behind the end of this island.
She made towards the western end, and the schooner is
making for the eastern end. The sailors who came up told
me to tell you that the schooner is the Cerf, one of the
fastest vessels out here.”

The captain uttered an exclamation of dismay, which
was echoed by those standing round him.

“Row out through the entrance,” he shouted to the
coxswain of the boat, “and warn the others of the danger!
Tell them to make straight out. If they come in here, we
shall all be caught in a trap together!”

The oars dipped in the water, but before the boat was
fairly in motion there was an exclamation, for the head sail
of the schooner glided in past the projecting cliff. A moment
later the whole vessel came into view.

“Bring the boat back alongside!” the captain shouted.
“Iwill go on board her at once. She may get out in time
yet!”

As the schooner rounded up her sails came down, and she
headed straight towards the brig. The captain of the Belle
Marie stood up in the stern-sheet of the boat, shouting and
waving his hands and gesticulating to them to get up sail
again. Those on board the schooner looked on in surprise,
unable to guess his meaning.

“There are two English cruisers, one coming round each
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end of the island!” he shouted as he he schy
“Giet out again if you can, otherwise they must catch us all
in here!”

The captain in the schooner at once saw the emergency,
and roared out orders. The boats were all lowered at once,
and the men tumbled on board. Hawsers were lowered
from the bows, and they began at once to tow her head
round, for there was not a breath of wind in the land-locked
harhour.

“How much time have we got?” the captain asked as the
schooner’s head came slowly round.

“Idon’t know,” the other captain replied. “It’sa question
of minutes, anyhow. Ah, here is the brig!” and the boat
dashed forward and gave similar orders to those that had
been given to the schooner.

“Gct them both round!” the captain shouted. I will
Tow out through the entrance and give you warning if these
accursed cruisers are in sight.”

The boat dashed through the narrow entrance, and at once
felt the full force of the breeze. “Dead on shore,” the cap-
tain muttered bitterly. “They will have to work right out
into the arms of one or other of them.”

They rowed a hundred yards out, when, beyond the
farthermost point they could see to the east, the sails of the
schooner were perceived.

“Take her round,” the captain said sharply. “It’s too
late now, we have got to fight for it.”

They rowed back through the entrance. The schooner
slowly towed by her boats was approaching.

“Tt is no use,” the captain said, “you are too late. The
schooner has rounded the end of the island, and with this
breeze will be here in half an hour. You never can work
out in time. Besides, they would see you come out; and even
if you got away, which you couldn’t do, they would come
back and capture the depot. We have got to fight for it,
that's evident; and the boats of a fleet could hardly make
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their way in here. We had best get the three craft moored
with their broadsides to the entrance. We will blow the boats
to tinder if they try to come in, and then we can load up
with all the most valuable goods and slip out at night-time.
That is our only chance.”

The captain of the schooner jumped into the boat, and
they again rowed out into the entrance. He saw at once
that the other’s advice was the only one to be followed. It
would be impossible to beat off the shore hefore the schooner
came up, and while they were talking the frigate appeared
round the other end of the island. They therefore returned
into the harbour. The Belle Mari¢'s anchor was raised, and
the three vessels moored head and stern across the harbour,
a hundred yards from the entrance. As soon as this was
done strong parties were sent ashore from each of the vessels,
and six heavy ship’s guns that had been landed from some
captured vessel were dragged from their place near the
storehouse and planted on the heights, so as to sweep the
narrow channel.

It was late in the evening before this was finished, and an
earthwork thrown up to shelter the men working the guns
from musketry fire. In the meantime the two ships of war
had met outside, and again separating cruised several times
from end to end of the rocky wall, evidently searching for
the entrance through which the privateers they had been
pursuing had so suddenly disappeared. In the morning the
French sailors were at work early, and two or three strong
chains were fastened across the mouth of the passage.

“Now,” the captain of the Belle Marie said exultingly, as
he regained the deck of his ship, “we are ready to give them
a warm reception. The boats of all the British cruisers on
the station would never force their way through that

Ralph had not been called upon to assist in the work of
preparation, he and Jacques having done their day’s work
in the journey to the top of the hill and back. He saw from
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the exultation in the faces of the Frenchmen that they con-
sidered their position was impregnable, and he shuddered at
the thought of the terrible carnage that would ensue if the
boats of the English vessels should try to force an entrance.
The following morning a look-out on the cliffs reported that
two boats had left the ships and were rowing towards the
shore.  On reaching the foot of the cliffs they rowed along
abreast at a distance of thirty or forty yards of the shores.
They stopped rowing at the mouth of the entrance, and
were suddenly hailed by the captain of the schooner, who
was standing on the cliff above.

“If you try to enter,” he said, “you will be destroyed at
once. We don’t want to harm you if you will leave us alone;
but we have guns enough to blow a whole fleet out of water,
and will use them if we are driven to it.”

“Thank you for your warning,” a voice shouted back
from the boats, and then an order was given, and they
rowed back to the ships.

“Well, have you found the place, Licutenant Pearson?”
the captain of the frigate asked as the young lieutenant
stepped on deck.

“Yes sir, we have found it. It is just where the boat
turned and came out again.”

] can see no signs of it now,” the captain said, examining
the shore with his telescope.

“No, sir; you wouldn't until you were within a hundred
yards of it. But rowing close in as we were we saw it
some time before we got there. The rocks overlap each
other, and there is a narrow channel some fifty yards long
between them. Apparently this makes a sharp turn at the
other end and opens out. We saw nothing of the vessels
we were chasing yesterday, but on high ground facing the
channel there is a battery of six guns planted so as to rake
anything coming in. There are some chains across the end.
‘While we were lying on our oars there we were hailed.”
And he then repeated the warning that had been given.
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“Nasty place to get into—eh?” the captain said thought-
fully.

“Yery masty, sir. You see, the guns would play right
down into the channel; then there are the chains to break
down, and perhaps more batteries, and certainly the ships to
tackle when we get inside.”

«Is there width for the frigate to enter?” the captain
asked.

“Just width, T should say, and no more, sir. We should
certainly have to get the yards braced fore and aft, but the
ship herself would go through with something to spare, T
should say.”

“What depth of water is there close in shore?”

“Plenty of depth, sir, right up to the foot of the cliffs;
but of course I can say nothing as to the depth in the
channel.”

“No, of course not,” the captain said. “Well, its some-
thing that we have run these pests to earth at last; but I see
it is going to be no easy matter to get at them.”

The captain now signalled to the captain of the schooner
to come on hoard, and when he did so the two officers retired
to the cabin together and had a long consultation. The
younger officer on coming on deck got into his boat, and
taking Lieutenant Pearson with him rowed for the cliffs, a
few hundred yards to the west of the inlet. Here they
could obtain a view of the channel and its surroundings.
Not a man was to be seen. The muzzles of the six guns
pointed menacingly down into the passage, and the chains
could be seen just above the water’s edge.

“I think we will go back now, Mr. Pearson. T really
think we ought to be very much obliged to those fellows for
not sinking us. I wonder what was their motive in letting us
off s0 easily?”

“I suppose they feel pretty confident that our report is
not likely to encourage an attack, and they think that if
they were to blow us to pieces it would only make Captain
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Wilson the more determined to destroy them. At least that
is the conclusion I came to as I rowed back last time.”

“Yes, I should think that is it,” the young captain said.
“It is certainly as awkward a looking place to attack in
boats as I ever saw. Of course were it not for the chains
my vessel could get in, and I daresay she has been in there
many a time before we captured her, but it would be a very
risky thing to take the frigate in without knowing anything
of the depth of water either in the channel or inside.”

Both returned to the frigate. “Mr. Pearson’s report is
fully borne out, Captain Wilson. It would be a most
desperate enterprise to attack with our boats. Half of
them would be sunk before they got to the chains; and
even if they got past them, which I doubt, there is no
saying what difficulties and obstacles may be inside.”

«And now about the frigate, Captain Chambers.”

«“Well, sir, that is for you to decide. I am quite ready
to take the schooner in; though with the plunging power of
that battery raking her fore and aft I say fairly that it
would be a desperate enterprise, and if she had not sufficient
way upon her to carry away the chains nothing could save
her. As to the frigate, it seems to me that she would run
an equal risk with the schooner, with the additional danger
that there may not be water enough for her.”

«Well, it certainly doesn’t scem to be an easy nut to
crack,” Captain Wilson said. “As we agreed before you
started, we should not be justified in risking both our vessels
in assaulting a place which is certainly extremely formidable,
and where there may not he water enough for the frigate to
float. Still the question remains, what is to be done? Tt
is no use anchoring here and trying to starve them out; they
may have provisions enough to last them for years for any-
thing we know. If the weather were to turn bad v hould
have to make off at once; it would never do to be caught
in a hurricane with such a coast as that on our lee. T might
send you to Port Royal with a letter to the admiral, asking
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him to send us two or three more ships; but I don’t like
doing thatwhen it is a mere question of capturing two rascally
privateers.”

1 think the admiral would be glad to send them,” the
younger captain said; “for these two vessels have done a
tremendous lot of damage during the last year. I believe
that upwards of twenty ships have reported being boarded
and stripped by them.”

“But if they came what could they do?” Captain Wilson
asked. “You see we consider it is not worth the risk of
throwing away two ships to force this passage, still less
would it be to risk four.”

“That is so, no doubt,” Captain Chambers agreed. “I
should suggest that however many of us there may be we
should all draw off and keep a watch at a distance. Of
course it would be necessary to approach at night, and to lie
behind the island somewhere in the daytime just as we did
yesterday, for from the top of that hill they can see any dis-
tance round.”

“Yes, and as soon as it is dusk they will have two or
three hours to get away before we can come round here.
Besides, with their night-glasses from the top of the cliffs
they will be sure to be able to make us out. There is only
one other way that T can see of getting at them, that is to
find a landing-place and attack them from on shore.”

“Ah! that’s a much more hopeful business. As far as I
saw yesterday there are cliffs all round the island; but it is
hard indeed if we cannot find some place where we can
manage to effect a landing.

This is the plan we must follow out. This afternoon an
hour before it gets dark you get up sail and make away as if
you were hound for Port Royal. I shall keep my station
here. They will think you have gone off to get some moro
ships. As soon asit is thoroughly dark bear round and come
back to the island; bring the schooner in close to the cliffs
on the other side and get into a bay if you can find one.
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You will then be out of sight altogether unless somehody
happens to look down from the edge of the cliffs above
you.

“Then search the whole of the back of the island with
boats, keeping at oar's length from the cliffs. There must
be some places where men can climb up, probably gulleys
worn by streams. Then to-morrow night sail round and
join me again. T will be waiting for you about two miles
off the land, and will show a light to seaward so that you
will know where to find me. Then we can talk matters
over, and you can get back to the other side again before
morning.”

‘While the captains of the two English vessels were
holding consultations a similar talk was going on hetween
the three captains of the privateers, and the conclusion they
arrived at was precisely similar to that of the English
officers. It was agreed that no attack was likely to be
made by the ships, as they would almost certainly be sunk
by the plunging fire of the battery as they came along the
channel; while an assault by the boats would be sheer
madness.

“We have only to wait and tire them out,” the captain
of the schooner said, rubbing his hands. “The first gale
from the north they must run for shelter, and before they
can come back to their station again we shall be gone. Of
course we will load well up beforehand with all that is
really worth taking away, and can let them have the
pleasure of destroying the rest after we have gone.”

“They will know all that as well as we do,” the captain
of La Belle Marie said.  “They will never be fools enough
to try and starve us out, but you are quite mistaken if you
think we are out of danger.”

«Why, what danger can there be?” the others asked.
“We have agreed they cannot attack us by the channel.”

“No, they cannot attack us from the channel, but they
can attack us from somewhere else now they know we are
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here. They will find some place where they can land and
take us in rear.”

An exclamation of dismay broke from the other cap-
tains.

“Sapriste! 1 never thought of that. Of course they can.
1 have never examined the coast on the other side, but there
must be places where they could land.”

“No doubt there are; and you may be quite sure that
is the cowrse they will adopt. These English are slow, but.
they are not fools; and I will bet ten to one that is the
next move they will be up to. If you like T will take a
score of my men and cross the island this afternoon, and
to-morrow will examine the whole line of shore. If there
are only one or two places they can land at we may be able
to defend them; but if there are four or five places far
apart our force won't be sufficient to hold them all, for they
could land two hundred and fifty men from those two ships,
perhaps a hundred more.”

“That is the best thing to be done, Vipon. Of course
you will send us word across directly you see how the land
lies. If we find that they can land in a good many places,
there will be nothing for us to do but to try and make a
bolt of it. Keeping close in under the cliffs at night we
may manage to give them the slip, or in any case one if not
two of us may get away. Better that than to run the risk
of being all caught like rats in a trap here.”

An hour afterwards the captain of the Belle Marie started
for the other side of the island with twenty picked men,
carrying with them their arms, axes, and two days’ provi-
sions.  The rest of the crews were employed during the day
in filling up the three vessels with the most valuable portion
of the booty in the storehouses, care being taken not to fill
the vessels so deeply as would interfere seriously with their
sailing powers. An arrangement had been made between
the captains that the Belle Marie should transfer her cargo
to the first vessel worth sending to France that she captured,
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receiving as her share one-third of its value if it reached
port safely.

The captain of the Belle Marie was well content with this

arrangement, for the storehouses contained the spoils of
upwards of twenty ships, and his share would therefore he
a considerable one, and he would only have to carry the
cargo till he fell in with an English merchantman.  All
speculation as to the British schooner’s whereabouts was put
an end to the next morning, by a message from Captain
Vipon saying she had been discovered lying close in under
the cliffs at the back of the island, and that her boats were
already examining the shore. An hour later the captain
himself arrived.
It is as I feared,” he said when he joined the other
captains; “there are three bays about two miles apart, and
at all of these a landing could be easily effected. The land
slopes gradually down to the edge of the sea. They might
land at any of them, and of course the guns of the schooner
would cover the landing if we opposed it.”

«Still we might beat them back,” one of the others said.
“We can muster about three hundred men between us, and
they are not likely to land more than that.”

T don’t think that would be a good plan,” Captain Vipon
said.  “To begin with, we can’t tell which of the three
places they may choose for landing at. We certainly can-
not hurry through the woods anything like so fast as they
can row along the shore, so that would place us at a dis-
advantage. In the second place, you know very well that
we can’t rely upon our men defeating an equal number of
these John Bulls; and in the last place, we should not gain
much if we did. We should lose a tremendous lot of our
men, and the schooner would go off and fetch two or three
more ships of war here, o that in the end they must heat us.
I think that there is no question that it will be better for us
to take our chances of escape now.

«Rither the schooner will come back to-night and tow
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the hoats of the frigate round the other side of the island,
or she will send a boat with the news that she has found a
landing-place, and then the frigate will send all her boats.
T don't think the attack will take place to-night; but it
may be made. It certainly won’t if the schooner comes
round, for the wind is very light. She will not leave her
anchorage until it is quite dark; and by the time she has got
round to the frigate, and the boats crews are ready to start,
and they all get to the back of the island, it will be morning.
If they send a boat it would reach the frigate after three hours
rowing; give them an hour to get ready and start, and three
hours to row back, so that brings it to nearly the same thing.
Besides, I don’t suppose in any case they would land before
‘morning, for they would run the risk of losing their way in
the woods. So my proposal is that at about two o'clock in
the morning we make a start, separate as soon as we get out
of the harbour, and each shift for himself. The frigate will
have more than half her crew away, and being so short-
handed will not be so smart with her sails, and will not be
able to work half her guns; so that at the outside two out
of the three of us ought to get safely off.”

“But suppose that the schooner happens to be round here,
and they make up their minds to wait a day before attacking,
we should have two of them after us then ; and that schooner
sails like a witch.”

I have thought of that,” Captain Vipon said. «My
idea is to put a man on the top of the cliff just above
where the schooner is anchored. If she is lying there he is
to light a fire a short distance back from the edge of the
cliff. There should be another man on the top of the hill.
‘When he sees the fire he shall show a lantern three times.
We will return the signal to let him know that we see it.
1f the schooner goes away early in the evening the look-out is
not to light the fire until he sees her returning, at whatever
hour it may be. The moment we see the light we will set sail.”

“But how about the two signallers}” one of the other
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captains said: Thoy would. be left behind and might not
get the chance of rejoining us again.”

T have thought of that too,” Captain Vipon, said. «T
have an English lad on hoard whom I picked up in the
channel. He is a smart lad, and has been working as one
of the crew. He would of course be glad to stay behind,
because it will give him the chance of rejoining his friends.”

“That would do capitally. But how about the other man?
You see, if he showed himself he would he made prisoner
and sent to England; if he didn’t show himself he might be
on this island for years before he got a chance of joining a
Trench ship. It would need a high bribe to induce any-
body to run such a risk as that.”

This was so evident that there was silence for two or
three minutes, then Captain Vipon spoke again. “I have
a man who wo\l]d be more likely to do it than anyone else
I think, because he has taken a strong fancy to this young
English boy. He is a good hand, and I don’t like losi
him; still the thing is so important that I should not hes
tate at that. Still we must offer him something good to
run the risk, or rather the certainty of imprisonment. 1
propose that his name shall be put down on the books of
all three ships, so that if he ever gets back to France again
he will have a fair certainty of a good lot of prizemoney,
for it will be hard luck if two out of the three of us do
not manage to get back safely.” The other captains agreed
to this.

“He will be here in half an hour,” Captain Vipon said.
“The men were sitting down to a meal when I came away,
and I ordered them to make their way back as soon as they
had done. If he refuses, the only other way I can see will
be for all the men to cast lots, when, of course, whoever
stays would get his three shaves as we agreed.”

Half an hour later the twenty men arrived from the
other side of the island. As soon as they came on board
Captain Vipon called Jacques into the cabin and told him
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that it would be necessary to leave two men behind, ex-
plaining the duties they would have to perform.

“Now, Jacques,” he said when he had finished, I thought
that perhaps you would be more likely than any other man
on board the three ships to volunteer for this work.”

“T volunteer!” Jacques said in astonishment. “What
should make you think of such a thing, captain?”

“For this reason, Jacques: I have settled to leave the
English lad here as one of the signallers. Of course he will
gladly undertake the job, as it will enable him to join his
friends when they land; and as you like him and he likes
you, he might be able to make things easy for you. In the
second place we have determined that the name of whoever
stops shall be borne on the ship books of all three vessels
to the end of their cruise, so that there would be a good bit,
of money coming even if only one out of the three ships gets
back, and enough to set you up for life if all three get back
safely. Of course you may have a spell of imprisonment;
but it is likely that one at least of the ships may be caught,
going out to-night, and if it happened to be ours you would
get the prison without the prize-money.”

“That is so,” Jacques agreed. “If you give me half an
hour to think it over I will give you an answer.  It’s come
upon me sudden like. I will talk it over with the boy. I
suppose I can tell him, captain?”

On regaining the deck Jacques looked about for Ralph.

““Come and sit along with me out on the bowsprit, lad.
I want to have a private talk with you.”

Somewhat surprised Ralph followed his friend out on to
the bowsprit.

«Now, boy,” he said, “I have got a bit of news to tell
you that will be pleasant to you. That's the first thing; and
the next is, I want your advice. You are a sensible young
chap, you are, although you are but a lad, and I should like
to know what you think about it.”

«Well, what's the good news, Jacques?”

-



““NOTHING COULD BE BETTER.” 97

“The good news is this: you are likely, hefore this time
to-morrow, to be with your friends.” Ralph gave such a
start of delight that he nearly slipped off the bowsprit.

“How is that, Jacques? It seems too good to be true.”

“This is the way of it,” Jacques said. “The three ves-
sels are all going to cut and run tonight. That schooner
of yours is round the other side of the island, and we want
to be sure she is stopping there, then there will only be the
frigate to deal with, and in these light winds and dark
nights we ought to be able to give her the slip; but the only
way to be sure the schooner keeps the other side is to watch
her.  So one man is to be placed on the cliff above her, and
at two o'clock in the morning, if she is still there, he is to
light a fire well back from the cliff, so that the light will
not be seen by her. Another man is to be on the top of
the hill, where we were together, with a lantern.  You see,
we can just see the top of the hill from here. When he
sees the fire he is to show a light three times. If he sees it
answered here he will know it’s all right, and his work is
done; if not, of course he shows the lights again until it's
answered. Now, they are going to leave you as one of the
two signallers, and of course all you will have to do will be
to wait for a bit, and then come down and join your friends.”

““That is capital,” Ralph said. “Nothing could be bette:
Now, what is the other matter that you want my advice
about, Jacques?”

“Well, you see, it will be awkward for the other man,
for he will either have the choice of coming down and giv-
ing himself up and being carried off as a prisoner, or of
stopping on this island perhaps for years till a French ship
]mppens to come along; for once off the Marie will continue
Her ruise to thie Indian seas. and the other/two will make
straight for France. Of course there is another course which
might be taken. A boat might be hidden away for him, and
he might go for a cruise on his own account and take the
chance of being picked up.

558)
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«YWell, they have offered to the man as stops to put his
name down on the books of all the three craft. That means,
of course, that he will get a share in the prize-money of all
three ships if they get back. That's a pretty good offer,
you know. You see, a fellow on board may get captured
or killed in battle or wrecked, and in that case there would
not be a penny of prizemoney. The man who stops here is
sure of prize-money if only one of the three craft get back
to France. Now, they ask me if I will undertake it. I
should be better off than the others; because in the first
place I shall have you to talk with till I get to prison, and
in the next place as I can talk English I can get on a good
deal better in prison than other fellows would do. Now,
what's your advice, lad?”

“I should say certainly accept the offer, Jacques.  You see,
T can tell them all what a good friend you have been to me,
and it may be they will let you go free; but even if they don’t
I could make it pleasant for you with the men, and you may
be sure that if they take you to an English prison T will do
all T can to get you out of it. You see, when you get back
to France you would have really a good sum coming to you
from these three ships. The two that have been out here
have collected a tremendous lot of valuable plunder, and the
Belle Marie is likely to get quite as much if, as you say, she
is going to spend two years out in the Indian seas. So I
really think you would be wise to take the offer. Another
thing, if you like I will not show myself at all, but will stop
here with you, and we will take a boat together and make
for some port, where we can give out that we are ship-
wrecked sailors.”

“No, lad, that wouldn't do; though I thank yon for your
offer. You might get a ship back to England, but I should
have very little chance of getting one for France.”

“No; but we might get one together for America, and
from there you might get to France easily enough.”

Jacques thought for some minutes. *No, lad; T will give
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myself up with you. We might get lost in a boat, seeing
that neither of us know the geography of these seas; we
might get short of water, or caught in a hwrricane. No, T
will give myself up. T know the worst that way, anyhow.
Another spell in an English prison; but from that I may
cither get exchanged, or escape, or the war come to an end.
So that’s the best thing for me to do.”

CHAPTER VL
HOME AGAIN.

HAVING decided to stay as one of the signallers, Jacques
proceeded at once to the captain’s cabin.

«T am glad you have decided so, Jacques. Tt would
have been a troublesome business to cast lots, and some of
the men might have absolutely refused doing so; so I am
glad it's settled. I have arranged with the other captains
that you shall have an advance of twenty napoleons. You
had best hide them about you; you may find them come in
useful. The boy is to have ten. Of course he is glad of
the chance; but at the same time he is doing us good service,
and he has worked well since he came on board. It will
help him to get a passage home.”

“Thank you, captain. That twenty napoleons may help
me to get out of an English prison. I will manage a hiding-
place for them. And now I think, captain, we will be off at
once—at least as soon as we have had our dinnmer. It's a
good long way across the island to where that schooner was
lying, and I shall have to choose a place for my fire so
that it can be seen from the top of the hill.”

At dinner Jacques told his comrades that he was going
to remain behind and act as signalman for them. A good
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deal of regret was expressed by his shipmates, many of
whom came like himself from Dunkirk, and had known
him from a hoy. Before starting he went to the sailmaker
and got him to open the soles of his shoes; he then inserted
ten napoleons in each, and the sailmaker sewed them up
again. Then making his clothes into a kit and getting a
couple of bottles of wine from the steward, he shook hands
with his messmates, and was with Ralph rowed ashore.

On landing they cut two sticks and hung their kits upon
these, Ralph taking charge of the lantern, while both were
provided with tinder and steel.

They walked for half a mile together, and then Jacques
said :

«Here our paths separate, lad; you can’t miss your way
to the top of the hill. T go almost the other way, for the
schooner lies but a short distance from the end of the
island. If T were you I should lie up for a sleep as soon as
T get there. Remember you will not see my fire till two
oclock. If you do not see it then you must keep watch
till morning, for there’s no saying when it may be lit. As
soon as you see it you show a light three times in the
direction of the creck. If you see it answered you will
have nothing more to do; if not you must keep on showing
the light till you do get an answer. In the morning you
wait till the sun has been up an hour, then come to
this spot and wait for me. I shall start at daybreak, but I
have a lot further to walk than you have, so I sha’n’t be
there before you. If we find your people haven’t come
into the harbour we will wait till they do so; then when
they find that there is no one there we can show ourselves
quietly; but if we got there first they might begin to shoot
directly they saw us without stopping to ask any ques-

ions.”

Ralph made his way up to the top of the hill, threw him-
self down under some trees near the summit, and was soon
fast asleep. When he awoke it was already dark. He lit
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his lantern, covered it up in his jacket, and took his station
at the highest point. He had plenty to think about.
Another twelve hours and he would be with friends! He
had no reason to complain of the treatment he had received
on board the privateer, but had he remained with her he
might not have returned to France for a couple of years,
and would then have had difficulty in crossing to England;
Desides, it was painful to him to be with men fighting
against his country, and each prize taken instead of causing
delight to him as to his comrades, would have been a
source of pain.

But most of all he thought of his mother, of how she must
have grieved for him as dead, and of the joy there would
be at their reunion. The hours therefore passed quickly,
and he could scarcely believe it to be two o’clock when he
suddenly saw the light of a fire far away towards the end of
the island. A glance at the stars showed him that the time
was correct. He rose to his feet, and taking the lantern
held it aloft, then he lowered it behind a bush and twice
raised it again. He knew exactly the direction in which
the harbour lay, and no sooner had he put down the lantern
for the third time than three flashes of light followed in
close succession.

He knew that everything would be prepared in the after-
noon for the start. Orders had been issued before he left that.
the oars of the hoats were to be muffled, that the chains at
the entrance of the channel were to be removed, and the
ships got in a position, with shortened cables, for a start.
He could picture to himself, as he stood there gazing into
the darkness, that the men would be already in the hoats
awaiting his signal, and as soon as it was seen they would
begin to tow the vessels out of the harbour.

During the daytime the frigate cruised backwards and
forwards under easy sail some two miles off the entrance;
but the sailors believed that at night she came very much
closer to the shore, the look-out with night-glasses having
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| reported that she had been seen once or twice within a

| quarter of a mile of the entrance to the channel.

Half an hour passed without any sign that the frigate

I was aware that the ships were leaving the harbour; then

| Ralph heard the sound of a distant musket-shot, followed
by several others, and had no doubt that one of the frigate’s

| boats on watch near the channel had discovered them.

| A few minutes later there was a flash some distance out

| at sea, followed after an interval by the deep boom of a
gun; then came a broadside, followed by a steady fire of

| heavy guns. These were evidently fired on board the fri-

I gate, no answering sounds from the French ships meeting
his car. He could see by the direction of the flashes that
the frigate was under way. The firing continued for two

[ hours, becoming more and more distant, and then it ceased

| altogether.

I When the sun rose he saw the frigate some twenty miles

I away. There was a smaller craft two or three miles further

I off, and two others were visible ten or twelve miles farther

i away to the west. Two of the privateers had evidently

| made their escape, and the third seemed to be leaving her

I pursuer behind, for the wind was exceedingly light, Some

H miles nearer to the island than the frigate a schooner was

I visible. She was heading for the two vessels that had gone
towards the west, but as these were fully fifteen miles

| to windward her chance of overtaking them appeared to

I be slight. Ralph waited an hour, and then proceeded at

I a leisurely pace towards the spot where he was to meet

Jacques.  He was but five minutes at the spot agreed upon

when he saw him coming through the trees,

I I heard nothing of the landing parties,” he said as the

I French sailor approached.

I “The reason is not far to search for,” he replied. «They
did not land at all, and I did not much expect that they
would. The boats from the frigate arrived a few minutes
before I lighted my fire. I was lying down at the edge of
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the cliff, looking right down upon her deck. They came up
in a body, rowing with muffled oars. I could just hear the
sound of their talking when they came on deck. As soon
as I had the fire fairly alight I saw your signal and then
went back to watch them. Everything was quiet till I
heard the boom of the first gun; then I heard ‘Silence’
ordered on the schooner. I suppose someone had said
that he heard a gun, and others didn’t. Of course the
sound did not come to them under the shelter of the cliff
as it did to me. Then came the sound of another gun, and
then three or four close together; then orders were given
sharply, the capstan was manned and the anchor run up,
and they were not a minute getting her sails set. But under
the shelter of the cliff there was not enough wind to fill
them, and so the boats were manned, and she went gliding,
away until I could no longer make her out. They guessed,
of course, that our craft were making off, and went to help
the frigate.”

“They were too late to be of any use, Jacques.”

“Ah! you have seen them from the top of the hill. I
did not think of that. What is the news?”

“The frigate was in chase of one of them. It was too far
for me to see which. I should say she was two or three
miles ahead, certainly well out of gun-shot, and as far as T
could see during the hour T was watching them, was increas-
ing her lead. Unless the wind freshens I think she is
safe. The other two were on the opposite tack, ten or
twelve-miles away to the west. The schooner was heading
after them, but was at least fifteen miles from them.”

«She is very fast in a light wind like this, they say.”

“Well, if she should catch them, they ought to be able
to beat her off, Jacques, as they are two to one. So far I
think your chance of getting your three shares is a good
one.”

“Maybe, lad. I have not had much luck so far. T
began on the sea when I was eleven. At twenty-one I had
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to go into the navy, and it was seven years later when T got
back to Dunkirk after that spell in the prison. I did not
report myself, for T had mo wish to do any more man-of-
war’s work; and now I have had six years privateer’s work,
and have not made much by it. If I get back this time and
get, those three shares I will buy a fine fishing smack for
myself, and a snug little house on shore. There is some
one I promised—if the voyage turned out well—she should
have a nice little house of her own, and she promised to
wait for me. After that, no more long voyages for me. I
suppose we may as well go down to the harbour now, lad.
They are sure to come back sooner or later, whether they
catch any of the privateers or not.”

“Oh, yes! we shall be all safe now. We will be on the
beach when they come in. When they see that we are
alone and unarmed there’s no chance of their firing. We
can go up occasionally to the cliffs and watch for them.”

Tt was not until the following evening that the frigate
was seen approaching the island.

“She will take another four or five hours to work in,”
Jacques said, “and they are not likely to try to land till
to-morrow morning. Al their boats and half their men
are away in the schooner. I should think she would be
back tomorrow morning. Either she caught them before
it got dark last night—which T don’t think likely—or they
will have given her the slip in the night. In that case she
might look about for another day and then make sail to
rejoin.”

As Jacques predicted the schooner was seen by daylight
eight or ten miles away.

“We may as well hoist a white flag, Jacques. The cap-
tain of the frigate will be savage that all the privateers have
escaped him, but it may put him into a good temper if he
takes possession here before the schooner arrives.”

Ralph ran down to the storehouse, got hold of a sheet.
and au oar, and a white flag was soon hoisted on the top
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of the cliff. “Five minutes later two gigs were seen rowing
off from the frigate. Ralph and Jacques took their places
on the battery. When the boats reached the mouth of the
narrow entrance the order was given for the men to lay on
their oars. Ralph shouted at the top of his voice:

“You can come on, sir! We are the only two here!”

The order was given to row on, and Ralph and his com-
panion at once went down to meet them at the end of the
harbour. The captain himself was in the stern of his own
gig, while a young lieutenant held the lines in the other

“Who are you?” the captain asked, as he stepped ashore
on the little wharf. You are English by your speech.”

“T am English, sir. I was on hoard a fishing boat in the
channel when we were run down by one of those privateers
in the dark. I believe the fisherman with me was drowned,
but T clung to the bob-stay and was got on board. She was
on her way out here and had no opportunity of landing me.
She only arrived here two days before you came up.”

“You are not a fisherman” the captain said abruptly.

No, sir; my mother is living at Dover, and I was at
school there. I lost my father, who was an architect, some
years ago.” .

“And who is this who is with you?”

“He is a sailor in the brig I came out in, and has been
extremely kind to me during the voyage, and kept the others
from persecuting me.”

“How is it he is left behind?” the captain asked.

“He was round the other side of the island watching the
schooner,” Ralph replied, “and the others sailed away with-
out him;” for Ralph had agreed with Jacques that it was
better to say nothing about the signalling.

“Have you done any fighting since you were on board
the privateer?” the captain asked sternly.

“No, sir. We have only exchanged shots with one ship
since we sailed. She fired one broadside and the privateer
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drew off a good deal damaged. Another was surprised by
night, but I took no part in it. I don’t know what she was
laden with or what was her name.”

“Well, lad, your story sounds truthful, and will, of course,
be inquired into when we get to England.  As to this man,
he is of course a prisoner.”

T hope mot, sir,” Ralph pleaded. “He has not been
taken with arms in his hands, and is, in fact, a castaway
mariner.”

The captain’s face relaxed into a smile. T seo you are
a sort of sea lawyer. Well, we shall see about it. What is
there in these storehouses”

“A quantity of things, sit. They took away a great many
with them, but there must be ten times as much left. T
heard them say they had the cargoes of more than twenty
ships here.”

“That is satisfactory at any rate,” the captain said. “Mr.
Wylde, will you just take a look round these storehouses
and see what there is worth taking away. You had better
take my boat’s crew as well as your own to help you to turn
things over. Are you quite sure, lad, that there is no one
besides yourselves on the island

“I can’t say that, si. The orders were for all hands to
embark last night, and so far as I know none of them were
left behind except Jacques Clery. We have been here for
two days now and have seen no one, so I do not think any-
one else can have been left.”

“How did you get on on board the brig1” the captain
asked. “I suppose you cannot speak French?”

I couldn’t speak any French when I first was got on
board, sir, but I picked up a great deal on the voyage out,
Jacques speaks English very well. He was a prisoner in
England for three years, and learned it there, and it was
that which caused him to speak to me directly he had got me
on board, for no one else understood me. So he set to work
at once to help me in my French, so that I could get along,
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The captain was very kind too. He said that as T had been
picked up in that way he should not treat me as a prisoner;
but he expected me to make myself useful, and, of course,
lI did so. It was the only way of having a comfortable
ife.”

“Ts this the only place the privateers had on shore here?”
the captain asked, looking round. I only see one or two
huts.”

“The storekeepers lived in them, sir. They stopped
behind to look after things when the privateers were away.
The men slept on hoard their vessels, only landing to dis-
embark the cargoes they had captured, and for a drunken
spree when they first returned. I am sure they have no
other place.”

“So your brig only arrived here four days ago? T was
puzzled in the morning when I saw there were two brigs
and a schooner when we had only expected one brig. Of
course your arrival accounts for that. What was her name,
and how many guns and men did she carry?”

“She was La Belle Marie of Dunkirk,” Ralph replied.
«She carried fourteen guns, mostly eighteen-pounders, and
a thirty-two-pounder on a pivot. She had eighty hands at
first, but eight of them went away in the prize.”

“Do you know whether she has gone off straight for
France or whether she is going to remain here?”

“From what I gathered from the men, sir, I believe the
other two privateers are going straight home. They loaded
up from the storehouses, taking, of course, the most valuable
stuff. There was a great deal of copper, but what the rest
was I do not know. Our brig was loaded up too, but T
believe her intention was to transfer her cargo into the first
prize she took and send it to France. I do not know
whether she was going to cruise about here for a time, but
1 should rather think that now that her consorts have gone
and this place been discovered she will not stay here, for
she never intended to cruise in these waters long. I know
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that her destination was the Indian Ocean, and she intended
to capture Indiamen on their way out or home.”

“In that case our expedition has been more satisfactory
than I expected,” the captain said. “We shall have discov-
ered and destroyed their depot here, captured anyhow some
valuable stuff, and caused the two privateers that we have
been hunting for so long to leave the islands, to say nothing
of this brig of yours, of which we had not heard. Well, Mr.
Wylde, what is your report?”

“It will take a long time to go through the whole, sir;
but I should say that we have taken a most valuable prize.
Part of the goods consist of produce of these parts—pun-
cheons of rum and hogsheads of sugar in any number.
Then I see they have left a good many tons of copper behind
them; overlooked them, I suppose, in the hurry of loading.
A considerable portion of the stores consist of home produce
—cottons, cloths, silks, furniture, musical instruments, mir-
rors, and, in fact, goods of all kinds.”

“That is most satisfactory, Mr. Wylde, and we sha'n't
have had our trouble for nothing. Ah! here come the other
boats.”

As he spoke the pinnaces, long-boats, and cutters of the
two ships of war dashed into the harbour, and in a minute
or two reached the landing-place.

“86 they gave you the slip as well as me, Chambers?”
Captain Wilson said.

“Confound them, yes. T was within about four miles
of them at sunset, but they both gave me the slip in the
dark.”

«Mine fairly outsailed me,” Captain Wilson said. “I am
afraid we have made rather a mess of the affair; though we
acted for the best, and I don’t see how we could have done
otherwise. However, I have learned that the brig and
the schooner we have been chasing so long have made
straight for France, so we shall have no more trouble with
them. The other brig, which only arrived two days hefore
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we chased the others in here, has, it is believed, also gone
off. So we sha'n’t have done so badly; for we can report that,
we have found out and destroyed their nest here, and I fancy
from what my licutenant says we have made a very valuable
capture, enough to give us all a round sum in prize-money.”

“That will be some consolation,” the other laughed; “but
T would give my share of it if I could but have come up
with and_engaged those rascally craft I have been hunting
all over the islands for these last two years. Whom have
we got here—two prisoners?”

«Well, I hardly know whether they can be called prison-
ers. One is an English lad who was in a boat they run
down in the channel, and who, T daresay, they were glad to
get rid of. It seems that he is a gentleman’s son, and his
story is clear enough. The other belongs to the brig I
chased, which it seems only arrived here two days ago.
The young fellow says that he has been particularly kind to
him, and has begged me to regard him in the light of a
castaway sailor, seeing that he was found here unarmed and
away from his ship. I think there is something in his plea;
and as there is no credit or glory to be obtained from hand-
ing over one prisoner, I consider that under the circumstances
we shall be justified in letting him go ashore quictly and
in saying nothing about it. At one time the man was a
prisoner of war in England and has picked up our language,
s0 I daresay ho will be able to manage to find his way home
without difficulty.”

«What are you thinking of doing with all this stuff?”
Captain Chambers asked, pointing to the storehouses.

«I think we had better take it away with us. I don’t
like turning the Alert into a store-ship; but it would be
better to do that than to have the expense of chartering
two or three ships to come here to fetch it away. Be-
sides, if T did that, you would have to stop here until it
is all carried away, and to burn the storehouses afterwards.”

“Then by all means let us load up,” Captain Chambers




110 LOADING UP.

said. I certainly have no wish to be kept here for six
weeks or a couple of months, I will go out and bring
the Sea-gull in at once.”

“The sooner the better, Chambers. T will set a couple
of hoats at work at once to take soundings here and in
the channel. If T can get the Alert in I will; it would
save a lot of trouble and time.”

It was found that the channel and the harbour inside
contained an abundance of water for the frigate. The
width between the rocks was, however, only just sufficient
to let her through; and, therefore, while the schooner sailed
boldly in, the frigate was towed in by her boats. The next
morning the work of shipping the contents of the store-
houses commenced, but so large was the quantity of goods
stored up that it took six days of hard work before all
was safely on board. The sailors, however, did not grudge
the trouble, for they knew that every box and bale meant
so0 much prize-money.

«T hope we shall meet nothing we ought to chase on our
way to Port Royal,” Captain Wilson said, looking with some
disgust at the two vessels. “It has brought the 4lert nearly
two feet lower in the water; while as to the Sea-gull, she is
laden down like a collier.”

“Yes, her wings are clipped for the present,” Captain
Chambers replied. “Of course those rascals carried off
the pick of their booty with them; but we may be well
content with what they left behind. It will be the best
haul that we have made for some years. As a rule, the
most we have to hope for is the money fetched by the
sale of any privateer we may catch, and they generally
go for next to nothing. I retract what I said—that I would
give my share of the prize-money to come up with the
privateers. 1 certainly never calculated on such a haul
as this. T suppose they intended to have gone on storing
away their booty till the war came to an end, and then to
have chartered a dozen ships to carry it away.”
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Captain Wilson had introduced Ralph to the midship-
men, telling them he would be in their mess till he reached
port. He was soon at home among them, and his clothes
were replaced by some they lent him. Jacques made him-
self equally at home among the crew. Captain Wilson had
intimated to the first lieutenant that the man was not to
be considered as a prisoner, but as a castaway, picked up
on the island; and from his cheery temper, his willingness
to lend a hand and make himself useful in any way, and his
knowledge of their language, he was soon a favourite with
them.

When all the goods were on board fire was applied to
the storehouses and huts. The two vessels were then
towed out of the harbour, and hoisting sail made for
Port Royal. The winds were light, and it was six days
before they entered the harbour. A signal was at once
hoisted from the flaz-ship there for the captain to come
on board.

T have no doubt he is in a towering rage at our appear-
ance,” Captain Wilson said to the first lieutenant; “but
1 fancy he will change his tone pretty quickly when he
learns what we have got on board. His share of the prize-
money will come to a pretty penny.”

The next morning a number of lighters camo alongside
the ships, and the work of discharging the cargo commenced.
After breakfast Ralph and Jacques were rowed ashore.

«You will want some money to pay for your passage,
young gentleman.” Captain Wilson said to Ralph before
leaving the ship. I will authorize you to tell an agent that
T will be security for the payment of your passage-money.”

«T am very much obliged to you, sir,” Ralph replied;
«but T shall work my way home if I can. I have learnt
to be pretty handy on board the privateer, and I would
as lief be working forward as daudling about aft all the
way home. Besides, I don’t want to inconvenience my
mother by her being called upon suddenly to pay thirty
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or forty pounds directly T get home. I have caused her
trouble enough as it is.”

“That's right, my lad,” the captain said. “T like your
spirit.  Have you money enough to pay for your hotel
expenses while you are waiting for a ship?”

“Yes, thank you, si. The French captain said I had
fairly earned wages, and gave me ten napoleons when he
started.”

“He must have been a good sort of fellow,” the captain
said; “though I wish we had caught him for all that.
Well, good-bye, and a pleasant voyage home.”

Ralph put up at a quiet boarding-house, kept by a Mu-
latto woman. He and Jacques got a fresh rig-out of clothes
at once, and then went down to the port to inquire about
ships. Ralph was greatly amused at the aspect of the
streets, crowded with chattering negroes and negresses,
in gaudy colours. The outlay of a few pence purchased
an almost unlimited supply of fruit, and Ralph and his
companion sat down on a log of wood by the wharves
and enjoyed a feast of pine-apples, bananas, and custard-
apples. Then they set about their work. In an hour both
were suited. Jacques Clery shipped as a foremast hand
on board an American trading schooner, which was about
to return to New York; while Ralph obtained a berth
before the mast in a fine barque that would sail for Eng-
land in a few days.

Next morning they said good-bye to each other, for
Jacques had to go on board after breakfast. They made
many promises to see each other again when the war came
to an end.

“I shall never forget your kindness, Jacques; and if
T am still at Dover when peace is proclaimed I will run
over to Dunkirk by the very first vessel that sails.”

“As for the kindness, it is nothing,” Jacques replied;
“and besides that, you saved my life from that snake.
I dream sometimes of the beast still. And it was really

- i
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owing to you that I am here now, and that T shall get
a round sum coming to me when I return home. If it
hadn’t been for you I should not have been chosen to stop
behind and get three shares instead of one of the prize-
money. And in the next place it is your doing that I am
free to start at once, and to make my way back as soon
as I can, instead of spending four or five years, it may
be, in an English prison. Why, my Louise will be ready
to jump for joy when she sees me arrive, instead of having
to wait another two years for me, with the chance of my
never coming back at all; and she will hardly believe me
when T tell her that I shall be able to afford to buy that
fishing boat and set up in a house of our own at onc
and she will be most surprised of all when I tell her that
it is all owing to an English boy I fished on board on a dark
night in the channel.

“Well, Jacques, we won't dispute as to which owes the
other most.  Anyhow, except for my mother, I am not

1

sorry I have made the trip in the Belle Marie
seen a lot of life, and have had a rare adventure; and I
have learnt so much of sailor’s work, that if T am ever

driven to it I can work my way anywhere before the mast
in future.”

Ralph went on hoard his own ship as soon as he had seen
Jacques off, and was soon hard at work assisting to hoist
on board hogsheads of sugar and other lmuluw He was
startled by the sound of a heavy gun. It was answered
presently by all the ships of war in the harbour and by the
forts on shore, and for five minutes the heavy cannonade
continued. The captain, who had been on shore, crossed the
gangway on to the ship as the crew were gazing in surprise
at the cannonade, exchanging guesses as to its cause.

“T have great news, lads,” he said. * Peace is proclaimed,
and Napoleon has surrendered, and is to be shut up in the
Isle of Elba in the Mediterranean. No more fear of priva-
teers or French prisons.”

(658)
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The crew burst into a hearty cheer. This was indeed
surprising news. It was known that Wellington was gradu-
ally driving back the French marshals in the south of
France, and that the allies were marching towards Paris.
But Napoleon had been so long regarded as invincible,
that no one had really believed that his downfall was
imminent.

Four days later the cargo was all on board, and the

“anny sailed for England. The voyage was accomplished
without adventure. As soon as the vessel entered dock
and the crew were discharged Ralph landed, and having
purchased a suit of landsmen clothes, presented his kit to
a lad of about his own age, who had been his special chum
on hoard the Fanny, and then made his way to the inn
from which the coaches for Dover started. Having secured
a place for next day, dined, and ordered a bed, he passed
the evening strolling about the streets of London, and next
morning at six o’clock took his place on the coach.

“(oing back from school, T suppose, young gentleman?”
a military-looking man seated next to him on the coach
remarked as soon as they had left the streets behind them,
and were rattling along the Old Kent Road.

“No, I am not going home from school,” Ralph said
with a smile. “At least not from the sort of school you
mean; though T have been learning a good deal too. T
arrived yesterday from the West Indies.”

“Indeed!” the gentleman said, serutinizing him closely.
I see you look sunburnt and weather-beaten now that
I look at you; but somehow I should not have put you
down as a sailor.”

“Well, I am not exactly a sailor; though I may say
I have worked as one before the mast both out and home.
That was my first experience; and I suppose one takes
longer than that to get the regular nautical manner.”

“Before the mast, were you! Then I suppose you have
been getting into some scrape at home, young sir, and
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run away; for, from your appearance, you would hardly
have been before the mast otherwise. Boys never know
what is good for them. But I suppose after your experi-
ence you will be inclined to put up with any disagreeables
you may have at home rather than try running ay in 7

“You are mistaken!” Ralph said with a laugh. I did
not run away. I was run away with!”

“Kidnapped !” the gentleman said in surprise. T know
that merchantmen have often difficulty in getting hands
owing to the need of men for the navy, but I did not
know that they had taken to press-gangs on their own
account.”

“No, I don’t know that they have come to that,” Ralph
replied. “The fact is, sir, I was out fishing a few miles
off Dover, when the smack I was in was run down in
the dark by a French privateer. I was hauled on board,
and as she was bound for the West Indies I had to make
the voyage whether I liked it or not.”

“How long ago is it that you were run down?”

“About five months,” Ralph replied.

“Why, you are not the son of Mrs. Conway of Dover, are
youy”

“Yes Tam, si. Do you know her, and can you tell me
how she is?” Ralph asked eagerly.

“I believe that she is well, although of course she must
have suffered very greatly at your disappearance. 1 haven’t
the pleasure of knowing her personally, but several friends
of mine are acquainted with her. I heard the matter talked
ahout at the time the boat was missing. Some portions of
her were picked up by other fishing boats, and by the
shattered state of some of the planks they said that she had
heen run down; besides, there had been no wind about the
time she disappeared, so that there was little doubt some
vessel or other had cut her down. T happened to hear of it
from Colonel Bryant, who is a friend of your mother.”

“Yes, T know him,” Ralph put in.
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“I have heard Colonel Bryant say that she has not
altogether abandoned hope, and still clings to the idea that
you may have been run down by some outward-bound ship
and that you had been saved and carried away, and that she
declares that she shall not give up all hope until ample time
has elapsed for a ship to make the voyage to India and
return.”

“I am very glad of that,” Ralph said. “It has been a
great trouble to me that she would be thinking all this time
that I was dead. I should not have minded having been
carried away so much if T had had a chance of writing to
her to tell her about it; but I never did have a chance, for T
came home by the very first ship that left Port Royal after
1 Larrived there.”

“But how did you get away from the French privateer—
was she captured?”

“Well, it is rather a long story, sir,” Ralph said modestly. 9

“All the better,” the gentleman replied. “We have got
fourteen hours’ journey before us, and your story will help
pass the time; so don’t try to cut it short, but let me have it
I in full” Ralph thereupon told the story, which lasted until
I the coach reached Tunbridge, where it stopped for the pas-
sengers to dine.

“Well, that is an adventure worth going through,” the
officer, who had already mentioned that his name was Major
Barlow, said; “and it was well for you, lad, that you possessed
good spirits and courage. A man who is cheerful and willing
under difficulties will always make his way in the world,
while one who repines and kicks against his fate only makes
it harder for him. I have no doubt that if, instead of taking
matters coolly when you found yourself on board the privateer
you had fretted and grumbled, you would have been made a
drudge and kicked and cuffed by every one on board. You
would not have had a chance of landing at that island or of
being chosen to make the signal when they went away, and
you would now be leading the life of a dog on board that
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brig. Cheerful and willing are two of the great watchwords
of success in life, and certainly you have found it so.”

Tt was eight o'clock when the coach rattled up the streets
of Dover. Major Barlow had already offered Ralph to take
him to Colonel Byrant’s quarters, and to ask the colonel to
go with him to call on Mrs, Conway and prepare her for
Ralpl's coming,

CHAPTER VIL

A COMMISSION.

OLONEL BRYANT was just rising from dinner at the
~/ mess when Major Barlow and Ralph arrived at the
cks, and after congratulating the lad on his return he
willingly agreed to accompany them to Mrs. Conway. A
quarter of an howr’s walk took them to her house. Ralph
remained outside when the two officers entered. Colonel
Bryant lost no time in opening the subject.

“I have brought my friend Major Barlow to introduce
to you, Mrs. Conway, because he has happened to hear some
news that may, I think, bear upon the subject that you have
most at heart.”

“Ralph!” Mrs. Conway exclaimed, clasping her hands.
“We think it may refer to your son, Mrs. Conway,”
Major Barlow said. T have just returned from town, and
happened to hear that a vessel had been spoken with that
reported having picked up a lad from a smack ran down in
the channel some five months ago, which cor eepomlq pretty
well, I think, with the time your son was miss

«Just the time,” Mrs. Conway said. “Did they not say
the name?”

“Well, yes. The name, as far as I heard it, for as T had
not the pleasure of knowing you I was not of course so
interested in the matter, was the same as
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“T think that there is no doubt about it, Mrs. Conway,
Colonel Bryant said kindly. “I consider you may quite
set your mind at ease, for I have no doubt whatever it is
your son who has been picked up.” Mrs. Conway was so
much overcome that she sank into a chair and sat for a short
time with her face in her hand, crying happy tears and
thanking God for his merey. Then with a great effort she
aroused herself.

“You will excuse my emotion, gentlemen, and T am sure
you can understand my feelings. I am thankful indeed for
the news you have brought me. 1 have never ceased for a
moment to hope that my boy would be restored to me; but
the knowledge that it is so, and that God has spared him to
me, is for the moment overpowering. And where was the
ship met with, Major Barlow, and where was she hound
for? How long do you think it is likely to be before Ralph
comes home?”

“Well, Mrs. Conway,” Major Barlow said, hesitating a
little, “the ship was bound for India; but I understood
from what was said that the vessel, that is the vessel that
Drought the news, had also brought home the lad who had
heen carried away.”

“Then, in that case,” Mrs. Conway cried, “he may be
home in a day or two. Perhaps—perhaps—” and she paused
and looked from one to the other.

“Perhaps he is here already,” Colonel Bryant said gently.
“Yes, Mrs. Conway, if you feel equal to it you may see him
at once.” No word was needed. Major Barlow opened the
door, went through the hall, and called Ralph, and in another
moment the lad was clasped in his mother’s arms, and the
two officers without another word went quietly out and left
them to themselves. It was some time before a coherent
word could be spoken by mother or son, and it was not until
they had knelt down together and returned thanks to God
for Ralph’s restoration that they were able to talk quietly of
what had passed. Then Mrs. Conway poured out question




JOE KNIGHT'S FATE, 119

after question, but Ralph refused to enter upon a narrative
of his adventures.

“It’s a long story, mother, and will keep very well till
to-morrow. It is past nine o'clock now, and I am sure that
you want a night’s rest after this excitement; and after four-
teen hours on a coach I sha'n’t be sorry tobe in bed myself.
Besides, I want you to tell me first how you have been
getting on while I have been away, and all the news about
every one; but even that will keep. I think, mother, a cup
of tea first and then bed will be best for us both.”

The next morning Ralph related all his adventures to his
mother, who was surprised indeed at his story.

“I suppose poor old Joe was never heard of, mother?”

“No, Ralph. His son has been up here a good many times
to inquire if we had any news of you. He has gone into
another fishing boat now, and his sister has gone out to
service. Their mother died years ago, you know.”

“I was afraid that he had gone straight down, mother.
Nobody on board the brig heard any cry or shout for help.
He must have been injured in the collision.”

“I must write to-day to Mr. Penfold. He has written to
me several times, and has been most kind.  He has all along
said that he believed you would turn up one of these days, for
as the weather was fine and the sea fairly calm when you
were tun down, the probabilities in favour of your being
picked up were great, especially as you were such a good
swimmer. I am sure he will be delighted to hear of your
return.”

“I hope he will not be wanting me to go straight off down
there again,” Ralph said ruefully “I was only back with
you one day, mother, after my visit to them, and now I
have been five months away it will be very hard if I am to
be dragged off again.”

“I am sure Mr. Penfold will not be so unreasonable as to
want to take you away from me,” Mrs. Conway said.

“And am I to go back to school again, mother?”
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“Not now, certainly, Ralph. The holidays will be begin-

ning in a fortnight again; besides, you know, we were
talking anyhow of your leaving at the end of this half
year.
“Thats right, mother. It’s high time I was doing some-
thing for myself. Besides, after doing man’s work for the
last five months I shouldn’t like to settle down to lessons
again.”

“Well, we must think about it, Ralph. You know I
consented greatly against my will to your choosing the
army for your profession, and I am not going to draw back
from that. You are just sixteen now, and although that is
rather young I believe that a good many lads do get their
commissions somewhere about that age.  In one of his letters
Mr. Penfold said that as soon as you came back he would
take the matter in hand, and though I have good interest
in other quarters and could probably manage it, Mr. Penfold
has a great deal more than I have, and as he has expressed
his willingness to arrange it I shall be grateful to him for
doing s0.”

“That will be first rate, mother,” Ralph said in delight.
“I thought in another year I might get my commission; but
of course it would be ever so much better to get it a year
earlier.”

For the next few days Ralph was a hero among his boy
friends, and had to tell his story so often that at last he
told his mother that if it wasn't for leaving her so soon he
should be quite ready to go off again for another visit to
Mr. Penfold.

“You won't be called upon to do that,” she said smiling;
““for this letter that I have just opened is from him, and he
tells me he is coming here at once to sce you, for he
thinks it would be too hard to ask me to spare you again so
soon.”

“You don’t mea
Ralph said in surp

to say that he is coming all L]nﬁ way?”
“Well, I am very glad.”
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“He asks me in his letter,” Mrs. Conway said with a
passing smile of amusement, “if I can take in a young
friend of his, Miss Mabel Withers. He says she has never
been from home before, and that it would be a treat for her
to get away and see a little of the world. He is going to
stop a few days in London, and show her the sights on his
way back.”

“That will be very jolly, mother. You know I told you
what a nice sort of girl she was, and how well we got on
together. 1 don’t know how I should have got through
my visit there if it hadn’t been for her. Her father and
mother were very kind too, and I was often over at their
house.”

Mr. Penfold had not succeeded in inducing Mr. and Mrs,
Withers to allow Mabel to accompany him without much
argument. “You know what I have set my mind on, Mrs.
Withers,” he said. “But of course such an idea doesn’t
enter the young people’s heads, and it would be very unde-
sirable that it should do. But now Ralph has returned he
will be wanting to get his commission at once, and then he
may be away on foreign service for years, and I do think it
would be a good thing for the young people to see as much
of each other as possible hefore he goes. If anything hap-
pens to me before he comes back, and you know how pro-
bable it is that this will be the case, they would meet almost
as strangers, and I do want to see my pet scheme at least on
the way to be carried out before I go. It would be a treat
for Mabel, and I am sure that Mrs. Conway will look after
her well.”

“How long are you thinking of stoppi
fold?”

«Oh, ten days or a fortnight. T shall he a day or two in
town as I go through, for I want to arrange about Ralph’s
commission. Then, perhaps, I shall persuade Mrs. Conway
to come up with Ralph to town with us, and to go about
with the young people to see the sights. Now, if you and

g there, Mr. Pen-
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Mrs. Withers would join us there, that would complete my
happiness.”

The clergyman and his wife both said that this was im-
possible.  But Mr. Penfold urged his request with so much
earnestness, that at last they agreed to come up to town and
stay with him at an hotel. And, indeed, when they recovered
from the first surprise at the proposal, both of them thought
that the trip would be an extremely pleasant one; for in
those days it was quite an event in the lives of people
residing at a distance from a town to pay a visit to the
metropolis.

“Then everything is arranged delightfully,” Mr. Penfold
said.  “This will be a holiday indeed for me; and however
much you may all enjoy yourselves I shall enjoy myself a
great deal more. Now, I suppose I may tell Mabel of our
arrangement !”

“But you don’t know that Mrs. Conway will take her in
yet. Surely you are going to wait to hear from her?”

“Indeed I am not, Mrs, Withers. Iam as impatient as
a school-boy to be offi And I am perfectly certain that
Mrs. Conway will be very glad to receive her. She knows
Mabel, for I have given her an idea of my fancy about that
matter; and of course she will be glad to learn something of
your girl.”

“But she may not have a spare room,” Mrs. Withers
urged feebly.

Tt is not likely ” Mr. Penfold said decisively; “and if
there should be any difficulty on that score it will be very
casily managed, as Ralph can give up his room to Mabel,
and come and stay at the hotel with me.”

Mr. Withers laughed. “I see that it is of no use raising
objections, Penfold; you are armed at all points. I scarcely
know you, and have certainly never seen you possessed of
such a spirit of determination.”

Mr. Penfold smiled. “It would have been better for me,
perhaps, if T had always been so determined, Withers. At
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any rate T mean to have my own way in this matter. I
have not had a real holiday for years.”

So Mr. Penfold had his own way, and carried off Mabel
wild with delight and excitement upon the day after he had
received Mrs. Conways letter. There was no shade of
embarrassment in the meeting between Mrs. Conway and
the man who had once been her lover. It was like two old
and dear friends who had long been separated and now
come together again. Mr. Penfold’s first words after intro-
ducing Mabel had reference to Ralph.

“Your boy has grown quite a man, Mary, in the last six
months. T scarcely recognized the bronzed young fellow
who met us at the coach-office as the lad who was down
with me in the summer. Don't you see the change,
Mabel #”

“Yes, ho is quite different,” the girl said. “Why, the
first time I saw him he was as shy as shy could be. It was
quite hard work getting on with him. Now he seems quite
a man.”

“Nothing like that yet, Mabel,” Ralph protested.

“Not a man!” Mr. Penfold exclaimed. “What! after
wandering about as a pirate, capturing ships, and cutting
men’s throats for anything I know, and taking part in all
sorts of atrocities? I think he’s entitled to think himself
very much a man.”

Ralph laughed.

“Not as bad as that, Mr. Penfold. They did take one
ship, but I had nothing to do with it; and there were no
throats cut. I simply made a voyage out and back as a boy
before the mast; and, as far as I have been concerned, the
ship might have been a peaceful trader instead of a French
privateer.”

«Well, Mary, you have not changed much all these years,”
Mr. Penfold said turning to Mrs. Conway, while the two
young people began to talk to each other. I had thought
Yyou would be much more changed; but timo has treated you
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much more kindly than it has me. You are thirty-seven,
if I remember right, and you don’t'look le'ty I am forty,
and look at the very least ten years older.”

Mis. Conway did not contradict him, for she could not
have done so with truth.

“You are changed, Herbert; a great deal changed,” sho
said sadly, “although I should have known you anywhere.
You are so much thinner than when I saw you last; but your
eyes have not changed, nor your smile. Of course your
hair having got gray makes a difference, and—and—" and
she stopped.

“I am changed Mary. I was a
impetuous young fellow then. I am a fragile and broken
man now. But I am happy to meet you again. Very happy
in the thought that I can benefit your son. I have an inter-
est in life now that I wanted before; and in spite of my
being anxious about Ralph while he was away, have been
happier for the last six months than I have been for seven-
teen years past.”  Mrs. Conway turned away to conceal the
tears that stood in her eyes, and a moment later said:

“T am a most forgetful hostess, Mabel. I have not even
asked you to take off your things. Please come along
and let me show you your room. Supper will be ready in
a minute or two, and here are we stopping and forgetting
that you and Mr. Penfold must be almost famished.”

As soon as they had sat down to supper, Mr. Penfold
said, “By the way, Ralph, I have a piece of news for you,
We stopped a couple of days, you know, in town, and T saw
my friend at the Horse Guards, and had a chat about you.
He seemed to think that you would be better if you were a
few months older; but as he acknowledged that many com-
missions had been given to lads under sixteen, and as you
have just arrived at that age, and as I told him you have
had no end of experience with pirates and bucancers, and
all that sort of thing, he was silenced, and your commission
will appear in the next Gazette.”
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Oh, Mr. Penfold!” Ralph exclaimed as he leapt from his
seat in delight. “I am obliged to you. That is glorious.
T hardly even hoped I could get a commission for some
months to come. Don’t look sad, mother,” he said, running
round and kissing her.  “I sha’n’t be going out of England
yet, you know; and now the war is over you need have no
fear of my getting killed, and a few months sooner or later
cannot make much difference.”

“T shall bear it in time, Ralph,” his mother said, trying to
smile through her tears. “But it comes as a shock just at first.”

The sight of his mother’s tears sobered Ralph for a time,
and during supper the conversation was chiefly supported
by Mr. Penfold, who joked Ralph about his coming back in
a few years a general without arms or legs; and was, indeed,
50 cheerful and lively that Mabel could scarcely believe her
ears, so wholly unlike was he to the quiet friend she had
known as long as she could remember. The next fortnight.
was a delightful one to Mabel, and indeed to all the party.
Every day they went driving-excursions through the country
round. Ramsgate and Deal and Folkestone were visited,
and they drove over to Canterbury and spent a night there
visiting the grand cathedral and the old walls.

The weather was too cold for the water, for Christmas
was close at hand; but everything that could be done was
done to make the time pass happily. Mrs. Conway exerted
herself to lay aside her regrets at Ralph’s approaching
departure, and to enter into the happiness which Mr. Pen-
fold so evidently felt. The day before their departure for
town an official letter arrived for Ralph, announcing that
he was gazetted into his majesty’s 28th Regiment of foot,
and that he was in one month’s date from that of his
appointment to join his regiment at Cork.

“Now, Miss Mabel,” Mr. Penfold said gaily, after the
first talk over the commission was concluded, “you will
have for the future to treat Mr. Ralph Conway with the
respect due to an officer in his majesty’s service.”
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T dont see any change in him at present,” the girl said,
examining Ralph gravely.

The boy burst into a langh.

“Wait till you see him in uniform, Mabel,” Mr. Penfold
went on. “I am afraid that respect is one of the moral
qualities in which you are deficient. Still I think that
when you see Ralph in his uniform, you will be struck with
awe.”

“I don’t think so,” Mabel said, shaking her head. “I
don’t think he will frighten me, and I feel almost sure that
he won't frighten the Frenchmen.”

«My dear child,” Mr. Penfold said gravely, “you don’t
know what Ralph is going to turn out yet. When you see
him come back from the wars seven or eight inches taller
than he is now, with great whiskers, and perhaps three or
four ornamental scars on his face, you will be quite shocked
when you reflect that you once treated this warrior as a
playfellow.”

Upon the following day the party went up to London,
and were joined next morning by Mr. and Mrs. Withers.
Mabel declared that she did not think any people ever could
have enjoyed themselves so much as they all did. They
went to Exeter 'Change to see the animals and to the theatre
at Drury Lane, to the Tower and to Ranclagh Gardens, to
Westminster Abbey and St. Paul’s, and they went down by
coach to Hampton Court and to Greenwich, and they saw
his majesty the king review the Guards in Hyde Park.
Altogether it was a glorious fortnight. Mr. Penfold was
the life and soul of the party, and had he had his way they
would have seen far more than they did. But Mr, and Mrs.
‘Withers and Mrs. Conway all said that they wanted to
enjoy themselves and not to be worn out, and several times
they stayed at home when Mr. Penfold and the two young
people went to see sights, or to wander about, the streets and
look at the shops, which was as great a treat as anything.
Mr. Penfold went with Ralph to a military tailor's and
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ordered his outfit, and to other shops, where he purchased
such a stock of other garments that Mrs. Conway declared
Ralph would require nothing for years. On the last day of
the fortnight the uniforms and trunks and clothes all arrived
at the hotel, and of course Ralph had to dress up and buckle
on his sword for the first time. Murs. Conway shed a few
tears, and would have shed more had not Mr. Penfold made
every one laugh so; and Mabel was seized with a fit of shy-
ness for the first time in her life when Mr. Penfold insisted
that the ladies should all kuss the young officer in honour of
the occasion. And the next morning the whole party went
down to the wharf below London Bridge to sec Ralph on
board the packet for Cork. Before leaving the hotel Mr.
Penfold slipped an envelope with ten crisp five-pound notes
in it into Ralph’s hand.

I have paid in, my boy, two hundred pounds to the
regimental agents, and in future shall make you an allowance
of the same amount every year. You will see what other
officers spend. My advice to you is: do not spend more
than others, and do not spend less. Money will keep very
well, you know, and a little reserve may always come in
useful. When you once go on foreign service you will not
find much occasion for money. I want you just to hold
your own with others. I consider that it is quite as unfor-
tunate for a young man to spend more than those around
him as it is for him to be unable to spend as much. No,
I don’t want any thanks at all. I told your mother I should
look after you, and T am going to, and it has given a vast
pleasure to me to have such an interest. Write to me oc-
casionally, my boy; your letters will give me great plea-
sure. And should you get into any serape, tell me frankly
all about it.”

The evening hefore Mrs. Conway had had a long talk with
Ralph. I do not think I need to give you much advice,
my hoy. You have already been out in the world on your
own account, and have shown that you can make your way.
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You are going into a life, Ralph, that has many temptations.
Do not give way to them, my boy. Above all, set your face
against what is the curse of our times: over-indulgence in
wine. It is the ruin of thousands. Do not think it is manly
to be vicious because you see others are. Always live, if you
can, so that if you kept a true diary you could hand it to
me to read without a blush on your cheek; and always bear
in mind, that though I shall not be there to sce you, a
higher and purer eye will be upon you. You will try; won't
you, Ralph?”

T will indeed, mother.”

Mr. Penfold did his best to keep up the spirits of all of
the party when they parted on board the packet; but Mrs.
Conway quite broke down at last. Mabel cried unrestrain-
edly, and his own eyes had a suspicious moisture in them
as he shook hands with Ralph. Fortunately they had ar-
rived a little late at the wharf, and the partings were con-
sequently cut short. The bell rang, and all the visitors
were hurried ashore; then the hawsers were thrown off and
the sails hoisted. As long as the party remained in sight
Ralph stood on the stern waving his handkerchief to them;
then, having removed the traces of tears from his cheeks,
he turned to look at what was going on around him.

The packet was a brig of about 200 tons, and she carried
ahout twenty passengers, of whom fully half Ralph judged
by their appearance to be military men. Before they had
reached the mouth of the river he found that one among
them, Captain O'Connor, belonged to his own regiment, as
did another young fellow about his own age named Staple-
ton, who had been gazetted on the same day as himself.
Captain O’Connor, who was a cheery Irishman, full of life
and spirits, at once took Ralph in hand, and was not long
in drawing from him the story of his adventures with the
privateers.

«Yon will do, my lad. I ean see you have got the rough-
ness rubbed off you already, and will get on capitally with
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the regiment. I can’t say as much for that young fellow
Stapleton. He seems to be completely puffed up with the
sense of his own importance, and to be an unlicked sort of
cub_altogether. However, 1 have known more unlikely
subjects than he is turn out decent fellows after a course
of instruction from the boys; but he will have rather a
rough time of it at first, I expect. You will be doing him
a kindness if you take an opportunity to tell him that a
newly-joined ensign is not regarded in the same light as
commander-in-chief. It is like a new boy going to school,
you know. If fellows find out he is a decent sort of boy,
they soon let him alone; bu if he is an ass, especially a
conceited ass, he has rather a rough time of it. As you are
in the same cabin with him, and have had the advantage of
having knocked about the world a bit, you might gently
hint this to him.”

“T have been chatting with him a bit,” Ralph said. “He
has never been to school, but has been brought up at home,
and I should think from what he said he is the heir to an
estate. He seemed rather to look down upon schools.”

“So much the worse for him,” Captain O’Connor said.
“There is nothing like a school for bringing a fellow to his
lovel, unless it is a regiment; and the earlier in life the pro-
cess takes place the less painful it is.”

“I don’t think he will turn out a bad sort of fellow,”
Ralph said. “He is, as you say, rather an ass at present.
I will do what I can to give him a hint; but as I should say
he is at least a year older than I am, I do not suppose it
will be of much use.”

The voyage was a pleasant one, and Ralph was quite
sorry when they entered the Cove of Cork and dropped
anchor. The next morning the ship sailed up the river,
and the following day the party disembarked. Captain
(’Connor’s servant came on board as soon as the vessel
reached the quay, and his master charged him to pick out
his luggage and that of the two young officers; he then at

1
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once proceeded with them to the barracks. Ralph felt ex-
tremely pleased that Captain O’Connor was with them, as
he felt none of the shyness and unpleasantness he would
otherwise have experienced in joining a set of entire
strangers.

Captain O'Connor was evidently a favourite in the regi-
ment, for his arrival was heartily greeted. He at once
introduced the two lads to their future comrades, took them
to the colonel, looked after their quarters, and made them
at home. In their absence he spoke warmly in favour of
Ralph.  “You will find Conway a firstrate young fellow.
He has seen something of the world, has been carried out,
to the West Indies by a French privateersman, and has gone
through a lot of adventures. He is a bright, pleasant, good-
tempered young fellow. The other is as green as grass, and
has never been away from his mother’s apron-string. How-
ever, I do not think you will find him a bad sort of fellow
when he has got rid of his rawness. Don’t be too hard upon
him, you boys. Remember easy does it, and don’t be push-
ing your jokes too far. He is not a fool, and will come
round in time.”

CHAPTER VIIL
STARTLING NEWS.

HREE weeks after Ralph’s departure to join his regiment
Mrs. Conway received a letter which gave her a great
shock. It was from Mrs. Withers, and was as follows —
“My dear Mrs. Conway,—I have very sad news to tell
you. An event has happened which will, I know, be as
afflicting to you as it has been to us, Our dear friend Mr.
Penfold, who but three weeks ago was so bright and happy
with us in London, has passed away suddenly. Up to the
day before yesterday he seemed in his usual health; but



MR. PENFOLD'S DEATH, 131

yesterday morning he did not appear at breakfast, and the
servant, on going up to his room, found him sitting in a
chair by his bedside dead. The bed had not been slept in,
and it appears as if before commencing to undress he had
been seized with a sudden faintness and had sunk into the
chair and died without being able to summon assistance.

“ His death is a terrible shock to us, as it will be to you.
My husband and myself have long been aware that our dear
friend suffered from disease of the heart, and that the doctor
he consulted in London had told him that his death might
take place at any moment. At the same time, he had been
50 bright and cheerful in London, as indeed with us he was
at all times, that his death comes almost with as great a
surprise to us as if we had not known that he was in danger.
Mr. Tallboys, the solicitor of Weymouth who managed Mr.
Penfold’s affairs, called here last night. The funeral is to
take place on Thursday, and had Ralph been in England
he said that he should have written to him to come down
to it, which he could have done in time had he started
immediately he reccived the letter announcing the event;
but as he is over in Ireland, of course nothing can be done.

“Ho said that had Ralph come he should have suggested
that you also should be present at the reading of the will,
but that as matters stand he did not think there was any
oceasion to trouble you. I should tell you that Mr. Tall-
hoys appeared a good deal worried, and one of his reasons
for calling was to ask my husband whether he knew where
Mr Penfold was in the habit of keeping his papers. It
seems that upon the day after his return from London Mr.
Penfold called upon him and took away his will, saying that
he wanted to look over it, as he had two or three slight
alterations that he wanted to make, and he would bring it
back in the course of a day or two and get him to make
the changes required. From that time Mr. Penfold had
not been in Weymouth, and, indeed, had scarcely left the
house except to come down here; for, as he said to my hus-




132 A FAMILY HIDING-PLACE.

band, he did not feel quite himself, and supposed it was a
reaction after his late dissipations.

“Mr. Tallboys, who is one of the executors named in
the will, had searched for it in the afternoon among Mr.
Penfold’s papers; but found that it and several other docu-
ments—leases and so on—of importance were all missing.
He had asked Miss Penfold if she knew where her brother
was in the habit of keeping important papers; but she had
replied shortly that she knew nothing whatever of her
brother’s business matters. He had, therefore, driven over
to ask my husband, knowing how intimate he had been with
poor Herbert. He knew, it seems, that Mr. Penfold had
some secure place for such papers, because he had one day
spoken to him upon the subject, saying it would be more
prudent for him to leave the leases in the strong-box in his
office at Weymouth. But Herbert replied that they were
stowed away in a far safer place, and that he had not the
least fear in the world of their being stolen.

“Now, this is just what my husband knew also, Once
when they were chatting together Herbert mentioned that
the house like many other old mansions contained a secret
chamber. He said: ‘I can’t tell you where it is, Withers;
for although it is never likely to be used again, the know-
ledge of this hiding-place has been passed down from
generation to generation as a family secret. I gave a
solemn promise never to reveal it when I was first informed
of its existence; and although in these days there is no
occasion to hide priests or conspirators, I do not consider
myself released from the promise I gave. Possibly some
day the hiding-place may prove of value again, There may
be a price set on the head of a Penfold, who can tell?
Anyhow it is likely to remain a secret as long as the old
house stands; and in the meantime I find it a useful place
for keeping things that I do not want lying about” M.
Tallboys appeared very vexed at hearing what my husband
said.
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“¢It is very strange,” he said, ‘that sensible men will do
such foolish things. It is probable enough that Herbert
Penfold has placed this will in the hiding-place you speak
of, and in that case I foresee that we shall have no end of
trouble. I know you are both aware of the nature of
Mr. Penfold’s will, and you may be sure that if those sisters
of his also know of it—whether they do or not I can’t say
—they will bitterly resent it. T know enough of the family
history to know that. It was evident by Miss Penfold’s
answer to me to-day that either she does not know the
secret of this hiding-pl: hich is of course possibl
or that if she does know she does not mean to say. I
should imagine myself that she does know.

“¢Had Herbert Penfold heen of age when his father
died it is likely enough that he only as head of the family
would have been told by his father of its existence; but
you see he was but a lad at that time, while the Miss
Penfolds were women, and were therefore probably in-
formed of the secret. It is very awkward, extremely
awkward. Of course the will may turn up between this
and the funeral; but if not I hardly know what steps had
best be taken. If those Penfold women have made up
their minds that this will shall not see the light they are
likely to carry it through to the end.” My hushand quite
agreed with Mr. Tallboys about that, and so do I T have
never heen able to abide them, though, as my hushand says,
they are good women in many respects, and always ready
to help in parish matters. Still I can’t abide them, nor T
am sure have you any reason to do so; for when I and my
hushand first came here we learned a good deal of the part
they had played in a certain matter, and that of course set
me altogether against them.

“Of course, my dear Mrs. Conway, I do not wish to
alarm you about the will; still you ought to know how
things stand, and my husband this morning asked me to
toll you all thero was to tell. 1 hope in a few days to be
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able to write and give you better news. Things may not
be as they fear.”

Mrs. Conway sat for a long time with this letter before
her. She had not read it straight through, but after glanc-
ing at the first few lines that told of the death of Herbert
Penfold she had laid it aside, and it was a long time before
she took it up again. He had been the love of her youth;
and although he had seemingly gone for so many years out
of her life, she knew that when she had found how he had
all this time watched over her and so delicately aided her,
and that for her sake he was going to make Ralph his heir,
her old feeling had been revived. Not that she had any
thought that the past would ever return. His letters
indeed had shown that he regarded his life as approaching
its end; but since the receipt of that letter she had always
thought of him with a tender affection as one who might
have been her husband had not either evil fate or malice
stepped in to prevent it.

The fortnight they had spent in London had brought
them very close together. He had assumed the footing of
a brother, but she had felt that pleasant and kind as he was
to all the rest of the party it was for her sake alone that
this festivity had been arranged. They had had but one
talk together alone, and she had then said that she hoped
the expressions he had used in his letter to her with re-
ference to his health were not altogether justified, for he
seemed so bright and well. He had shaken his head quictly
and said:

It is just as well that you should know, Mary. I have
seen my physician since I came up to town, and I don't
think it will last much longer. A little time ago I did not
wish it to last, now I should be glad to go on until T can
see my little scheme realized; but I am quite sure that it is
not to be. Anyhow I am ready to go when I am sum-
moned, and am happy in the thought that the few people I
care for are all in a fair way to be happy. Don’t cry, dear.
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I don’t want a single cloud to hang over our memories of
this time. Iam happier than I have ever been in my life,
and T want you and all of them to be very happy too. I
have set my mind upon that, and if I see a cloud on your
face it will spoil it all.”

Still in spite of this she had hoped the doctor might
have taken too gloomy a view of the case, and that Herbert
Penfold’s death might yet be a distant event.

And now it was all over. Herbert Penfold was dead.
The heart that had beat so kindly for her was silenced for
ever. It was then a long time before Mrs. Conway re-
covered sufficiently from her emotion to take up the letter
again. She did so with an air almost of indifference. She
had learned the news, and doubtless all this long epistle
contained many details of comparatively little interest.
But as she read her air of languid grief gave way to an
expression of keen interest, and she skimmed through the
last page or two with anxious haste. Then she re-read it
more slowly and carefully, and then throwing it on the
table stood up and walked up and down the little room.

So these women, who had as she believed ruined her life
and Herbert’s, were now going to attack her son and rob
him of his rights. They should not do it if she could help
it. Never! Mary Vernon had been a high-spirited girl,
and, although those who had only known her through her
widowhood would have taken her for a gentle and quict
woman, whose thoughts were entirely wrapped up in her
Doy, the old spirit was alive yet, as with head thrown
back, and an angry flush on her cheeks, she declared to
herself that she would defend Ralph's rights to the last.
How or in what manner she did not ask; she only knew
that those who would defraud him were her old enemies.

Had it been otherwise the fact that they were Her-
bert’s sisters would have softened her towards them; now
that fact only added to the hostility she bore them. They,
his nearest relations of blood, had ruined his life; now they
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would defeat his dying wishes. It should not be if she
could help it. She would fight against it to the last day of
her life. There was of course nothing to be done yet.
Nothing until she heard again. Nothing until she knew
that the discovery of the will was given up as hopeless.
Then it would be time for her to do something.
d to her that the loss of this
ence in her own circum-
stances, and that the allowance Herbert Penfold had made
her, and which he had doubtless intended she should con-
tinue to receive, would cease. That was so secondary a
consideration that it at present gave her no trouble. It
was of Ralph she thought. Of Ralph and Herbert. Were
the plans that the latter had made—the plans that had
given happiness to the last year of the life of him who had
Inown so little happiness—to be shattered? This to her
mind was even more than the loss that Ralph would suffer.
“They may have destroyed the will,” she said at last;
“but, if not, I will find it, if it takes me all my life to do
so0.”

A week later two letters arrived. The one was from
Mrs. Withers. The will had not been found. Mr. Tall-
boys had searched in vain. Every cabinet and drawer in
the house had been ransacked. No signs whatever had
been found of the will

“Mr. Tallboys is perfectly convinced that it must be
hidden in some altogether exceptional place. The will was
not a bulky document, and might have been stowed away
in a comparatively small hiding-place, such as a secrat
drawer in a cabinet; but the leases that are also missing are
bulky, and would take up so large a space, that he is con-
vinced that had a secret hiding-place sufficiently large to
hold them existed in any of the articles of furniture he has
searched he should have discovered it.

“Of course, my dear Mrs. Conway, we feel this matter
personally, as our Mabel was as you know made joint-heiress
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with your Ralph of Herbert's property. We cannot but feel,
however, that the loss is greater in your case than in ours.
Mabel was never informed of Herbert’s intentions towards
her, and although we should of course have been glad to
Jnow that our child had such brilliant prospects, the loss of
them will not we may hope in any way affect her happiness.
In the case of your son it is different, and his prospects in
life will of course be seriously affected by the loss, and my
hushand begs me to express to you his very deep regret at this.

“We have talked over your letter together, and while
fully sharing your indignation at the conduct of the Misses
Penfold, hardly sce that anything can be done to discover
the will. However, should you be able to point out any
manner in which a search for it can be carried on, we shall
be happy to do what we can to aid in the matter, as it is
clearly our duty to endeavour to obtain for Mabel the
fortune Herbert Penfold willed to her. Mr. Tallboys tells
us that it is clear the Misses Penfold have quite determined
upon their line of conduct. Whatever they may know they
have declined altogether to aid him in his search for the
will, Miss Penfold saying, in reply to his request that they
would do so, that they had every reason to believe from
what their brother had let fall that the will was an unjust
and iniquitous one; that if Providence intended it should
see the light it would see it; but they at least would do
nothing in the matter.

“He asked them plainly if they were aware of the exist-
ence of any place in which it was likely that their brother
had placed it. To this Miss Penfold, who is, as she has
always been, the spokesman of the two sisters, said shortly,
that she had never seen the will, that she didn’t want to see
it, and that she did not know where her brother had placed
it; indeed, for aught she knew, he might have torn it up.
As to hiding-places, she knew of no hidingplace whose
existence she could, in accordance with the dictates of her
conscience, divulge. So that is where we are at present,
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Mrs. Conway. I believe that Mr. Tallhoys is going to try
and get a copy of the will that he has in his possession
admitted under the circumstances as proof of Herbert Pen-
fold’s intentions. But he owned to us that he thought
it was very doubtful whether he should be able to do so,
especially as Herbert had stated to him that he intended
to make alterations; and it would be quite possible that a
court might take the view that in the first place the altera-
tions might have been so extensive as to affect the whole
purport of the will, and in the second place that he might
have come to the conclusion that it would be easier to make
the whole will afresh, and so had destroyed the one he had
by him.”

Mzs. Conway laid down the letter, and after thinking for
a timo opened the other, which was in a handwriting un-
known to her. It began:—

“Dear madam,—DMrs. Withers tells me that she has in-
formed you of the singular disappearance of the will of my
late client, Mr. Herbert Penfold. I beg to inform you that
we shall not let this matter rest, but shall apply to the court
to allow the copy of the will to be put in for probate; if
that is refused, for authorization to make a closer search of
the hall than we have hitherto been able 40 do, supporting
our demand with affidavits made by the Rev. Mr. Withers
and ourselves of our knowledge that the late Mr. Penfold
was accustomed to keep documents in some secret receptacle.
In the second place, we are glad to inform you that the
annual sum paid by us into the Kentish bank to your credit
will not be affected by the loss of the will; for at the time
when that payment first commenced, Mr. Penfold signed a
deed making this payment a first charge on the rents of two
of his farms during your lifetime. This assignment was of
a binding character, and of course continues to hold good.
We shall consider it our duty to acquaint you from time to
time with the course of proceedings in the matter of the
late Mr. Penfold’s will.”
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Little as Mrs. Conway had thought of herself from the
time when she first heard that the will was missing, the news
that her income would remain unchanged delighted her.
She had formed no plans for herself, but had vaguely con
templated the necessity of giving up her house as soon as it
was decided that the will could not be found, selling her fur-
niture, and for the present taking a small lodging. She was
glad that there would be now no oceasion for this; but very
much more glad that she should be able now to make Ralph
an allowance of seventy or eighty pounds a year, which
would make all the difference between his living comfort-
ably and being obliged to pinch himself in every way to
subsist upon his pay. It would also enable her to carry out
without difficulty any plans she might determine upon.

Upon the receipt of the letter announcing Mr. Penfold’s
death, she had written to Ralph telling him of it, but saying
nothing about Mr. Tallboy’s visit to the Withers, or his
report that he was unable to find the will. She now wrote
to him relating the whole circumstances. He had not
previously knowit Mr. Penfold’s intention to leave him his
heir, being only told that he intended to push his way in
life, and had considered that the promise was carried out
by his obtaining him a commission and arranging some
allowance. His mother was glad of this now.

“Of course the loss of Mr. Penfold’s will, my boy, will
malke a difference to you, as there can be no doubt that he
had made some provisions in it for the regular payment
of the allowance he had so kindly promised you. This,
unless the will is found, you will of course lose. Having
been a soldier’s daughter, T know that to live comfortably
in the army it is necessary to have something beyond your
pay; but fortunately T can assist you a little. 1 have now
one less to feed and clothe, and no schooling expenses; and
I have been calculating things up, and find that I can allow
you seventy-five pounds a year without making any difference
in the manner of my living. You will be able to see that
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for yourself. You need, therefore, feel no hesitation in ac-
cepting this allowance.

“It is not a large one; but I know it will make a very
areat difference in your comfort, and it will be a great pleasure
to me to know that you will be able to enter into what amuse-
‘ments are going on and not to look at every penny. 1t makes
all the difference in the world whether one has four and
sixpence or nine shillings a day to live upon. You wrote
and told me of the handsome present Mr. Penfold made you
at parting.  This, my boy, I should keep if I were you as a.
reserve, only to be touched in case of unexpected difficulties
or needs. No one can ever say when such needs may occur.
T hope you will not pain me by writing to say you don’t
want this allowance, because nothing you can say will alter
my determination to pay that allowance regularly every
quarter into your agent’s hands; and it will be, of course,
very much more pleasant to me to know that it is as much
a pleasure to you to be helped by me as it is to me to help
you. I have heard several times from Mrs. Withers; they
are all well, and she asked me to send their remembrances
to you when I write. Ido mot give up all hope that the
will may be found one of these days, but it is just as well
that we should not build in the slightest upon it.”

Ralph's reply came in due time, that is in about a fortnight
afterward; for Mrs. Conway’s letter had first to go by coach
to London, and then a two days’ journey by the mail to
Liverpool, thence by the sailing packet across to Dublin, and
then down to Cork by coach. He had already written
expressing his regret at the news of Mr. Penfold’s death.

“My dear mother,” he began. “It is awfully good of
you to talk about making an allowance to me. After what
you say, of course I cannot think of refusing it, though I
would do so if T thought the payment would in the slightest
way inconvenience you But as you say that mow I
am away it will make something like that sum difference
in your expenses, I must of course let you do as you like,
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and can only thank you very heartily for it. But T could
really have got on very well without it. I fancy that a
good many men in the regiment have nothing but their pay,
and as they manage very well there is no reason I could not,
manage too.

“OF course in war times things are not kept up so ex-
pensively as they were before, and lots of men get commis-
sions who would not have done so when the army was only
half its present size, and was considered as a gentlemanly
profession instead of a real fighting machine. However, as
you say, it is a great deal more pleasant having nine shil-
lings a day to live on instead of four and sixpence.

“T am getting on capitally here. Of course there is a lot,
of drill, and it is as much as T can do not to laugh some-
times, the sergeant, who is a fierce little man, gets into such
wild rages over our blunders.

T say our blunders, for of course Stapleton and T are
drilled with the recruits. However, I think that in another
week I shall be over that, and shall then begin to learn my
work as an officer. They are a jolly set of fellows here,
always up to some fun or other. I always thought when
fellows got to be men they were rather serious, but it seems
to me that there is ever so much more fun here among them
than there was at school. Of course new-comers get worried
alittle just as they do at school. I got off very well; because,
you see, what with school and the privateer I have learnt to
take things good temperedly, and when fellows see that you
are as ready for fun as they are they soon give up bothering

ou.

“Stapleton has had a lot more trouble; because, you see,
he will look at things seriously. I think he is getting a little
better now; but he used to get quite mad at first, and of
course that made fellows ever so much worse. He would
find his door screwed up when he went back after mess;
and as soon as they found that he was awfully particular
about his hoots, they filled them all full of water one night.
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Then someone got a ladder and threw a lot of crackers into
his bed-room in the middle of the night, and Stapleton came
rushing down in his night-shirt with his sword drawn, swear-
ing he would kill somehody.

“Of course I have done all T can to get them to leave him
alone, for he is really a good fellow, and explained to them
that he had never been to school, or had a chance of learn-
ing to keep his temper. But he is getting on now, and
will, I think, soon be left alone. This has been an awfully
long letter, and there is only just enough candle left for me
to get into bed by. Anyhow, mother, I am not a bit upset
about losing Mr. Penfold’s allowance; so don’t you worry
yourself at all about that.”

Some weeks passed on. Mr. Tallboys wrote that he had
failed to induce the court to accept the copy of the will,
the admission he was forced to make that Mr. Penfold had
intended to make an alteration in it being fatal. He had,
however, obtained an order authorizing him thoroughly to
search the house, and to take down any wainscotting, and to
pull up any floors that might appear likely to conceal a
hiding-place. A fortnight later he wrote again to announce
his failure.

““The Miss Penfolds,” he said, “were so indignant that they
left the house altogether, and you may believe that we ran-
sacked it from top to bottom. I had four carpenters and two
masons with me, and I think we tapped every square foot of
wall in the house, took down the wainscotting wherever there
was the slightest hollow sound, lifted lots of the flooring,
and even wrenched up several of the hearthstones, but could
find nothing whatever, except that there was a staircase
leading from behind the wainscotting in Mr. Penfold’s room
to a door covered with ivy, and concealed from view by
bushes to the left of the house; but as the ivy had evidently
been undisturbed for fifty years or so, this passage, even if
known to Mr. Penfold, had certainly not been used in his
time.
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“T truly regret, my dear madam, that the search should
have been so unsuccessful, and can only say that all that
could be done has been done. That the will is concealed
somewhere I have not a shadow of doubt, unless, of course,
it has been torn up before this. As to that I can give no
opinion; and, indeed, as it is a matter in which women are
concerned, your judgment as to the probabilities is much
more likely to be correct than mine. As I expected, my
business connection with the family has come to an end.
Tho Miss Penfolds have appointed another agent, who has
written to me requesting me to hand over all papers con-
nected with the property. This, of course, I shall do. I
need hardly say that in no case could I have consented to
act for those whom I consider to be unlawful possessors of
the property. In conclusion, I can only say that my services
will at all times be at your disposal.”

Mrs. Conway was scarcely disappointed at the receipt of
this letter, for she had quite made up her mind that the
will would not be found. These women had clearly made
up their minds to deprive Ralph and Mabel of their rights,
and unless they had felt perfectly satisfied ¥
would discover the hiding-place of the will, they would not
improbably have taken it, and either destroyed it or con-
cealed it in some fresh place where the searchers would
never be likely to look for it. She did not think it likely,
therefore, that the hiding-place would be discovered, and
she felt assured that were it discovered it would be found
empty.

“Very well,” she said, in a quiet, determined voice, as she
laid down the letter. “Mr. Tallboys has failed. Now, I
shall take up the matter. I daresay you think that you
have won, Miss Penfold; that you are now mistress beyond
dispute of Herbert’s property. You will see the battle has
only just begun. It will last, I can tell you, all your lives or
mine.”

A week later an altogether unexpected event took place.
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‘When Mr. and Mrs. Withers were at breakfast a letter
arrived from Mr. Littleton, now solicitor to the Miss Pen-
folds. Upon opening it it was found to contain an offer
upon the part of the Miss Penfolds to settle the sum of a
hundred a year for life upon Mabel, upon the condition only
that the allowance would be stopped upon her marriage,
unless that marriage received the approval, in writing, of
the Miss Penfolds. The letter was addressed to Mr. Withers,
and after reading it through he passed it to his wife without
a word. She was too surprised to say anything for a
moment, especially as Mabel was in the room, and she laid
the letter beside her until breakfast was over and Mabel
had gone out.

«Well, James, what do you think of it?” she asked.

“What do you think of it yourself?” he replied.

Mus. Withers hesitated, and then said: “Well, James, it
is a sort of thing that requires so much thinking about that
I have scarcely had time to turn it over in my mind yet,
especially with Mabel there eating her breakfast opposite,
and having no idea that this letter contained anything of
such importance to her. I would really rather hear what
you think about it.” Mr. Withers remained silent, and she
went on: “Of course it would be a very nice thing for
Mabel to have such a provision for lif

A slight smile passed across Mr. Withers' face, and his
wife saw that that was not at all the way in which he looked
at it.

“That is just like you men, James,” she said a little pet-
tishly. “You ask us what we think about things when you
have perfectly made up your minds what you mean to do,
whether we agree with you o1 not.”

“I don’t think that's often the case with us. 11T did
want to see whether the matter would have struck you at
once in the same light in which I sec it, and I perceive that
it has not.”

«Well, James, let me hear your view of the matter. I
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daresay T shall agree with you when you tell me what
it is.”

“Well, then, Amy,” Mr. Withers said seriously, “it ap-
pears to me that we cannot accept this offer for Mabel.”

Mrs. Withers looked a little blank. The living was not
a rich one, and assured as they had been by Mr. Penfold
that he intended to provide for Mabel, they had not endea-
voured to lay by anything for her, and had freely dispensed
hhcu surplus income among the sick and needy of the parish.

li of the will had disappointed their hopes,
'md raised many anxious thoughts in Mrs. Withers' mind
respecting Mabel's future, and the offer contained in the
letter had therefore filled her with pleasure. But she greatly
valued her husband’s judgment, and therefore only replied:

“Why, dear?”

“Well, you see, wife, we are hoth thoroughly agreed that
these ladies are depriving Mabel of the fortune Herbert
Penfold left her. They are concealing or have destroyed
his will, and are at present in what we may call fraudulent
possession of his property. Now, I do not think that under
these circumstances we can accept a favour at their hands.
To do so would be practically to acquiesce in what we con-
sider the robbery of our child, and the acceptance would of
course involve a renewal of friendly relations with them; a
thing which, believing as we do that they are acting wick
edly, would be distasteful in the extreme, not to say impos-
sible.”

“Of course you are right, dear,” Mrs. Withers said, rising
from her seat and going over and kissing her hushand ten-
derly. “I had not thought of it in that light at all. In fact
I had hardly thought about it at all, except that it would he
nice to see Mabel provided for.”

It would be nice, my dear. But we surely need not be
anxious about her. We may hope that she will make a
happy marriage.  We may hope too that we may be spared
long enough to make some provision for her; for, of course,

(608) K
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woe must now curtail our expenses and lay by as much as we
can for her. Lastly, dear, we need not be anxious; because
we trust that God will provide for her should we not be
enabled to do so. But even were I sure that we should both
be taken together, I would rather leave her in His hands
than accept money wrongfully obtained and condone an
abominable action. There is, too, another point from
which the matter should be looked at. You see this curious
condition that they propose, that the annuity shall be
forfeited unless she marry with their sanction. Why should
they propose such a condition?”

“Tamsure I don’t know, James; for, of course, we should
never give our sanction to her marriage unless we approved
of her choice, and surely the Miss Penfolds would not dis-
approve of a choice that we approved of?”

“Well, they might, my dear. You know how bitterly
they disliked Ralph Conway, and how they resented his
being at the Hall. It is quite possible they may have had
some idea of Herbert’s views about him and Mabel, and
are determined that he shall not benefit through Mabel by
one penny of their brother’s property; and this clause is
specially designed so that in case the two young people ever
should come together they may be able if not to stop it—at
any rate to stop the annuity. That is the only interpreta-
tion I can give to this condition.”

“Very likely that is so, James. Really these women seom
to get more detestable every day.”

Mr. Withers smiled at his wife’s vehemence, “There is
still another reason why we cannot take the money. Ralph
Conway has heen as much defrauded as Mabel, and his
mother, as you see by her letters, is determined not to sit
down quietly under the wrong. What she means to do T
have not the slightest idea, nor do I think that there is the
most remote probability she will ever succeed in finding
the will. - Tallboys appears to have made a most thorough
search of the house, and do what she will she cannot have
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any opportunity of searching as he has done. Still she
clearly has something on her mind. She intends to make
some attempt or other to discover the will, which, if found,
will benefit Mabel equally with her son. Therefore we
cannot but regard her as our friend and ally. Now, were
we to accept the money for Mabel, we should in fact be
acquiescing, not only in the wrong done to her but in that
done to Ralph. We should, in fact, be going over to the
enemy. We could not take their money and even tacitly
connive in her efforts to find the will.”

“T agree with you entirely, James. It would be impos-
sible; only I do wish you had said all this before letting me
be so foolish as to say that I thought we ought to take t.”

“You didn't say so, dear,” Mr. Withers said smiling.
“You only gave expression to the first natural thought of a
mother t]mt it would be a nice thing for Mabel. Yo\\ had
given the matter no further consideration than that, and I
was quite sure that as soon as you thought the matter over
you would see it in the same light that I do. But I think
that before we send off our reply we should put the matter
before Mabel herself. T have no doubt whatever what her
answer will be, but at the same time she ought to know of
the offer which has been made to her.”

CHAPTER IX.
MR. TALLBOYS' VISITOR.

MR ‘WITHERS was fully justified in his conviction that

there need be no doubt as to the view Mabel would
take of the Miss Penfolds’ offer. The girl had hitherto been
in entire ignorance both as to the will being missing, and of
the interest she had in it. She was now called in from the
garden, and was much surprised when her father told her
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to sit down, as he and her mother wished to have a serious
talk with her.

“Do you know, my little Mabel,” he began, “that you
have had a narrow escape of being an heiress?”

“An heiress, papa! Do you mean of having a lot of
money?”

“Yas, of coming in some day to a fortune. M. Penfold
some time ago confided to your mother and me his intention
of dividing his property equally between Ralph Conway and
yourself.”

“What! all the Penfold estates, papa, and the house and
everything?”

“Yes, my dear. Everything, including the large sum of
money that has accumulated during the years Mr. Penfold
has not been spending a third of his income.”

“Then if he meant that, papa, how is it that I am not
going to be an heiress?”

“Simply, my dear, hecanse the will by which Mr. Penfold
left the property to you and Ralph is missing.”

Mr. Withers then told the whole story of the loss of the
will, the search that had been made for it, and the strong.
grounds there were for believing in the existence of some
secret place in the Hall, and that this place of concealment
was known to Mr. Penfold's sisters.

“But they surely could never be so wicked as that, papa.
They have always scemed to like me—not very much, you
know, because they thought 1 wasn't quiet and ladylike
enough. Still T don't think they really disliked me.”

«No, I think in their way they liked you, Mabel; and
perhaps if Mr. Penfold had left half his property to you and
divided the other half between them the will would have
been found. But they certainly did not like Ralph Conway.
They disliked him partly no doubt for himself, but principally
on account of a wrong which I believe they once did to his

mother. Now, it is in human nature, Mabel, that you may
forgive a wrong done to you, but it is very hard to forgive
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a person you have wronged. Anyhow, T am convinced that
it was more to prevent Mrs. Conway’s son from getting this
money than to get it themselves that they have concealed
this will, or rather that they refuse to point out its place of
concealment.”

“But it does scem hard, papa, that Mr. Penfold should
have left everything to Ralph and me and nothing to his
sisters.”

“The Miss Penfolds have a very comfortable income of their
own, Mabel, and their brother might very well have thonght
there was no occasion for them to have more; besides, al-
though they lived in his house, and indeed managed it and
him, Mr. Penfold had, I know, strong reason to believe that
they had ruined his life. But this is a matter into which we
need not go. Well, Mabel, the Miss Penfolds have just
given a proof that they do not dislike you. Now T will read
you this letter, because I think you ought to know it has
been written, and T will then tell you the reasons why your
mother and T think that the offer cannot be accepted.”

Mabel listened in silence until her father had finished the
arguments he had used with his wife, with the exception
only of that relating to the Miss Penfolds’ motives in putting
in the condition concerning Mabel's marriage. When he
ceased speaking she exclaimed indignantly :

“Of course, papa, we could not take the money, not if
it were ten times as much! Why, we could not look
Mrs. Conway and Ralph in the face again! Besides, how
could we speak to people one believes to have done such a
wicked thing?”

“Very well, Mabel. I was quite sure that you would
agree with us, but at the same time I thought it was right
before we refused the offer you should know that it was
made. Whatever our sentiments on the subject might be,
we should not have been justified in refusing without your
knowledge an offer that might from a worldly point of view
De your interest to accept.”
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“Why, papa,” Mabel said, “I would rather go out and
weed turnips or watch sheep, like some of the girls in the
village, than touch a penny of the Miss Penfolds’ money.”

A short time after this Mr. Tallboys’ clerk brought a letter
into his private office.

“A lady asked me to give you this, sir.” The solicitor
opened it. It contained only a card.

“Show the lady in. How are you, madam? I am glad
to have the pleasure of making your acquaintance. I suppose
you are staying with Mr. Withers”

“No, Mr. Tallboys, I am at the hotel here. I only arrived
an hour since by the packet from Dover.”

“Dear me. I am afraid you have had a very unpleasant
voyage.”

“It has not been pleasant,” Mrs. Conway said quietly.
“But I preferred it to the long journey by coach up to
London, and down here again. We were five days on the
way, as the vessel put in at so many ports. Still that was
quite a minor question with me. 1 wanted to see you and
have a talk with you personally. There is no saying into
whose hands letters may fall, and one talk face to face does.
more good than a score of letters.”

Mr. Tallboys looked rather surprised, and the idea flashed
across his mind that the only business Mrs. Conway could
want to see him about must be some proposal for raising
money upon the security of her annuity.

“I presume, Mr. Tallboys, from what I hear, that you are
as thoroughly convinced as T am myself that this will of Mr.
Penfold’s is in existence, and is hidden somewhere about the
Hall?”

“Yes, T think so, Mrs. Conway. That is, supposing it has
not been destroyed.”

“Do you think it likely that it has been destroyed, Mr.
Tallboys?”

“Well, that I cannot say,” the solicitor said gravely. “I
have, of course, thought much over this matter. It is one
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that naturally vexed me much for several reasons. In the
first place, Mr. Withers and you yourself had been good
enough to place the matter in my hands, and to authorize
me to act for you, and it is always a sort of vexation to a
professional man when his clients lose their cause, especially
when he is convinced that they are in the right. In the
second place, I am much disturbed that the wishes of my
late client, Mr. Penfold, should not have been carried out.
Thirdly, T feel now that I myself am somewhat to blame
in the matter, in that I did not represent to Mr. Penfold the
imprudence of his placing valuable papers in a place where,
should anything happen to him suddenly, they might not be
found. Of course I could not have anticipated this hostile
action on the part of the Miss Penfolds. Still, T blame my-
self that I did not warn Mr. Penfold of the possibility of
what has in fact happened taking place. Lastly,” and he
smiled, “I have a personal feeling in the matter. I have
lost a business that added somewhat considerably to my
income.”

“I don’t think any of us have thought of blaming you in
the matter, Mr. Tallboys. I am sure that I have not. You
could not possibly have foreseen that Mr. Penfold’s sisters
were likely to turn out thieves.”

“Well, that is rather a strong expressmn, ” Mrs. Conway;
“though natural enough I must admit in your position as
Mr. Ralph Conway’s mother, You see, there is a difference
between concealing and not disclosing.  Mr. Penfold himself
concealed the will. The Miss Penfolds simply refuse to
assist us in our search for it.”

«And as the nearest heirs take possession of the pro-
perty.”

“Quite so, Mrs. Conway. T am not defending their con-
duct, which morally is dishonest in the extreme, but T
doubt whether any court of law would find it to be a punish-
able offence.”

“Well, now, Mr. Tallboys, I want you to let me know
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whether you suspect that they have destroyed the will;
which, T suppose, would be a panishable offence.”

“Certainly the destruction of the will, in order that those
who destroyed might get possession of property, would be
criminal.  Well, T don't know; I have thought it over in
every sense, and think the balance of probability is against
their having destroyed it. In the first place the Miss
Penfolds doubtless consider that the will is so securely
hidden there is little if any chance of its being discovered.
That this is so we know, from the fact that although I
ransacked the house from top to bottom, pulled down
wainscotting, lifted floors, and tried every imaginable point.
which either T or the men who were working with me
suspected to be a likely spot for a hiding-place, we did not,
succeed in finding it.

“Now, I have noticed that ladies have at times somewhat
peculiar ideas as to morality, and are apt to steer very close to
the wind. The Miss Penfolds may consider themselves
perfectly justified in declining to give us any assistance in
finding the will, soothing their consciences by the reflection
that by such refusal they are committing no offence of which
aw takes cognizance; but while doing this they mi
shrink from the absolutely criminal offence of destroying
the will. I do not say that now they have entered upon the
path they have that they would not destroy the will if they
thought there was a chance of its being discovered. I only
say that, thinking it to be absolutely safe, they are unlikely
to perform an act which, if discovered, would bring them
under the power of the law.

“They may consider themselves free to helieve, or if not
actually to believe, to try and convince themselves, that
for aught they know their brother may have destroyed the
will, and that it is not for them to prove whether he did so
or not. Upon these grounds, therefore, it seems to me
probable that the will is still in existence; but I acknow-
ledge that so far as its utility is concerned it might as
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well have been destroyed by Mr. Penfold himself or by his
sisters.”

“Well, Mr. Tallboys, no doubt you are thinking that you
might as well have expressed this opinion to me on paper,
and that I have troubled myself very unnecessarily in making
this journey to have it from your own lips.”

“Well, yes, Mrs. Conway, I do not deny that this was in
my mind.”

“It would have been useless for me to make the journey
had this been all, Mr. Tallboys. I am very glad to have
heard your opinion, which agrees exactly with that which T
myself have formed, but it was scarcely with the object of
eliciting it that I have made this journey. We will now
proceed to that part of the subject. We agree that the will
is probably still in existence, and that it is hidden some-
where about the Hall. The next question is, how is it to be
found ¥

“Ah! that is a very difficult question indeed, Mrs. Con-
way.”

“Yes, it is difficult, but not, I think, impossible. You
have done your best, Mr. Tallboys, and have failed. You
have no further suggestion to offer, no plan that oceurs to
you by which you might discover it?”

“None whatever,” Mr. Tallboys said decidedly. “I have
done all that I could do; and have, in fact, dismissed the
question altogether from my mind. I had the authority of
the court to search, and I have searched very fully, and
have reported my failure to the court. The power to search
would certainly not be renewed unless upon some very
strong grounds indeed.”

“T suppose not, Mr. Tallboys; that is what I expected.
Well, it seems to me that you having done all in your
power for us, your clients, and having now relinquished
your search, it is time for us, or some of us, to take the
matter in hand.”

Mr. Tallboys looked surprised.
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“I do mot quite understand, Mrs. Conway, how you can
take it in hand.”

“No? Well, T can tell you, Mr. Tallboys, that I am
going to do so. 1 am not going to sit down quietly and see
my son robbed of his inheritance. I have quite made up
my mind to devote my life to this matter, and I have come,
not to ask your advice—for I daresay you would try to dis-
suade me, and my resolution is unalterable—but to ask you
to give me what aid you can in the matter.”

T shall be glad to give you aid in any way, Mrs. Con-
way, if you will point out to me the direction in which my
assistance can be of use. I suppose you have formed some
sort of plan, for I own that I can see no direction whatever
in which you can set about the matter.”

“My intention is, Mr. Tallboys, to search for this hiding-
place myself.”

Mr. Tallboys raised his eyebrows in surprise.

«To search yourself, Mrs. Conway! But how do you
propose to gain admittance to the Hall, and how, even sup-
posing that you gain admittance, do you propose to do more.
than we have done, or even so much; because any fresh
disturbance of the fabric of the house would be out of the
question?”

“That I quite admit. Still we know there is the hiding-
place, and it is morally certain that that hidingplace is
opened or approached by the touching of some secret spring.
It is not by pulling down wainscotting or by pulling up
floors, or by force used in any way, that it is to be found.
Mr. Penfold, it would seem, used it habitually as a deposi-
tory for papers of value. He certainly, therefore, had not to
break down or to pull up anything. He opened it as he would
open any other cabinet or cupboard, by means of a key or by
touching a spring. Yon agree with me so far, Mr. Tallhoys!”

“Certainly, Mrs. Conway. There can be no doubt in my
mind that this hiding-place, whether a chamber or a smal
closet, is opened in the way you speak of.”
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“Very well then; all that has to be looked for is a spring.
No force is requisite; all that is to be done is to find the
spring.”

“Yes, but how is it to be found? I believe we tried
every square foot of the building.”

“T have no doubt you did, but it will be necessary to try
every square inch, I will not say of the whole building, but
of certain rooms and passages. I think we may assume
that it is not in the upper rooms or servants’ quarters.
Such a hiding-place would be contrived where it could be
used by the owners of the house without observation from
their dependants, and would therefore be either in the
drawing-room, dining-room, the principal bed-chambers, or
the passages, corridors, or stairs between or adjoining
these.”

«T quite follow you in your reasoning, Mrs. Conway, and
agree with you. Doubtless the place is so situated as to be
what T may call handy to the owners of the Hall, but I still
do not see how you are going to set about finding it.”

“T am going to set about it by going to live at the Hall.”

“(loing to live at the Hall, Mrs. Conway! But how is
that possible under the circumstances? You are, I should
say, the last person whom the Miss Penfolds would at
present invite to take up her residence there.”

«T agree with you, if they had any idea of my identity;
but that is just what I intend they shall not have. My
plan is to go there in the capacity of a servant. Once
there I shall examine, as I say, every square inch of the
rooms and places where this hiding-place is likely to exis
Every knob, knot, or inequality of any kind in the wood-
work and stone-work shall be pressed, pulled, and twisted,
until I find it. Iam aware that the task may occupy months
or even years, for, of course, my opportunities will be
limited. Still, whether months or years, I intend to under-
take it and to carry it through, if my life is spared until I
have had time thoroughly and completely to carry it out.”
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M. Tallboys was silent from sheer astonishment.

“Do you really mean that you think of going there as a
servant, Mrs. Conway?”

“Certainly 1 do,” she replied calmly. “I suppose the
work will be no harder for me than for other women; and
whereas they do it for some ten or twelve pounds a year I
shall do it for a fortune. I see not the slightest difficulty
or objection in that part of the business. I shall, of course,
let my house at Dover, making arrangements for my son’s
letters there being forwarded, and for my letters to him
being posted in Dover. I shall have the satisfaction that
while engaged upon this work my income will be accumu-
ating for his benefit. I own that I can see no difficulty
whatever in my plan being carried out.

“Now, as to the assistance that I wish you to give me.
It could, perhaps, have been more readily given by Mr.
Withers, for naturally he would know personally most of
the servants of the Hall, as the majority of them doubtless
belong to the village. But Mr. Withers, as a clergyman,
might have conscientious scruples against taking any part
in a scheme which, however righteous its ends, must be
conducted by what he would consider underground methods,
and involving a certain amount of deceit. At any rate I
think it better that neither he nor Mrs. Withers should
have any complicity whatever in my plans. I therefore
come to you. What I want, in the first place, is to find out
when a vacancy is likely to be caused by some servant leay-
ing; secondly, if no such vacancy is likely to occur, for a
vacancy to be manufactured by inducing some servant to
leave—a present of a year's wages would probably accom-
plish that; thirdly, the vacancy must occur in the case of
some servant whose work would naturally lie in the part of
the building T have to examine; finally, it must be arranged
that T can be so recommended as to ensure my getting the

lace.”

Mr. Tallboys was silent for some time.
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“Certainly your plan does appear feasible, Mrs. Conway,”
he said at length. It does seem to me that if once in-
stalled in the way you propose at the Hall, and prepared to
spend, as you say, months or even years in the search, it is
possible and even probable that in the end you may light
upon the spring that will open this mystery. You must be
prepared to face much unpleasantness. You will have for
all this time to associate with servants, to do menial work,
to relinquish all the luxuries and appliances to which you
have all your life been accustomed, and possibly to fail at
last.  Still, if you are prepared to face all this, there does
appear to me to be a possibility of your enterprise being.
crowned with success.”

“I have thought it all over, Mr. Tallboys, and am quite
prepared to submit to all the sacrifices you mention, which,
however, will scarcely be felt by me to be sacrifices, work-
ing, as I shall be, for the future of my son. And now, can
I rely upon your assistance?”

“You shall have any assistance I can give, assuredly,
Mrs. Conway. The matter is by no means a simple one,
still T can see no reason why it should not be successfully
carried out.”

It must take time, that T quite anuclpate, Mz. Tallboys.
Time, fortunately, is of no consequence.”

“Well, Mrs. Conway,” Mr. Tallboys said, after sitting
for some minutes in thought, “it is a matter that will
require careful thinking over. How long do you intend
staying here?”

“Just as long as it is necessary,” Mrs. Conway said; “a
day or a month. I have not given my own name at the
‘George,’ but shall be known there as Mrs. Brown. As you
saw, I sent my card in in an envelope, so that even your
clerk should not be aware that Mrs. Conway was in Wey-
mouth.”

“But,” the solicitor said suddenly, “surely the Miss
Penfolds knew you in the old time?”
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«Certainly they did. But, to begin with, that is nearly
twenty years ago; and, of course, I have changed very much
since then.”

“Not very much, Mrs. Conway,” the lawyer said; “for
I once had the pleasure of seeing you when I went to the
Hall to see Mr. Penfold on business. I do not say that I
should have known you anywhere, but having had your
card T remembered you at once when you came into the
room; and, indeed, if you will excuse my saying so, you
might pass anywhere as thirty.”

“So much the better for my purpose at present,” Mrs.
Conway replied. “Thirty will do very well for the age of
a housemaid at the Hall. T should imagine the Miss Pen-
folds would prefer a woman of that age to a young girl;
hesides, you see, I must be an upper housemaid in order to
have charge of the part of the house I want to examine.
As to knowing me; in the first place the Miss Penfolds will
not have the advantage of receiving my card, and, in the
second place, it is not very difficult for a woman to alter her

50 as to be i by another who has
not seen her for twenty years. My hair is a good deal
darker now than it was then, and I wore it altogether
differently. A little black dye on that and my eyebrows, a
servant’s cap and gown, will so alter me that you who see
me now would hardly know me; certainly they will not do
s0.  You need not trouble about that, Mr. Tallboys; I will
answer for it that they shall not know me. It is possible,
just possible, that Mr. and Mrs. Withers might know me if
they saw me in church; but I shall, without letting them
know my plans, guard against any indiscretion. Now, as
we have quite settled the matter, Mr. Tallboys, I shall go
back to the inn, and when you have thought the matter
over and decided upon the best plan for carrying out my
wishes, you will send a note to Mrs. Brown at the ‘George,’
making an appointment for me to meet you here.”

Mr. Tallboys sat for some time in thought after Mrs. Con-
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way had left him. Tt was certainly a daring scheme, re-
quiting no little courage, resolution, and self-possession to
carry out, but his client evidently possessed all these quali-
tics. She had a clear head, and seemed to have grasped
every point in the matter. There was really no reason why
she should not succeed. There must be a spring somewhere,
and if she was as patient as she declared herself to be, she
would surely find it sooner or later; that is, if she could
carry out her search without exciting suspicion.

The first difficulty was to get her settled at the Hall.
‘What was the best way to set about that? It certainly was
not as easy as she seemed to think, still there must be some
way of managing it. At any rate he must act cautiously in
the matter, and must not appear in it in any way personally.
And so he sat thinking, until at last the clerk, who had
been a good deal surprised at receiving no instruction from
him as to several matters he had in hand, knocked at the
door, and came in with a number of papers, and Mr. Tall
Toys was obliged to dismiss the matter from his mind for a
time, and to attend to present business. The very next
morning Mrs. Conway received the note, and again went to
the office.

“Do you know, Mrs. Conway,” he began, as soon as his
client entered, *the more I think over the matter, the more
T feel that it is extremely difficult to manage it from here.
I should have to engage someone to go over in the first
place. He would have to stay in the village some time before
he could make the acquaintance of the servants at the Hall.
He would have to get very intimate with them hefore he
could venture to broach such a thing; for if he made a
mistake, and the woman told her mistress that someone
had been trying to persuade her to leave in order to intro-
duce another into the place, their suspicions would be so
aroused that the scheme would become hopeless.”

“Yes, I see the difficulty, Mr. Tallboys; for I thought it
over in every way before I came to you. Besides I don't
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like the thought of this intermediate. No doubt you would
choose a trustworthy man.  Still I don’t like the thought of
anyone knowing the secret, especially as the plan may take
50 long working out.”

“What I have been thinking, Mrs. Conway, is this. No
doubt the servants at the Hall have taken sides on this
matter. Of course from our searches there they know that
Mz. Penfold’s will is missing, and that it is because it is
missing that the Miss Penfolds are now mistresses there.
Without knowing anything myself about the feelings of the
servants there, beyond what would probably be the case
from the difference of character between Mr. Penfold and
his sisters, I should imagine that they were fond of him, for
he was the kindest and most easy-going of masters, and not,
very fond of his sisters, who are, as I have always observed
in the course of my professional visits there, the reverse of
agreeable.

«If this is the case, not improbably there may he one or
other of these women with whom you might open direct
negotiations. What has struck me is this. The men who
were over there with me of course slept and took their
meals in the village; still, going about as they did in the
house, no doubt they talked with the servants. The
Miss Penfolds were away, and I daresay the women had
plenty of time to gossip; and it is probable the men
gathered from their talk something of their sentiments
towards the Miss Penfolds and their brother, and which
side they would be likely to go with. I might ask the fore-
man about it.”

“I think the idea is a capital one, Mr. Tallboys; but
there is one detail I think might be improved. I ima-
gine that if instead of asking zhe foreman you choose the
youngest and best-looking of the men, provided he is un-
married, you more likely to get at the women’s senti-
ments.”

M. Tallboys laughed. “No doubt you are right, Mrs.
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Conway. That shall be done. I must get the foreman
first, though, for I don’t know the names or addresses of
the other men. T shall tell him frankly that I want to find
out the opinions of the servants at the Hall about the mis-
sing will, ask him which of his men was the most given to
gossip with them, and tell him to send him here to me at
ten o'clock to-morrow morning; then when you see him and
hear what he has to say, you can judge for yourself how far
you care to trust him in the matter, or whether to trust him
at all.  Perhaps you will come here a few minutes before
ten, and then I can tell you what the foreman has said
first.”

Accordingly at a quarter to ten the next day Mrs. Con-
way was again at the office.

“T think, Mrs. Conway, that things are going even hetter
than we hoped. The foreman said that from what little
talk he had with the servants, he thought they had all
been attached to Mr. Penfold, and that his sisters were by
no means popular among them. He said very often one or
other of them would come into the room where they were
working and make suggestions, and hunt about themselves
to see if they could find anything. But the best part of it
is that one of the carpenters, a steady fellow of five-and-
twenty, took up, as he calls it, with the upper house-maid,
and he believes there is a talk about their being married
some day. If this is so it would be the very thing for you.
You could help him to get married, and the girl could help
you to get her place.”

“The very thing,” Mrs, Conway said. “Nothing could
have turned out better.”

In a few minutes the young carpenter arrived. He was
a pleasant-looking young fellow, and Mrs. Conway was not
surprised at the impression he had made upon the house-
maid at the Hall.

«Sit down, Johnson,” Mr. Tallboys began. *You know
what T asked you to come here for?”

L
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“Mr. Peters told me that it was something to do with
that job we had at the Miss Penfolds, sir.”

“Yes, that is it, Johnson. You know we were looking
for a missing will there?”

“Yes, sir; so I understood.”

“Now, what we wanted to ask you specially, Johnson,
was whether you can tell us what the servants at the Hall
thought about it?”

The young carpenter turned rather red in the face, and
twisted his cap about in his fingers.

“Well, sir, I don’t know that I can say much about that.
I don’t think most of them was over fond of the Miss Pen-
folds, and wouldn’t have been sorry if the will had been
found that would have given them another master or mis-
t

“Just so, Johnson, that is what I thought was likely.
Now, the point I want to know, Johnson, and this lady
here is, I may tell you, interested in the matter of this will
being found, is as to whether there is in your opinion any
one of the maids at the Hall who could be trusted to aid us
in this business? Of course we should make it worth her
while to do so.”

Again the young carpenter coloured, and fidgetted on his
chair, examining his cap intently.

«T suppose it would depend on what you wanted her to
do,” he said at last. “The Hall is a good service, thongh
they don’t like the mistresses, and of course none of them
would like to do anything that might risk their place.”

“That's natural enough, Johnson. But, you see, we
could perhaps more than make up to her for that risk.”

“Well, I don’t know, sir,” the man said after another
pause. “It isn’t only the place; but, you see, a young
woman wouldn’t like to risk getting into a row like and
being tumed awvay in disgrace, o perhaps even worse, T
don’t know what you want, you see, sir?”

Mr. Tallboys looked at Mrs. Conway, and his eyes
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expressed the question, How far shall we go? She replied
by taking the matter in her own hands.

“We can trust you, can’t we, whether you agree to help
us or not?”

“Yes, ma'm,” he said more decidedly than he had hitherto
spoken. “You can trust me. If you tell me what you want,
T will tell you straight whether I can do anything. If I
don’t like it, the matter sha'n’t go beyond me.”

“Very well then, I will tell you exactly what we want.
‘We believe that the will is still there, and we believe that
if someone in the house were to make a thorough search it
might be found. It is right that it should be found, and
that the property should go to those to whom Mr. Penfold
left it, and who are now being kept out of it by the Miss
Penfolds. Tam very much interested in the matter, because
it is my son who is being cheated out of his rights; and I
have made up my mind to find the will. Now, what I want
to know is, do you think that one of the housemaids would
be willing to give up her place and introduce me as her suc-
cessor, if I gave her twenty-five pounds? That would be a
nice little sum, you know, to begin housekeeping with.”

Mus. Conway saw at once by the expression of the young
caxpenter’s face that she had secured him as an ally.

“T think that might be managed, ma’am,” he said in a
tone that showed her he was endeavouring to hide his glad-
n “Yes, I think that could be managed. There is cer-
tainly a young woman at the Hall—" and he stopped.

Mrs. Conway helped him. T may tell you, Mr. Johnson,
that the foreman hinted to Mr. Tallboys that he thought
you and the upper housemaid were likely one of these days
to come together, and that is principally why we spoke to
you instead of to one of the others who were there.. We
thought, you see, that she might probably he leaving her
place one of these days, and that perhaps this twenty-five
pounds might enable you and her to marry earlier than you
otherwise would have done. In that case, you see, it would
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suit us all.  You and she would, moreover, have the satis-
faction of knowing that you were aiding to right a great
wrong, and to restore those who have been defrauded to
the property Mr. Penfold intended for them. What do
you say?”

«Well, ma’am, T think that, as you say, it would be doing
the right thing; and I don’t deny that Martha and I have
agreed to wait a year or two, till we could save up enough
Detween us for me to start on my own account; for as long
as I am a journeyman, and liable to lose my work any day,
I would not ask her to come to me. But what with what
we have laid by, and this money you offer, I think we might
very well venture,” and his radiant face showed the happiness
the prospect caused him.

“Very well, then. We may consider that as settled,”
Mrs. Conway said. «What T want is for you to tell your
Martha that she is to give notice to leave at once, and that
if she has an opportunity she is to mention to Miss Penfold
that she has a friend who is out of place at present, and
whom she is sure will suit. Of course as she will say that
she is going to leave to be married, Miss Penfold cannot be
vexed with her, as she might be otherwise, and may take
her friend on her recommendation.”

“But suppose she shouldnt, ma'am,” and the young
carpenter’s face fell considerably at the thought, “where
would Martha be then?”

T shall pay the money, of course,” Mrs. Conway said,
“whether I get the place through her or not. I should
think that Miss Penfold will very likely be glad to be saved
the trouble of looking for another servant. But, if not, I
must try some other way to get the place.”

“What name am I to say her friend has?”

“Let me think. Ann Sibthorpe.”

“But suppose she asks about where her friend has been
in service, ma’am, and about her character?”

“We will settle that afterwards. The first thing to do is
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for you to go over and see her, and ask her if she is willing
to leave and do this.”

T think I can answer for that, ma’am,” the young car-
penter said with a quiet smile.

“Very well. Still, we had better have it settled. Will
you go over to-day and see her? and then by tomorrow Mr.
Tallboys and I will have talked the matter over and settled
about the other points. Of course you will tell her not to
give notice until she has heard from you as to what she is
to say about me.”

“Very well, ma’am. I will start at once.”

«I can arrange about the character,” Mr. Tallboys said
when they were alone. I have a cousin in London, to
whom I shall write and explain the matter, and who will, T
am sure, oblige me by writing to say that Ann Sibthorpe is
all that can be desired as a servant: steady, quiet, indus-
trious, and capable. Well, I really congratulate you, Mrs.
Conway. At first I thought your project a hopeless one;
now I think that you have every chance of success.”

CHAPTER X.
ON DETACHMENT.

ALPH was soon at home in the regiment. He found

his comrades a cheery and pleasant set of men, ready

to assist the newly-joined young officers as far as they could.

A fow rough practical jokes were played; but Ralph took

them with such perfect good temper that they were soon
abandoned.

He applied himself very earnestly to mastering the mys-
tery of drill, and it was not long before he was pronounced
to be efficient, and he was then at Captain O’Connor’s re-
quest appointed to his company, in which there happened
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to be a vacancy for an ensign. He had had the good luck
to have an excellent servant assigned to him. Denis Mulli-
gan was a thoroughly handy fellow, could turn his hand
to anything, and was always good tempered and cheery.

“The fellow is rather free and easy in his ways,” Captain
O’Connor told Ralph when he allotted the man to him; but
you will get accustomed to that. Keep your whisky locked
up, and T think you will be safe in all other respects with
him. He was servant to Captain Daly, who was killed at
Toulouse, and I know Daly wouldn’t have parted with him
on any account. His master’s death almost broke Denis's
heart, and I have no doubt he will get just as much attached
to you in time. These fellows have their faults, and want
a little humouring; but, take them as a whole, I would
rather have an Irish soldier servant than one of any other
nationality, provided always that he is not too fond of
the bottle. About once in three months I consider reason-
able, and I don’t think you will find Mulligan break out
more frequently than that.”

Ralph never regretted the choice O’'Connor had made for
him, and found Denis an excellent servant; and his eccen-
tricities and the opinions which he freely expressed afforded
him a constant source of amusement.

A few days later Captain O’Connor came into his room.
“Pack up your kit. The company is ordered on detached
duty, and there is an end to your dancing and flirting.”

“I don’t know about flirting,” Ralph laughed. *As far
as I can see you do enough for the whole company in that
way. But where are we going to”

“We are ordered to Ballyporrit.  An out of the way
hole as a man could wish to be buried in. It seems that
there are a lot of stills at work in the neighbourhood. The
ganger has applied for military aid. A nice job we have
got before us. I have had my turn at it before, and
know what it means. Starting at nightfall, tramping ten or
fifteen miles over the hills and through bogs, and arriving
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at last at some wretched hut only to find a wretched old
woman sitting by a peat fire, and divil a sizn of still or
mash tubs or anything else. We start the first thing to-
morrow morning; 5o you had better get your kit packed
and your flask filled to-night. We have nineteen miles
march before us, and a pretty bad road to travel. I have
Just been in to Desmond’s quarter, and he is tearing his hair
at the thought of having to leave the gaieties of Cork.”

“T think it is a nice change,” Ralph said, “and shall be
very glad to have done with all these parties and balls.
Ballyporrit is near the sea, isn’t it?”

“Yes. About a mile away, I believe. Nearly forty miles
from here.”

The detachment marched next morning. Ralph enjoyed
the novelty of the march, but was not sorry when at the
end of the second day’s tramp they reached the village.
The men were quartered in the houses of the villagers, and
the officers took rooms at the inn. Except when engaged
in expeditions to capture stills—of which they succeeded in
finding nearly a score—there was not much to do at Bally-
porrit.  All the gentry resident within a wide circle called
upon them, and invitations to dinners and dances flowed in
rapidly. As one officer was obliged to remain always in the
village with the detachment, Ralph seldom availed himself
of these invitati O'Connor and Lieut t Desmond
were hoth fond of society; and, as Ralph very much pre-
ferred staying quietly in his quarters, he was always ready
to volunteer to take duty upon these occasions.

Ballyporrit lay within a mile of the sea, and Ralph, when
he had nothing else to do, frequently walked to the edge of
the cliffs, and sat there hour after hour watching the sea
breaking among the rocks three or four hundred feet below
him, and the sea-birds flying here and there over the water,
and occasionally dashing down to its surface. A few fish-
ing boats could be seen, but it was seldom that a distant
sail was visible across the water; for not one vessel in those
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days sailed for the west to every fifty that now cross the
Atlantic. The rocks upon which he sat rose in most places
almost sheer up from the edge of the sea; but occasionally
they fell away, and a good climber could make his way over
the rough rocks and boulders down to the water’s edge. As,
however, there was nothing to be gained by it, Ralph never
made the attempt.

Looking back over the land the view was a dreary one.
There was not a human habitation within sight, the hills
were covered with brown heather, while in the bottoms lay
bogs, deep and treacherous to those who knew not the way
across. It was rarely that a human figure was visible. Once
or twice a day a revenue man came along the edge of the
cliff, and would generally stop for a talk with Ralph.

“There was,” he said, “a good deal of smuggling carried
on along that part of the coast during the war; but there is
not so much of it now, though no doubt a cargo is run now
and then. It does not pay as it did when the French ports
were all closed, and there was not a drop of brandy to be had
save that which was run by the smugglers. Now that trade
is open again there is only the duty to save, and I fancy a
good many of the boats have gone out of the business. You
see, the revenue has got its agents in the French ports, and
gets news from them what craft are over there loading, and
what part of the coast they come from. Along the English
coast there is still a good deal of it. There lace pays well;
but there is not much sale for lace in Ireland, and not much
sale for brandy either, excepting in the towns. The pea-
sants and farmers would not thank you for it when they can

gt home-made whisky for next to nothing,”
“I suppose that there is a good deal of that going on.”
“Any amount of it, sir. For every still that is captured
I reckon there must be a hundred at work that no one
dreams of, and will be as long as barley grows and there are
bogs and hills all over the country, and safe hiding-places
where no one not in the sceret would dream of searching,
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The boys know that we are not in their line of business,
and mind our own affairs. If it were not for that, I can
tell you, I wouldn't go along these cliffs at night for any pay
the king would give me; for T know that before a week would
be out my body would be found some morning down there
on the rocks, and the coroner’s jury would bring in a verdict
of tumbled over by accident, although there wouldn’t be a
man of them but would know better.”

“Well, I am sure I don’t want to find out anything about
them. 1T belong to the detachment in Ballyporrit, and of
course if the gauger calls upon us we must march out and
aid him in seizing a still. But beyond that it's no affair of
ours.”

And yet although he so seldom saw anyone to speak to,
Ralph had sometimes a sort of uncomfortable fecling that
he was being watched. Once or twice he had caught a
glimpse of what he thought was a man’s head among some
rocks; but on walking carelessly to the spot he could see no
signs of anyone. Another time, looking suddenly round,
he saw a boy standing at the edge of some boggy ground
where the land dipped suddenly away some two hundred
yards from the edge of the cliff; but directly he saw that
ho was observed he took to his heels, and speedily disap-
peared down the valley.

Ralph did not trouble himself about these matters, nor
did he see any reason why anyone should interest himself
in his movements. Had he wandered about among the
hills inland he might be taken for a spy trying to find
out some of the hidden stills; but sitting here at the edge
of the cliff watching the sea, surely no such absurd sus-
picion could fall upon him. Had he been there at night the
smugglers might have suspected him of keeping watch for
them , but smigglers never attempted to run their cargoes in
broad daylight, and he never came down there after dark.
One day a peasant came strolling along. He was a power-
fullooking man and camied a Leavy stick. Ralph was
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lying on his back looking up at the clouds and did not hear
the man approach till he was close to him, then with a
quick movement he sprang to his fect.

I did not hear you coming,” he said. *You have given
me quite a start.”

«It’s a fine day, yer honour, for sleeping on the turf
here,” the man said civilly.

T was not asleep,” Ralph said; “though I own that T
was getting on for it.”

«Is yer honour expecting to meet anyone here?” the
man asked. “Sure, it's a mighty lonesome sort of place.”

«No, T am not expecting anyone. I have only come out
for a look at the sea. I am never tired of looking at
that.”

“It's a big lot of water, surely,” the man replied, look-
ing over the sea with an air of interest as if the sight were
altogether novel to him. “A powerful lot of water. And
T have heard them say that you often come out here?”

“Yes, I often come out,” Ralph assented.

«Don't you think now it is dangerous so near the edge
of the cliff, yer honour? Just ome step and over you
would go, and it would be ten chances to one that the next
tide would drift your body away, and divil a one know what
had become of you.”

«But I don’t mean to take a false step,” Ralph said.

“Sure, there is many a one takes a false step when he
isn’t draming about it; and if ye didn’t tumble over by
yourself, just a push would do it.”

“Yes, but there is no one to give one a push,” Ralph
said.

“Maybe and maybe not,” the man replied, “I don't say
if I was a gentleman, and could spind me time as I liked,
that I would be sitting here on the edge of these cliffs,
where you might come to harm any minute.”

“T have no fear of coming to harm,” Ralph answered;
“and I should be sorry for anyone who tried. I always
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carry a pistol. Not that T think there is any chance of
having to use it; but it's always as well to be prepared.”

“It is that, yer honour, always as well; but I don’t think
T should be always coming out here if T was you.”

“Why not, my good fellow? I harm no one, and inter-
fere with no one. Surely it is open to me to come here and
look at the sea without anyone taking offence at it.”

“That's as it may be, yer honour. Anyhow I have told
you what I think of it. (ood-morning to you.”

I wonder what that fellow meant,” Ralph said looking
after him, “He meant something I feel certain, though
what it is I can’t imagine. I thought it was as well to let
him know that T had a pistol handy, though he didn’t look
as if he intended mischief. 1 suppose after this I had better
not come here so often, though I have not the remotest idea
in the world why T should annoy anyone more by standing
here than if I was standing on the cliff in front of Dover
Castle. However, it certainly is a lonely place, and I
should have precious little chance if two or three men took
it into their heads to attack me here.”

“They are queer people these Irish peasants of yours,
O'Connor,” Ralph said as they sat at dinner that even-
ing.

“What's the matter with them now, Conway?”

“One can't even go and look at the sea from their cliffs
without their taking it amiss,” and Ralph related the con-
versation he had had with the peasant, adding that he was
convinced he had been watched whenever he went there.

“It is curious, certainly,” the captain said when he had
finished. “No doubt they think you are spying after
something; but that would not trouble them unless there
was something they were aftaid of your finding out. Either
there has been something going on, or there is some hiding-
place down there on the face of the cliff, where maybe they
have a still at work. Anyhow I don’t think I should neg-
lect the warning, Conway.  You might be killed and thrown
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over the cliff, and no one be the wiser for it. I should cer-
tainly advise you to give up mooning about.”

“But there is nothing to do in this wretched village,”
Ralph said discontentedly.

“Not if you stop in the village, T grant; but you might
do as Desmond and I do when we are off duty: go over
and take lunch at the Ryans, or Burkes, or any of the
other families where we have a standing invitation. They
are always glad to see one, and there’s plenty of fun to be
had.”

“That's all very well for you, O'Connor. ~ You are a cap-
tain and a single man, and one of their countrymen, with
lots to say for yourself; but it isa different thing with me
altogether. I can’t drop in and make myself at home as
you do.”

“Why, you are not shy, Conway?” O'Connor said in
affected horror. *Surely such a disgrace has not fallen on
his majesty’s 28th Regiment that one of its officers is shy?
Such a thing is not recorded in its annals.”

“I am afraid it will have to be recorded now,” laughed
Ralph. “For I own that I am shy; if you call shy, feeling
awkward and uncomfortable with a lot of strange people,
especially ladies.”

“Do not let it be whispered outside,” O’Connor said, “or
the reputation of the regiment is gone for ever among
Irish girls. Desmond, this is a sad business. What are we
to do with this man? You and I must consult together
how this thing is to be cured.”

“No, no, O’Connor,” Ralph said earnestly, knowing how
fond O'Connor was of practical jokes, and dreading that he
and the lieutenant would be putting him in some ridicu-

lous position or other. “You will never cure me if you
set about it. I shall get over it in time; but it'’s the sort
of thing that becomes ten times worse if you attempt to
cure it.”

“We must think it over, my lad,” O’Connor said seriously.
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“This is a serious defect in your character; and as your
commanding officer T consider it my hounden duty, both for
your sake and that of the regiment, to take it into serious
consideration and see what is to be done. You may never
have such a chance again of being cured as you have here;
for if a man goes away from Ireland without being cured of
shyness his case is an absolutely hopeless one. Desmond,
you must turn this matter seriously over in your mind, and
Iwill do the same. And now it is time for us to be starting
for the dance at the Regans’. I am sorry you can’t go with
us, Desmond, as you are on duty.”

I shall be very glad to take your duty, Desmond,”
Ralph said eagerly. “I told you so this morning, and T
thought you agreed.”

“As your commanding officer,” O'Connor said gravely,
“T cannot permit the exchange to be made, Mr. Conw.
You have your duty to perform to the regiment as well as
Mz. Desmond, and your duty clearly is to go out and make
yourself agreeable. I am surprised after what I have just
been saying that you should think of staying at home.”

“Well, of course if you want me to go I will go,” Ralph
said reluctantly. “But I don’t know the Regans, and don’t
want to.”

“That is very ungracious, Conway. Mr. Regan is a re-
tired pork merchant of Cork. He has given up his business
and bought an estate here, and settled down as a county
gentleman, They say his father was a pig-driver in Water-
ford. That’s why he has bought a place on this side of the
county. But people have been rather shy of them; because,
though he could by three-fourths of them up, his money
smells of pork. Still, as the election is coming on, they
have relaxed a bit. He's got the militia band, ~and_ thero
will be lashings of everything; and his girls are mice girls,
whether their father sold pork or not. And it would be
nothing short of cruel if we, the representatives of his
‘majesty’s army, did not put in an appearance; especially as
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we have doubtless eaten many a barrel of his salt pork at
sea. S0 put on your number one coatee and let's be off.”

With a sigh Ralph rose to carry out his orders, and he
would have been still more reluctant to go had he observed
the sly wink that passed between his captain and lien-
tenant.

“Ho is quite refreshing, that boy,” O'Connor said as the
door closed behind Ralph. “That adventure he went
through in the West Indies showed he has plenty of pluck
and presence of mind; but he is as shy as a girl. Though I
don’t know why I should say that, for its mighty few of
them have any shyness about them. He will grow out of
it. I was just the same myself when I was his age.”

Lieutenant Desmond burst into a roar of lan"hter

“I should have liked to have known you Lheu, O’Connor.”

O’Connor joined in the laugh.

“It’s true though, Desmond. I was brought up by two
maiden aunts in the town of Dundalk, and they were always
bothering me about my manners; so that though I could
hold my own in a slanging mateh down by the river-side, I
was as awkward as a young bear when in genteel company.
They used to have what they called tea-parties—and a fear-
ful infliction they were—and I was expected to hand round
the tea and cakes, and make myself useful. I think I might
have managed well enough if the old women would have
let me alone; but they were always expecting me to do
something wrong, and I was conscious that whatever they
were doing they had an eye upon me.

«It’s trying, you know, when you hear exclamations like
this: ‘The saints presarve us! if he hasn’t nearly poked his
elbow into Mrs, Fitzgerald’s eye!” or, See now, if he isn't
standing on Miss Macrae’s train!’ One day I let a cup of
coffee fall on to old Mrs. O'Toole’s new crimson silk dress, It
was the first she had had for nine years to my knowledge,
and would have lasted her for the Test of her natural life,
And if you could have heard the squall she made, and the
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exclamations of my aunts, and the general excitement over
that wretched cup of coffee, you would never have forgotten it.

“It had one good result, I was never asked to hand
things round again, and was indeed never expected to put
in an appearance until the tea-things were taken away., I
suffered for months for that silk dress. My aunts got two
yards of material and presented them to Mrs, O'Toole; and
for weeks and weeks I got short allowance of butter to my
bread and no sugar in my tea, and had to hear remarks as
to the necessity for being economical. ~As for Mrs. O'Toole
she never forgave me, and was always saying spiteful things.
But I got even with her once. One evening the doctor, who
was her partner at whist, was called out, and I was ordered
to take his place. Now, I played a pretty good game at
whist, better than the doctor did by a long chalk I flattered
myself; but I didn’t often play at home unless I was wanted
to make up a table, and very glad I was to get out of it, for
the ill-temper of those old harridans when they lost was
something fearful.

Tt was only penny points, but if they had been playing
for five pounds they couldn’t have taken it more to heart;
and of course if I had the misfortune of being their partner
they put it down entirely to my bad play. Well, we held
good cards, and at last we only wanted the odd trick to win.
I held the last trump. Murs. O'Toole was beaming as she
led the best spade, and felt that the game was won. I could
not resist the temptation, but put my tramp on her spade,
led my small card, and the game was lost. Mrs. O'Toole
cave a scream and sank back in her chair almost fainting,
and when she recovered her breath and her voice went on
like a maniac, and had a desperate quarrel with my aunts.
1 made my escape, and three days later, to my huge delight,
was sent off to Dublin and entered the university. I only
stayed there about six months, when a friend of my father’s
got me a commission; but that six months cured me of my
shyness.”
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“T am not surprised,” Desmond laughed; “it can only
have been skin deep, T fancy, O'Connor.”

“T will give Conway his first lesson tonight,” the captain
said.

Dancing had already begun when Captain O'Connor and
Ralph drove up in a dog-cart to the Regans’, who lived some
four miles from Ballyporrit. O’'Connor introduced Ralph to
his host, and then hurried away. In a short time he was
deep in conversation with Miss Tabitha Regan, who was
some years younger than her brother, and still believed her-
self to be quite a girl. She was gorgeously arrayed with a
plume of nodding feathers in her head-dress.

“You are looking splendid to-night, Miss Regan,” 0’Con-
nor said in a tone of deep admiration. “You do not give
your nieces a chance.”

“Ah! you are flattering me, Captain O'Connor.”

«Not at all, Miss Regan; it's quite a sensation you make,
My young friend Conway was tremendously struck with
your appearance, and asked me who that splendid woman
Was”  Which was true enough, except for the word “splen-
did;” for as they had walked through the room Ralph’s eyes
had fallen upon her, and he had exclaimed in astonishment,
“Who on earth is that woman, O’Connor?” “He is dying
to be introduced to you. He is a little young, you know;
but of good family, and may come into a lot of money one
of those days. Only son, and all that. May I introduce
him?”

“How you do go on, Captain O'Connor,” Miss Tabitha
said, much flattered. “By all means introduce him.”

O’Connor made his way back to Ralph.

““Come along, Ralph; I will introduce yon to our host's
sister, Miss Regan. Charming creature, and lots of money.
Awfully struck with your appearance. Come on, man; don’t
be foolish,” and, hooking his arm in Ralph’s, he led him
across the room to the lady Ralph had before noticed.

«Miss Regan, this is my brother-officer, Mr. Conway.
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Ralph, this is Miss Regan, our host’s sister, although you
would take her for his daughter. Miss Regan, Mr. Conway
is most anxious to have thL pleasure of the next dance with
you if yon are not engagod.”

Ralph in i ion, and Miss
Regan at once stood up and lnl.xce\l her hand in his arm.
Ralphigave a reproschful glance st his captain s he moved
away. Fortunately, he was not called upon to say much,
for Miss Regan burst out:

‘Tt is too bad of you not having been here before, Mr.
Comway, —quite rude of you. Captain O'Connor has spoken
of you frequently, and we girls have been quite curious to
see you. There is the music striking up. I think we had
better take our places. T suppose as I am at the head of
my brother’s house we had better take the place at the top.”

Ralph never forgot that dance. Miss Regan danced with
amazing sprightliness, performing wonderful steps. Her
ostrich plumes seemed to whirl round and round him, he
had a painful feeling that every one was grinning, and a mad
desio to rush out of the house and make su.uuht for his
quarters.

“Your aunt is going it,” Captain O'Connor remarked to
one of the daughters of the house with whom he was dan-
cing.  “She sets quite an example to us young people.”

The girl laughed. “She is very peculiar, Captain 0'Con-
nor; but it is cruel of you to laugh at her. I do wish she
wouldn’t wear such wonderful head-dresses; but she once
went to Court a good many years ago at Dublin, and some-
body told her that her head-dress became her, and she has
worn plumes ever since.”

“TI am not laughing at her, Miss Regan,” O’Connor said
gravely; “T am admiring her. Conway is doing nobly too.”

“I think he looks almost bewildered,” the girl laughed.
“Tt’s a shame, Captain O’Connor. I was standing quite
close by when you introduced him, and I could see by your
face that you were playing a joke upon him.*

(668)
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I was performing a kindly action, Miss Regan. The
lad’s young and a little bashful, and I ventured to insinuate
to your aunt that he admired her.”

“Well, you shall introduce him to me next,” the girl said.
“T like his looks.”

“Shall T tell him that, Miss Regan?”

“Tf you do I will never speak to you again.”

As soon as the dance was over Captain 0’Connor strolled
up with his partner to the spot where Miss Tabitha was fan-
ning herself violently, Ralph standing helplessly alongside.

“That was a charming dance, Miss Regan. You surpassed
yourself. Let me recommend a slight refreshment; will
You allow me to offer you my arm? Miss Regan, allow me
to introduce my brother-officer, Mr. Conway.”

Ralph, who had not caught the name, bowed to the girl
thus left suddenly beside him and offered her his arm.

“Why, you look warm already, Mr. Conway,” she began.

“Warm is no word for it,” Ralph said bluntly. “Did
you see that wonderful old lady I have been dancing with?”

“That is my aunt, Mr. Conway; but she is rather won-
derful all the same.”

Ralph had thought before that he was as hot as it was
possible for a man to be; but he found now that he was
mistaken.

I beg your pardon,” he stammered. T did not catch
your name; but of course I oughtn’t to have said anything”

“I wonder you didn’t see the likeness,” the girl said de-
murely. My aunt considers there is a great likeness be-
ween us.”

“T am sure I cannot see it the least bit in the world,”
Ralph said emphatically; “not the smallest. But I hope
you forgive me for that unfortunate remark; but the fact is,
1 felt a little bewildered at the time. T am not much of a
dancer, and your aunt is really so energetic that I had to
exert myself to the utmost to keep up with her.”

“1 think you did admirably, Mr. Conway. We quite ad-
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mired you both. There,” she said, laughing at Ralph’s con-
fusion, “you need not be afraid about my not forgiving you
for the remark. Every one knows that Aunt Tabitha and we
girls never get on very well together; and she does make
herself dreadfully ridiculous, and I think it was too bad of
Captain O'Connor putting you up with her.”

“Thank you, Miss Regan,” Ralph said earnestly. “The
fact is I haven’t joined long, and I don’t care much for par-
ties. You see, I have only loft school a few months, and
haven’t got accustomed to talk to ladies yet; and O’Connor
—who is always up to some fun or other—did it just to
cure what he calls my shyness. However, I can quite
forgive him now.”

<1 don’t think you are so very shy, Mr. Conway,” Miss
Regan said with a smile. “That last sentence was very
pretty, and if I had not hold of your arm I should make
you a courtesy.”

“No, please don't do that,” Ralph said, colouring hotly.
“I didn’t mean anything, you know.”

“Now, don’t spoil it. You meant, T suppose, what was
quite proper you should mean, that Captain O’Connor by
introducing me to you had made up for his last delin-
quency.”

“Yes, that is what I did mean,” Ralph agreed.

“(Captain O'Connor tells me that you have heen through
all sorts of adventures, Mr. Conway,—been carried off by a
French privateer, and taken to a pirate island, and done all
sorts of things.”

“The ‘all sorts of things’ did not amount to much, Miss
Regan. I made myself as useful as T could, and picked up
French; and at last when the privateer sailed away T walked
down to the shore and met our sailors when they landed.
There was, I can assure you, nothing in any way heroic
about the part T had to play.”

“Still it was an adventure.”

“Oh! yes, it was that; and upon the whole I think T
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liked it, except when there was a chance of having a fight
with our own people.”

“That would have been dreadful. What would you have
done?”

“Well, T certainly wouldn’t have fought; but what T
should have done would, I suppose, have depended upon
circumstances. I suppose I should have jumped overhoard
if T had the chance.”

“And is it true what Captain O’Connor was saying, that
you had to do like the other pirates on the island?”

“T don’t know that there was anything particular they
did, except to get drunk, and I didn’t do that.”

He hinted that the rule was that each man had to take
a wife from the people they captured.”

“What nonsense!” Ralph exclaimed indignantly. “The
idea of my taking a wife. You mustn’t believe what Captain
O'Connor says, Miss Regan; except, of course,” he added
slyly, “when he is saying pretty things to you.”

«T think you will do, Mr. Conway,” the girl laughed.
«Six months in Treland and you will be able to give Cap-
tain O'Connor points if you go on as well as you are doing.
You have paid two very nicely-turned compliments in ten
minutes. But there, our dance is finished.”

“May T have another later on, Miss Regan?”

“Yes. Let me see; I am engaged for the next five. You
can have the sixth if you like, if you haven't secured my
aunt for that.”

“You are getting on, Conway,” Captain O’Connor said
as they drove away from the Regans’. “I have had my eye
upon you. Three dances with Polly Regan, besides taking
her down to supper.”

“It was too bad of you putting me on to her aunt in
that way.”

O'Connor laughed.  “It was a capital thing for you
youngster, and paved the way for you with Polly; who,
by the way, is not such a respectful niece as she might be.
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But she is & very nice little girl. T had thought of making
up in that quarter myself, but I see it’s no use now.”

“None at all,” Ralph said seriously. “We are not actu-
nl]y engaged, you know, but I think we understand cach
other.”

“\Vlnb"’ Captain O'Connor exclaimed in a changed voice.
“You are not such a young ass as to get engaged before you
have joined three months1”

Ralph burst into a laugh. “That’s good,” he said. It
is not often I get a rise out of you, O’Connor.”

“Well, you did there fairly,” the captain admitted, joining
in the laugh. I thought for a moment you were serious.”

“No,” Ralph said. “I may make a fool of myself in
other directions; but I don’t think I am likely to in that
sort of way.”

“Prior attachment—eh?” Captain O’Connor asked quizzi-
cally.

“Ah, that's a sesret, O'Connor,” Ralph laughed. I
am not going to lay my heart bare to such a mocker as
you are.”

When they reached the village they found a body of
twenty men drawn up opposite their quarters.

“Is that you, O’Connor}” the lieutenant asked as the
trap stopped. “Just after you had gone the gauger came
in and requested that a party might accompany him at
three o'clock this morning to hunt up a still among the
hills, 1 am glad you are back in time, as I did not like
going away without there being anyone in charge here. It's
2 nuisance; for it is just beginning to rain. However, it
can’t be helped.”

T will go if you like, Desmond,” Ralph said, jumping
down. T should like & good tramp this moming after
that hot room.”

“Are you quite sure you would like it?” the licutenant
asked.

“Quite sure. Besides, it’'s my turn for duty this morn-
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ing; so that really it's my ph\ce to go with them, if Captain
O’Connor has no ol))ectmn

“Not the least in the world, Conway. I don’t suppose
Desmond has any fancy for tramping among the hills;
and if you have, there is no reason in the world why you
should not go.”

A couple of minutes sufficed to exchange the full-dress
regimentals for undress uniform, covered by military great-
coat, then Ralph hurried out just as the excise officer came up.

“We are going to have a damp march of it, Mr. Fitz
gibbon,” Ralph said.

“All the better, sir. There will be a thick mist on the
hills that will hide us better even than night. There is a
moon at present, and as likely as not they will have a boy
on watch. Are you ready, sir?”

“Quite ready. Attention! Form fours! March!” and
the little party started.

“How far are we going!” Ralph asked the revenue officer.

“ About seven miles, sir. It's about half-past three now;
we shall be there somewhere about six. It does not begin
to be light until seven, so there is no particular hurry.”

T hope you know the way, Mr. Fitzgibbon? It is so
dark here I can scarcely see my hand. And if we get
into the fog you talk about it will be as black as ink.”

“Oh, T know the way,” the officer said confidently.
“We keep along the road for two miles, then turn up a
track leading up a valley, follow that for three miles; then
branch to the right, eross over one or two slight rises, and
then follow another slight depression till we are within a
hundred yards of the place. I could find my way there
with my eyes shut.”

“That sounds easy enough,” Ralph said; “but I know
how difficult it is finding one’s way in a fog. However,
we must hope we shall get there all right. *Sergeant, have
the men got anything in their

“Yes, sir. Captain O'Connor ordered them to take their
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brealkfast ration of bread, and he told me to see that their
water-bottles were filled; and—” (and here he moved
closer up to Ralph, 50 that he should ot be heard by the
men) “he gave me a couple of bottles of whisky to mix
with the water, and told me to fill the bottles myself, so
that the men shouldn’t know what was in them till they
had their breakfast; otherwise there would be none left
by the time they wanted to eat their bread. He is always
thoughtful the captain is.”

“That's a very good plan, sergeant. I shall hear it in
mind myself for the future. They will want something
before they get back after a fourteen-mile march.”

The fine mist continued steadily as they tramped along;
but the night seemed to grow darker and darker. They
turned off from the road; and as they began to ascend the
track along the valley the clond seemed to settle round
them. The excise officer walked ahead, keeping upon the
path.  Ralph followed as closely as he could in his foot-
steps; but although almost touching him he could not make
out his figure in the darkness.

«Tell the men to follow in single file, sergeant,” he said;
“keeping touch with each other. As long as we are on
the heaten tract we know we are right, but there may be
houlders or anything else close by on one side or the other.”

Marching as closely as they could to cach other the party
proceeded.

“How on earth are you going to find the place where we
turn off, Mr. Fitzgibbon?” Ralph asked.

«We shall find it easy enough, sir. The path regularly
forks, and there is a pile of stones at the junction, which
makes as good a guide as you can want on a dark night.
‘We can’t miss that even on a night like this.”

Ralph had struck a light with his flint and steel, and
looked at his watch at the point where they turned off from
the road, and he did the same thing two or three times as
they went along.
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“It's an hour and twenty minutes since we turned off,
Mr. Fitzgibbon. Even allowing for our stoppages when
we have got off the path, we ought to be near the turning
now.”

“«Yes, T fancy we are not far off now, sir. I can feel that
we are rising more sharply, and there is a rise in the last
hundred yards or so before we reach the place where the
road forks.  We had better go a little more slowly now, sir.”

Another five minutes there was a stumble and a fall in
front of Ralph.

“Halt!” he exclaimed sharply. “What is it, Mr. Fitz
gibbon?”

“I have fallen over the pile of stones,” the officer said,
“and hurt myself confoundedly.”

“Don't you think we had better halt till daylight?”

«1 think we can keep on, sir. The nearer we get there
the better; and if we should miss the path we can halt then
and wait till daybreak.”

“Well, we can do that,” Ralph agreed.

“T will go on ahead, sir, twenty or thirty yards at a time
and then speak, and you can bring the men on to me, then
I will go on again. It will be slow work, but I can keep
the path better if I go at my own pace.”

Ralph agreed, and they proceeded in this manner for some
time.

“Idon’t think we areon the track now,” Ralph said at last.

«Oh, yes, we are,” the officer replied confidently.

Ralph stooped and felt, the onund “The grass is very
short,” he observed, “but it is

The officer iol]o\\cnl his meple,

“Oh, it is only & track now,” he said. ~ “ Just a footpath,
and the grass is not worn off. ~ Iam convinced we are right.”

“Well,” Ralph said, *just go a little way to the right and
left, and see if the grass gets longer. It seems to me all the
same.”

The officer did so, and was obliged to own that he could
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not perceive any difference.  Ralph now spread his men out
in a line and directed them to feel on the ground to see if
they could discover the track. They failed to do so, and
Ralph then ordered them together again.

“We will halt here, sergeant, till daylight. Tt's no use
groping about in the dark. For anything we know we
may be going exactly in the wrong direction. The men
can of course sit down if they like; and they may as well
eat a piece of bread and try their water-bottles. But tell
them not to eat more than half their ration. We may be
longer before we get out of this than we expect.”

The order was given, the men piled their arms and seated
themselves on the short turf. Presently Ralph heard a
sudden exclamation of surprise and satisfaction as one of
the men tasted the contents of his water-bottle, and in
a minute there was a buzz of talk. Before scarce a word
had been spoken; the men had been marching in a sort
of sulky silence, disgusted at being taken from their beds
for work they ked, and at their long march through
the damp night air; but their satisfaction at this unexpected
comfort loosened their tongues.

Pipes were produced and lighted, and the discomfort of
the situation altogether forgotten. Desmond had handed
to Ralph the flask and packet of sandwiches he had prepared
for himself, and he, too, felt less strongly the chilling effects
of the damp and darkness after partaking of them. The
excise officer had also made his preparations.

“We should be more certain as to our whereabouts if
we had stopped at that heap of stones as I proposed, Mr.
Fitzgibbon.”

“I don’t deny, sir, you were right as it has turned out;
only T wouldn’t have helieved that I could have missed the
path, and T did want to get close to the place before we
were observed. I knew that we couldn’t actually surp:
them till morning; for the hut lies some distance in a bog,
and there would be no crossing it unless we could see.
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Still if we could have got to the edge without the alarm
being given, they would not have time to hide the things
before we reached them. I have ridden across this place
many a time after dark, and never missed my way.”

“That was the sagacity of your horse more than your
own, T expect,” Ralph said. A horse can find his way
along a path he has once travelled better than any man
can do. In the first place, I think he can see better in the
night; and in the second, he has some sort of instinct to
guide him. However, I don't suppose it much matters;
we shall find the path easily enough in the morning. And,
as you said, the mist will hide our movements quite as effec-
tually as the darkness would do.”

At last the morning began to break in a dim misty light,
and as it grew stronger they were able to perceive how
dense was the fog that surrounded them. At three paces
distant they were invisible to each other.

“It does not seem to me that we are much better off
than we were before, so far as finding the path lies. What
do you think?”

““It looks bad, certainly,” the officer admitted reluctantly.
«T am awfully sorry I have led you into this mess.”

“It can’t be helped,” Ralph said. “We must make the
best of matters. At any rate it’s better than it was, and
the mist is not nearly as heavy as when we were marching
up that valley.”

CHAPTER XL
STILL-HUNTING,
NOW, sergeant, the men may as well fall in,” Ralph said
cheerfully, “and then we will set about finding this

path.  On which side do you think it is most likely to lie,
Mr. Fitzgibbon 17
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“I really ean’t give an opinion, sir. You see there is not
a breath of wind to help us, and in this sort of light there
is no telling where the sun is, so I don’t know at the pre-
sent moment which way we are facing.”

“Well, we will try to the right first, sergeant,” Ralph
said.  “T will lead the way. Let the men follow at a dis-
tance of about ten paces apart. I will keep on speaking.
Do you stand at the left of the file, and when the last man
has gone ten paces from you pass the word along. By that
time I shall be about two hundred yards away. If I have
not found the path then we will come back to you and do
the same thing on the left. If we don't light upon the path
itself we may come upon some rise or hog or something that
will enable Mr. Fitzgibbon to form an idea as towhere we are.”

This was done, but beyond finding that the ground on
the right was higher than that on the left no index as to
their position was discovered.

“You see, Mr. Fitzgibbon, we are on sloping ground
rising to the right. Now, does that help you at all?”

“Not much, sir. The country here is all undulating.”

“Very well, then, we must try a march forward. Now,
sergeant, place the men five paces apart. Do you put
yourself in the centre. I will move on three yards ahead of
you. I shall go as straight forward as I can, but if you
think T am inclining either to the right or left you say so.
The fact that the ground is sloping ought to be a help to us
to keep straight. I wish it sloped a little more, then one
would be able to tell directly whether one was keeping
straight, Let the men speak to each other every few paces
50 as to keep the right distances apart.”

Mr. Fitzgibbon placed himself by Ralph’s side, and they
started. For half an hour they kept on, then Ralph cried,
“Halt. Iam certain I am going down hill, it may be be-
cause T have changed my direction, or it may be because
there is a change in the lic of the ground. What do you
think”
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«It's impossible to say,” Mr. Fitzgibbon replied. It
seems to me that we have bcen going straight, but when
one can't see a yard before one one may have turned any
direction.”

“How long do you think that this rascally fog is likely
to last?”

It may clear up as the sun gets high, sir, but I must
acknowledge that it may last for days. There is never any
saying among these hills.”

“Well, at any rate you must give up all idea of making
a raid on this still, Mr. Fitzgibbon. That has become a
secondary object altogether now. What we have to do is
to find our way out of this. Hitherto I have tried what we
could do in silence. Now I shall give that up. Now, ser-
geant, get the men together again. 1 will go ahead, and
shall, if I can, keep on descending. If one does that one
must get out of these hills at last. When I get about fifty
yards I will shout. Then you send a man on to me. When
he reaches me I will shout again and go on another fifty
yards. When I shout send another man forward. When
he gets to the first man the first man is to shout and then
come on to me, and you send off another. In that way we
shall make a regular line fifty yards apart, and T don’t think
anyone can get lost. Should anyone get confused and stray,
which he 't do if he keeps his head, he must shout till
he hears his shouts answered. After a time if he doesn’t

car any answer he must fire his gun, and we must answer
till he rejoins us. But if my orders are observed I do not
see how anyone can miss their way, as there will be posts
stationed every fifty yards. You remain till the last and see
them all before you. You quite unds d?  When each
man comes up to the one in front of him he is to stop until
the next man joins him, and then move on to the man
ahead.”

T understand, sir.”

“They must not be in a hurry, sergeant; because moving
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ahead as I shall, I shall have to move to the right or left
sometimes so as to make as sure as I can that I am still
going down. Now, Mr. Fitzgibbon, if you keep with me,
between us we ought to find the road.”

The plan secemed a good one, but it was difficult to follow.
The fall of the ground was so slight that Ralph and the
officer often differed as to whether they were going up or
down, and it was only by separating and taking short
runs right and left, forward or backward, that they arrived
at any conclusion, and even then often doubted whether
they were right. The shouting as the long line pro-
ceeded was prodigious, and must have astonished any stray
animals that might have been grazing among the hills. So
bewildering was the fog that the men sometimes went back
to the men behind them instead of forward to the men in
front, and long pauses were necessitated before they got
right again. Ralph, finding the cause of the delays, passed
the word down for the first man to keep on shouting
“number one,” the second “number two,” and so on, and
this facilitated matters. The line of shouting men had at
least the advantage that it enabled Ralph to keep a fairly
straight course, as the sound of voices told him if he was
deviating much to the right or left.

“We may not be going right,” he said to his companion,
“but at least we have the satisfaction of knowing that we
are not moving in a circle.”

After some hours’ marching Ralph, to his great delight,
came upon a hill rill of water.

“Thank goodness,” he said, “we have got a guide at last.
If we follow this we must get somewhere. We need not go
on in this tedious way, but will halt here till all the men
come up.”

Tt was half an hour before the sergeant arrived.

“We have got a guide now, sergeant, and can push on.
I suppose you have no idea what stream this is, Mr. Fitz-
gibbon?”
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“Not at present,” the officer admitted. *There are scores
of these little rills about. They make their way down from
the bogs at the top of the hills, and there is nothing to dis-
tinguish one from the other.”

They now tramped on briskly, keeping close to the little
stream. Sometimes the ground became soft and marshy,
and it was difficult to follow its course; but they went
straight on, and after three more hours' marching came
upon a road that crossed the stream over a little culvert.
There was a cheer from the tired men as they stood on hard
around again.

“Now, the question is shall we turn to the right or the
left, for we have not the faintest idea as to the points of the
compass. What do you say, Mr. Fitzgibbon?”

“I should say that it is an even chance; but at any rate
whichever way we go we are sure to come in time upon a
hut or village, and be able to find out where we are.”

“Very well, then; we will take the right,” Ralph said.
“Form fours, sergeant. We shall get on better by keeping
in step. Now, sergeant, if any of the men can sing let him
strike up a tune with a chorus. That will help us along.”

There was a little hesitation, and then one of the men
struck up a song, and with renewed life and energy they all
marched along. It was nearly an hour before they heard
the welcome sound of voices close by. Ralph halted his
men and proceeded towards this sound, and then discovered
what the fog had prevented them from secing before, that
they were passing through a village, the voices being those
of some women who were brought to their doors by the
sound of musie, and who were somewhat puzzled at the, to
them, mysterious sounds.”

“What place is this?” Ralph asked.

“TIt is Kilmaknocket.”

“Bless me!” Mr. Fitzgibbon exclaimed, “we are twenty
miles away from Ballyporrit if we are an inch.”

““Then it's evident we can’t get there to-day,” Ralph said,
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“We must have come more than that distance since we
halted in the night. Now, my good woman, I have a party
of twenty men here, and we have lost our way in the hills,
and must stop here for the night. How many houses are
there in the village?”

“There are ten or twelve, sir.”

“That is all right, then. We must quarter two men on
cach. T will pay every one for the trouble it will give, and
for something to eat, which we want badly enough, for we
have come at least five or six and twenty miles, and pro-
bably ten more than that, and have had nothing but a bit of
bread since we started.”

“It’s heartily welcome you will be, sir,” the woman said;
“and we will all do the best we can for yon.”

The men were now ordered to fall out. The sergeant
proceeded with them through the village, quartering two
men on each house, while Ralph went round to see what
provisions were obtainable. Potatoes and black bread were
to be had everywhere, and he also was able to buy a good-
sized pig, which, in a very few minutes, was killed and cut

).

“We have reason to consider ourselves lucky indeed,”
Ralph said, as he sat down with the excise officer half an
hour later to a meal of boiled potatoes and pork chops
roasted over a peat fire. “It’s half-past four now, and will
be pitch dark in another half hour. If we had not struck
upon that stream we should have had another night out
among the hills.”

Ralph’s first measure after seeing his men quartered in
the village was to inquire for a boy who would carry a
message to Ballyporrit, and the offer of half-a-crown pro-
duced four or five lads willing to undertake it. Ralph chose
one of them, an active looking lad of about fifteen, tore out
a leaf from his pocket-book, and wrote an account of what
had happened, and said that the detachment would be in by
two o'clock on the following day. Then directing it to
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Captain O'Connor or Lieutenant Desmond, whichever might
be in the village, he gave it to the lad, who at once started
at a trot along the road in the direction from which they
had come.

“He will be there in four hours,” Mr. Fitzgibbon said.
“It’s a regular road all the way, and he can’t miss it even
in the dark. It's lucky we turned the way we did, for
although it was taking us further from home it was but two
miles along the road here, while, if we had gone the right
way, it would have heen six or seven before we arrived at
the next village.”

“T think we are lucky all round,” Ralph said. “An hour
ago if anyone had told us wo were going to sit down at
half-past four to a hot dinner of pork and potatoes we should
have slain him as a scoffer. It would have seemed altogether
t0o good to be true.”

Ralph had no difficulty in purchasing whisky, and he
ordered the sergeant to serve out a tot to each man with his
dinner and another half an hour later, and by seven o’clock
there was scarcely one of the tired men who was not already
asleep. The next morning they started at eight o'clock,
having had a breakfast of potatoes before they fell in.
Ralph rewarded the peasants generously for their hospitality,
and the men set off in high spirits for their tramp, and
reached Ballyporrit at half-past two in the afternoon.

“You gave us a nice scare yesterday, Conway,” was
Captain O'Connor’s greeting as they marched in.  When
twelve o'clock came and you didn't come back I began to
think you must have lost yourselves; and a nice time we
had of it till your messenger amived at cight. It wasno
use sending out to look for you on the hills. But I went out
with a party, with two or three men to guide us, to the end
of a valley, up which a path went; beyond that there was
no going, for one couldn’t see one’s hand. I stayed there
an hour, firing off gurs once a minute, and as there was
no reply was sure that you must be a good distance off,
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wherever you were; so there was nothing to do but to
come back and hope you had found shelter somewhere.
Come in, lad; T have got some hot lunch waiting for you.
Come in, Mr. Fitzgibbon. 1It's lucky T didn’t catch you
yesterday, or T should have considered it my duty to have
hung you forthwith for decoying his majesty’s troops among
the hills.”

«Well, Conway, you didw’t bargain for all this when
you offered to change places with me,” Lieutenant Desmond
said when they were seated at table.

“Noj; but now it's all over I am glad T did change, in
spite of the tramp we had. It has been an adventure, and
besides, it was a good thing to learn how best to get out of
afog”

«How did you manage, Conway?” Captain O'Connor
asked; “for once lost in such a fog as that on those hills
there really does not seem anything to be done.”

Ralph related the various steps he had taken, and how,
eventually, they had come upon running water and followed
it down to a road.

“Well, I really think you have done remarkably well,
youngster. 1 shouldn’t be surprised if we have some more
tramps before us, for I had a letter this morning from the
colonel, saying that the fellow known as the Red Captain,
a notorious scoundrel who has been with his gang com-
mitting all sorts of atrocities in Galway, has made the place
too hot for him at last, and is reported to have made his
way down to the south coast, somewhere in this direction;
and wo are ordered to keep a sharp look-out for him. He
is an unmitigated ruffian, and a desperate one. He has shot
several constables who have tried to capture him, and as he
has three or four men with him nearly as bad as himself T
expect we shall have some trouble with him. There has
Deen a reward of a hundred pounds for his capture for a
long time, but so far without success. One man, whom he
suspected rightly or wrongly of intending to betray him,

(568) X
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he killed by fastening the door of his cottage and then
setting the thatch alight; and the man, his wife, and four
children were burnt to death.”

That evening, just as dinner was over, the sergeant came
in and said that a woman wished to speak to the captain.

“What does she want, sergeant?”

“She won't say what she wants, si
to speak to you privately.”

“Show her in then, sergeant.”

The sergeant brought in the woman and then retired.
As soon as the door closed behind him the woman threw
back the shawl which had hitherto almost covered her face.
She was about five-and-twenty years old, and strikingly
pretty.

“What can I do for you?” Captain O'Connor asked.
“The sergeant says you wish to speak to me on some par-
ticular business.”

Yes, sir; sure, and it is very particular business.”

“You don’t wish to speak to me quite alone, I suppose?”
O'Connor asked, seeing that she hesitated.

«No, your honour; seeing that these gentlemen are all
officers there is no reason in life why they should not hear
what I have to say. But, sure, sir, it’s little my life would
be worth if it were known outside these walls that T had
been here. My name is Bridget Moore, sir, and T belong to
County Galway. Well, your honour, there was a desperate
villain, they call the Red Captain, there. He was hiding in
the hills for some time near the little farm my husband holds.
We did not know who he was—how should we —but thought
he was hiding because the rivenue officers were after him on
account of a bit of a still or something of that kind; but
we found out one day, when he had been taking too much
of the cratur and was talking big like, that he was the Red
Captain.

My Denis was troubled in his mind over it. Ay coorse
he was not one to inform, but he had heard so much of the

uly that she wishes
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Red Captain and his doings that he was onaisy at the
thought of having him as a neighbour. He wasn't one to
pretind to be frindly when he wasn’t, and the captain
noticed it and took offince, and there were mighty high
words between them. One night, your honour, he and his
gang came down and broke in the door, and tould Denis he
was a black-hearted informer. Denis said it was a lie, and
they were nigh shooting him, but at last they said he should
have the choice either of joining them or of being shot;
and Denis, being druy to it, and seeing no other way to save
his life, was forced to agree. Then the villains made him
kneel down and take a great oath to be faithful and secret.

«I was away off; for I had caught up the child and
run out by the backdoor when they came in, but I crept
round to a broken window there was, so that I could hear
what was said. When they took him away wid them
and went off, T followed at a distance, for I wasn’t sure
whether after all they didn’t mean to murther him. But
they went up to the hut where they lived at the edge of
the bog, and as they seemed more friendly like I went back
to see after the child, who was left all alone. The next
morning T took it over to a neighbour and asked her to
keep it till T came back. Then I went up to the hut again
and found it was empty.

“A day or two after that I found out from a man who
run a still, and knew the Red Captain well, that he had
made up his mind to lave Galway and come down south,
where he had some friends; so I just shut up the house
and walked down here. Now you know, your honour,
that I don’t come here for the sake of the reward. Not a
penny of it would I touch if I were dying of hunger, and
sooner than be pointed at as an informer I would throw
myself over them big rocks. But they have got Denis, and
either they will make him as bad as themselves—which T
don’t think—or they will shoot him; and if they don’t
shoot him he will be shot one of these days by the soldiers.
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What I want you to promise, your honour, is, that if T point
out where you can lay your hands on the villains, you
won't say who tould you, and that you will tell your soldiers
not to shoot Denis.

“You will know him aisy enough, your honour, for he is
a dacent-looking boy; and when the time comes you will
find he will do what he can to help you. I found out who
the people were that the Red Captain had come down
to, and I watched and watched their place, till one day I
saw him come there. Then I followed him and found out
whereabout they were hiding. I kept about till, that evening,

had a chance of spaking to Denis for a minute. He is
broken-hearted, your honour, but he daren’t leave them.
He said they had sworn if he ever tried to run away
they would hunt him down; and the Red Captain said
that he would send information to the poliss that it was
Denis who helped him fire the hut when those poor cra-
tures were burnt, and would say he had been in the thick
of it all along; and how could he prove the differ? So he
daren’t for the life of him move, your honour; and tould
me to keep away and go home, for I could do him no
good, and if they caught me spaking to him they would
kill the two of us.”

I promise you willingly,” Captain O'Connor said, “T
will not say who pointed out their hiding-place, and if your
husband does not join in the resistance he certainly shall
receive no hurt. If he is caught with them I am afraid
that T shall be exceeding my duty in letting him go; but
surely he would have no difficulty in proving that he had
only accompanied them in consequence of their threats.”

“That's what he couldn’t prove, sir. That’s just what
they tould him: if they were caught themselves they knew
there was no chance for them, and they would all swear
together that he had been with them all along; and how
could the boy prove that he wasn’t?”

“Well, Mrs. Moore, T will try and strain a point,” Cap-
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tain O'Connor said. “You see, people sometimes escape
after they are taken, and I think we shall be able to
manage somehow that Denis shan't appear at the bar
with the others; and if it should turn out that cannot be
managed T will engage to make such representations to the
authorities that your husband shall get off frec.”

“Very well, sir; then I will tell you where they are to
be found. I can’t take you there, your honour, but I can
tell you whereabouts it is. There is a footpath turns off
from the road at the end of the village, and goes straight
down to the top of them big rocks that come out of the
sea. Well, sir, a few hundred yards to the right of that
there is a sort of break in the rocks, and there is a track
goes down there. You won't see it onless you look close
for it, and it gets lost a little way down, becase the rocks
are all broken about and heaped on each other. It's down
there they go. There’s always a man on watch not far
from the top; and there is generally a gossoon from their
friends here somewhere at the edge of the bog behind, who
would run forward and tell the man on watch if he saw any
soldiers coming from here. So you will have to be mighty
careful; but they are down there, sure enough, somewhere.

“Denis tould me there was no chance of their being taken,
for they have got a little boat hid away down among the
rocks by the water, and if the alarm was given they would
make off in that. I can’t tell you any more than that, your
honour; but I should think that may be enough to help you
to find them.”

‘I should think so too, Mrs. Moore. And what do you
propose doing yourself?”

“I shall go off, sir, at once. Folk have heen wondering
at me, and asking where T came from and what T was doing
here, and I want to get away. If it came to the Red
Captain’s ears there was a woman about he might guess
it was me, and if he did he would like enough shoot
Denis and make away. 1 can't see as I can do any good
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by stopping, and I may do harm; so T will go over to Dun-
manway and stop there till I hear what your honour has
done. If I find Denis has got hurted I shall come back,
if not I shall go home to the farm. Maybe your honour
will tell him T shall be expecting him there.” Captain
O'Connor accompanied her outside to see that no one spoke
to her, and when he saw her disappear in the darkness he
returned to the room.

“T think you have had a lucky escape, Conway,” he said
as he entered. “The matter is explained now about your
being watched and questioned, and it is very lucky that
they did not quite make up their minds you were a spy;
for if they had you may be sure they would have had no
more hesitation in putting an ounce of lead into you, and
throwing you over the cliff, than they would in shooting a
sparrow.  Well, this is an important piece of news. The
authorities have for a long time been trying to lay their
hands on this scoundrel and his gang, and if we can catch
him it will be a feather in our caps, for he has defied all
their efforts for the last three years. Now, we must arrange
the line of battle, how it is to come off, and when.

“In the first place we must arrange with the coast-guard
to have a well-manned boat somewhere along the coast to
cut the scoundrels off if they try to escape by sea. The
attack must be made by daylight, that is evident, for half
the men would break either their legs or their necks if they
tried to get down in the dark. I think it will be best to
place half the company along the top of the cliffs, posting
two or three men at every point where it looks possible that
they may ascend, then with the other half we will go down
on this track she speaks of and search the whole place
thoroughly. If they are there we must find them sooner or
later; and find them we will, if the search takes us a week.”

“Who is this Red Captain”

“I believe his real name is Dan Egan. He was mixed
up in some brutal outrage on an inoffensive farmer, had to
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leave the county, went to Dublin, and enlisted. He went
out to Spain with his regiment, was flogged twice for
thieving, then he shot an officer who came upon him when
he was ill-treating a Portuguese peasant; he got away at the
time, and it was months before he was heard of again. It
was thought that he had deserted to the French, but I sup-
pose he got down to a port somewhere in disguise and
shipped on board a vessel for England. The next thin
of him was that he was back again at his native place.
police here were of course ignorant as to what had hecome
of him from the time he disappeared; but the fellow made
no secret of what he had been doing, and boasted of having
shot the officer.

“The regiment was communicated with, and by a compari-
son of the date of enlistment and the personal description
there was no doubt that the man who had enlisted as Mark
Kelly was Dan Egan. Of course every effort was made to
capture him, but in vain. I believe the peasants would
have informed against him, for he was hated for his violence
and overbearing way, but he soon established a sort of terror
in the district. He was joined by three or four of the
greatest ruffians in County Galway, and unless the whole of
these had been captured at one swoop vengeance would be
sure to fall upon whoever had betrayed him.

“He has killed four or five police officers at various times,
and T should say twice as many peasants who have ventured
to offend him. He and his band levied a sort of black-mail
in the district, and woe betide the small farmer who refused
to send in a sheep or a bag of meal once a month. Their
cattle were killed and their ricks set on fire; and so in a short
time he had the whole neighbourhood under his thumb.
Whenever a party went in pursuit of him he was sure to
obtain early information. Not from love, but from fear;
for it was a well understood thing that anyone seeing a body
of police and failing to send instant word would suffer for it.

“Just as we left I heard that a company of foot and a




200 A MESSAGE TO THE COAST-GUARD.

troop of cavalry were to be sent from Galway to search
every hut and hiding-place in the district, and I suppose that
it was this that drove him down here. He has red hair and
beard; and it is this partly, and partly no doubt the fellow's
murderous character, that has gained him the name of the
Red Captain. He is a prize worth taking, and if we can lay
hands on him and his band together we shall have done
better work than if we had unearthed a hundred illicit stills.
At any rate we will lose no time. I will write a letter at
once to the revenue officer at the coast-guard station. I
shall mention no names, but say that we hope to make an
important capture to-morrow morning on the cliffs here, and
asking him to send a well-armed boat at daylight, with
instructions to stop and arrest any boat that may put out
from the shore. If the revenue cutter happens to be lying off
his station, or within reach of a messenger, I will tell him to
have her off the shore if possible.”

Captain O'Connor at once wrote the letter. “Sergeant
Morris,” he said, when the non-commissioned officer came in,
“I want you to take this letter yourself to Lieutenant Adcock
at the coast-guard station in the cove three miles along to
the east. It is of the highest importance. I want you to
see the officer yourself and obtain an answer from him. Take
a man with you, and carry your side-arms. Don't go along
the cliff, but keep to the Toad till you come to the lane that
leads direct to the village in the cove. Just tell the landlord
to come here, will you?”

“Landlord,” he said, when the host appeared, “I want
you to lend a couple of long greatcoats and two hats or caps
of any kind. I am sending two of my men off on a mission,
and I don’t want them to be noticed. It does not matter how
old the coats are so that they are long.”

“T will get them, your honour. I have one that will do,
and will borrow the other for you in no time.”

“You see, sergeant, I dow't want your presence in the
village to be noticed. You know how these fellows hang
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together. The sight of two soldiers in uniform there would
be sure to attract attention. Choose a man you can rely
on to play his part cleverly. 1 tell you to take your
side-arms, because T happen to know that there are men
about who, if they suspected your mission, would not have
the least hesitation in knocking you on the head. This is
10 question of finding a still, sergeant, but of making the
capture of one of the most desperate bands in the country;
and it is well worth taking the utmost pains and precaution
to ensure everything going well.”

“I understand, sir. T will take Pat Hogan with me; he
has plenty of the brogue, and can talk the language too. So
if anyone should speak to us as we go along he can do the
talking, and no one will suspect that we are not a couple of
countrymen.”

“That will do very well, sergeant. It is just seven o'clock
now. If Lieutenant Adcock is in when you get there you
ought to be back, well, before ten. It's about four miles
by road. I would borrow a couple of heavy sticks if I
were you. 1 don’t think it at all likely there will he any
oceasion to use them, but it is just as well to be prepared. If,
when you get near the village, or on your way back, you
come across anyone who questions you inquisitively, and
seems to you to be a suspicious character, I authorize you to
make him prisoner and bring him over with you. Knock
him down if he attempt resistance. You may # well take
a pair of hand-cuffs with you and a short coil of rope. The
object of the rope is, that if you capture anyone on your
way to the village you had better handcuff him, gag him,
and tie him up securely to a tree or some other object at
distance from the road, and pick him up as you come back.
I need hardly say that you are not to go into any house in
the village, not to speak to anyone beyond what is absolutely
necessary.”

“I understand, sir, and you can rely upon me to carry out
your orders.”
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“You had better fetch Hogan in here, sergeant.  Tell him
what he has to do before you bring him in, then we can seo
the disguises on you both; and it's better for you to start
from an inn, where people are going in and out, than from
one of the houses where you are quartered.”

The landlord returned with the disguises almost im-
mediately after the sergeant had gone out, and in a few
minutes the latter came in with Hogan. The greatcoats
were put on, the hats substituted for military caps, and
with the collars of the coats turned up and the addition of
two heavy sticks, the disguise was complete, and the two
smart soldiers would pass anywhero as peasants.

“You had better take your gaiters off, sergeant. You look
too neat about the feet; although that would not be noticed
unless you went into the light. Here is the letter, put it
carefully inside your jacket. There, now, I think you will do.”

t was nearly ten when the two soldiers returned.
“Here’s a letter, sir, from the revenue officer. He quite
understands what is wanted, and will have a hoat off the
cliffs at daybreak with a well-armed crew. He does not
know where the cutter is at present. She touched there
two days ago, sailing west.”

“You met no suspicious characters, sergeant?”

“No sir. We spoke tono one until we got to the village,
beyond asking a woman which was the turning from the
main road. There didn’t seem to be a soul about in the
village, and we had to wait about some time hefore I could
get hold of a boy to tell me which was the revenue officer’s
cottage. I left Hogan outside when I went in; but he saw
1o one, nor did anyone speak to us on our return beyond
one or two men we met passing the time of night, which
Hogan answered.”

“All the better, sergeant. The great object is secrecy.
Now, leave these things here and put on your caps agai

If you go to the bar tho landlord has orders to give you a
glass of grog each. Don't say a word as to where you have
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been, Hogan, But get back to your quarters.  When you have
had your grog, sergeant, look in again before you go.”

When the men had gone out Captain O'Connor opened
the letter, which merely confirmed what the sergeant said.
‘When Sergeant Morris returned Captain O’Connor told him
that the company were to parade an hour before daylight.

“Don’t give the order to-night, sergeant; but go round
from house to house yourself in the morning, rouse the men,
and tell them to fall in quietly without beat of drum.

“Tyerything is going on well, boys,” he said when the
sergeant had left, “and I think we have good chance of lay-
ing these scoundrels by the heels to-morrow. However, we
must ensure that word is not sent from the village, when the
troops begin to get up. A stir an hour hefore the usual
time is sure to excite remark, and as it is certain these
fellows will have arranged with someone in the village for
early news of any unusual movement, we must take steps to
prevent a messenger passing. I propose that you two shall
be astir half an hour before the troops; and that you shall,
Defore anyone else is moving, go along the path leading to
the cliffs, stop a couple of hundred yards beyond the village,
and arrest anyone who may come along.”

«Yes, T think that will be a very good plan,” Licutenant
Desmond said. “No one shall pass us, I warrant.”

“Don't forget to take your pistols; it is likely enough
you may have to use them before the day is over. These
scoundrels know they fight with ropes round their necks,
and are almost sure to resist desperately. Now we will have
one glass more, and then be off to bed. The day will
begin to break about seven, and I will impress upon the
Jandlord the urgent necessity of calling you both by five.”

“I suppose we are to stay where we take up our station
till you come along with the company, O'Connor, whether
we take any prisoners or not1”

“Yes, that will be the best way, Desmond. If you have
caught anyone I will send them back with a guard to the
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village. No, it would not do for you to move before we come
up, for there is no saying what time a messenger will go along.
They may not take the alarm until just as we are starting,
or even until they see which road we are tak By the
way, you may as well take that pair of handcuffs the ser-
geant has left on the table with you, otherwise if you do
get a prisoner you would have to keep your hands on his
collar, or he might make a bolt any moment. There is
nothing like being on the safe side.

“You had better take up your post at some place where
your figures will not be seen by anyone coming along the
road till he is close to you, or instead of coming straight
along he might make a bolt round; and some of these fellows
can run like hares. We must not let the smallest chance
escape us. If we succeed in the affair we shall get no end
of credit, besides the s.uhhv.uou of freeing the country of
. s as any that infest it, and
that's saying a good deal. Now, here’s success to our work
to-morrow.” O'Connor drained his glass and placed it on the
table, and then rising and taking up his sword made his way
to his room, his companions at onee following his example.

CHAPTER XIL
THE CAVE AMONG THE ROCKS.

A fre odock on the folloving morming Taigh was
roused by the landlord, who brought him a candle;

he lost no time in dressing, buckled on his sword, looked
to the priming of the double-barrelled pistols Mr. Penfold
had given him, and placed them in his belt. Then he went
downstairs and put the handcuffs into the pocket of his great-
coat. He then went to the bar, where the landlord was
kindling a fire.
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“T want a bottle of whisky, landlord, a loaf of bread, and
a big lump of cheese.” As he was waiting for these, Lieu-
tenant Desmond joined him,

“Tha’s right, Conway, there is nothing like laying in a
stock of creature comforts when you have a chance. Look
here, landlord, get an empty bottie and put half the whisky
in, and then fill them both up with water. Cut that loaf of
bread in halves; in that way we can get it in our pockets.
That’s right; now do the same with the cheese. You and T
may not be together, Conway, so it's just as well to divide
the commissariat; to say nothing of the convenience of car-
riage. Now, have you got the handeuffs? That's right, we
will be off at once.”

The landlord went to the door with them and looked
after them, somewhat surprised at seeing no soldiers about.

«What can they bo up to by themselves at this hour of
the morning?” he said to himself. “Well, they are two nice
young fellows anyway, and I hope that they are not going to
et into mischief. Now I will just make up the fire, and then
sit down for an howr’s snoose in my arm-chair. The captain
said he was to be called at six. I suppose they are going
out; still-hunting somewhere. Well, I wish them luck; for
when the boys can get their whisky for next to nothing
they don’t care about coming here, and small blame to them,
for T shouldn’t myself.”

Not a soul was astir in the village as the two young
officers passed along. They turned off at the lane leading
to the sea, and after proceeding a quarter of a mile came
to a point where the roadway ended, the path beyond this
being merely a track. Here there was a gate across the lane,
and a wall running right and left.

“We can't find a better spot than this, Conway,” Lieu-
tenant Desmond said.  “Tf we sit down one on each side

st the wall, a hundred men might pass along without
noticing us.”

“Which side shall we sit, Desmond "
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“We will sit this side,” the lientenant replied. —“If we
were the other side a man might possibly wrench himself
away from our grasp and might outrun us, but on this side
of the gate he couldn’t do so; for even if he did break away
he would have to run back towards the village, the gate
would stop his going the other way.”

Accordingly the young officers took their posts against
the wall, one on either side of the gate, and with their
swords drawn awaited the coming of a messenger to the Red
Captain.

“There is no chance of anyone being here for another
twenty minutes,” Desmond said. *The sergeant will not
rouse the men up till a quarter to six, therefore no one
is likely to come along until within a few minutes of the
hour. It’s precious cold here, though the wall does shelter
us from the wind a bit; still it’s not a lively job having to
wait here half an hour, with the thermometer somewhere
below freezing point.”

The time passed slowly. Occasionally they exchanged a
few words in low tones, but as the time approached when
they knew that the sergeant would be going his rounds to
call the men, they spoke less.

“It must be nearly six o'clock now,” Desmond said at
last. “The men would be called at a quarter to, so if
anyone is coming he will most likely be here in a few
minutes. Hush! I think I can hear footsteps.”

A few seconds later they dimly saw a figure running
towards them at full speed. As it dashed up to the gate
they sprang out and seized it. There was a sharp frightencd
ery.

“Don’t make a noise,” Desmond said sternly, “or it will
be the worse for you. Where were you going?”

It was a girl of about twelve years old whom they had
captured. She was silent a moment.

“Sure, your honour,” she said in a whimper, “T was doing
no harm. ~ I was only running to tell Mike Brenan that his
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ould mother is taken bad with the cramps, and wanted to
see him bad.”

“Where do you expect to go to, you little liar?” Desmond
asked.  “We know what you are up to. You were running
to tell someone that the soldiers were getting up. Now, if
you are quiet and keep still no harm will come to you; but
if you try to scream or to get away we shall hand you over
to the police, and there’s no saying whether they may not,
make it 4 hanging matter for aiding the king's encmies.”

«T suppose we needn’t fasten her?” Ralph said.

“Not fasten her! Why, she is as slippery as a young eel,
and if you take your hand off her for a moment she would
be off like a hare. No, no, we must make her safe. Besides,”
he whispered in Ralph’s ear, “she would scream to a cer-
tainty if she saw anyone else coming, then they might strike
off and get round us. No, no, we can’t run any risks; there
is too much depends on it. Now just sit down there, young
woman, by the wall. We are not going to hurt you, but you
have got to keep quiet. Now put your feet together.”
Desmond took out his pocket-handkerchief and folded it,
and tied the girl's ankles firmly together. “Now, then,
Ralph, do the same with her wrists. That’s right now.
Wrap that shawl of hers three or four times tightly round
her mouth. That’s it; let her breathe through her nose.
Now you keep a sharp watch over her, and see she doesn’t
wriggle out of these things. If you see anyone coming clap
your hand over her mouth, and see she doesn’t make a
sound. When he comes up you can let go and help me if
necessary; it won’t matter her giving a bit of a scream
then.

“Now,” he went on, this time speaking aloud, “if that
girl makes the least noise, run her through with your sword
at once. Don’t hesitate a moment.”

“Very well,” Ralph said in the same tomes. *I will
silence her, never fear.”

Ralph sat down close to the girl and watched her sharply.
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They had fixed the shawl as well as they could, but he felt
sure that by a sudden effort she could free her mouth suffi-
ciently to scream. She sat perfectly still; but in about three
minutes he saw her suddenly throw her head back, and in
an instant he clapped his hand over her mouth. She struggled
violently in spite of her bonds, and tried to bite; but with
the other arm he held her head firmly, and succeeded in
preventing the slightest sound escaping her. Then he
glanced up the path. As he had expected the girl’s quick ear
had heard approaching footsteps that were inaudible to
him. A figure was bounding rapidly towards them. As it
reached the gate Desmond sprang upon it. There was a
sharp scuffle for a moment.

«All right, Conway. I have got him.”

It was a lad of some fifteen years old this time. He
struggled furiously till Desmond placed a pistol against his
head, and told him that he would blow his brains out if he
was not quiet, and taking out the handcuffs fastened them
on to his ankles.

“ There is no fear of his doing any running now. Just
come and sit down by this wall, my lad, and remember if
you make the slightest sound I will Tun my sword through
Your body.”

The lad shufiled to the wall and sat down. Ralph released
his grasp of the girl.

“TThis is a regular young wild cat, Desmond. She very
nearly got my hand in her mouth, and if she had she would
have bitten a piece out. Well, I shouldn’t think there will
be any more of them.”

“No, I should think not. They would scarcely send off
more than two messengers. However, we must still keep a.
sharp look-out.”

But 1o one else came along, and in a quarter of an hour
they heard the deep tramp of a body of men approaching,
and Captain O’Connor soon came up at the head of the com-
pany.
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“Well, any news, gentlemen?” he asked as the two young
officers stepped out.

““Yes, Captain O’Connor. We have two prisoners—a girl
and a boy. They came along ahout ten minutes apart, both
running at full speed and evidently going with messages.
‘We put the handcuffs on the boy’s ankles, and tied the girl’s
with our handkerchiefs.”

““Sergeant, tell off two men and let them take these pris-
oners back to the village, and guard them carefully till we
return. They may as well keep the handeufs on the boys
ankles, and untie the girl’s; but let one of them keep a tight
hold of her arm, and be sure that she doesn’t slip away.”

Two men were told off for the duty, and the march was
then resumed. Daylight was faintly breaking when they
reached the edge of the cliff. Ralph, with ten men, was
posted at the spot where a slight track was visible going
down into a sort of gulley. Captain O'Connor then pro-
ceeded with half the company to the right, Desmond taking
the remainder to the left; each posting men at intervals
along the edge of the cliff, and placing parties of four at
every point where there appeared the smallest probability of
an ascent being practicable.

All were ordered to load at once. They were to make pris-
oner anyone coming up the cliff, and in case of resistance
to fire without hesitation. The two officers then returned
to the spot where they had left Ralph. It was now nearly
broad daylight. Leaving the soldiers they went a short
distance to a point where the rocks fell away precipitately,
and from here had a clear view of the face of the cliffs.

“We had better wait here for a time,” the captain said.
“The chances are that before long one of them will look out
from their hiding-place, and perhaps make his way up to the
top to look round. 1If he does, that will give us an index
as to the direction at any rate of their hiding-place. Now,
T will take the ground in front; do you watch to the left,
Conway, and you to the right, Desmond. We had better

(668) o
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lie down, or on this jutting point we may catch the eye of
anyone down there before we can sce him. Keep a sharp
look-out, lads; it will save us a world of trouble if we can see
one of them.”

For half an hour they lay quiet, then Desmond suddenly
exclaimed:

“There is a man among those fallen rocks half-way up
the side. There! he is gone. Perhaps we shall see him
again in a moment.”

For five minutes they lay with their eyes fixed on the
rocks that Desmond pointed out, but there were no signs of
life.

“ Are you sure you were not mistaken, Desmond?” O'Con-
nor asked.

“Quite certain. He suddenly appeared by the side of
that gray boulder, stood there for a moment, and sunk down
again. T expect he must have got a view of one of the men
somewhere along the top.”

“We will wait another ten minutes,” O’'Connor said,
“and then we will take a party to the spot and search it
thoroughly. There is the coast-guard boat, so there is no
fear of their getting away by water.”

Another quarter of an hour passed.

“Tt is no use waiting any longer. Go along the line, one
each way, and bring ten men from points where they can be
spared. We will leave them at the top of the path and take
the party there down with us. There are only four or five
of them, and ten men besides ourselves are ample for the
business.”

The arrangements were soon made. - Before starting on
the descent O'Connor said to the men: “We wish to take
the fellows who are hiding down there alive if possible.
They are the gang of the fellow known as the ‘Red Captain,
and have committed a score of murders; but if it is abso
lutely necessary you will of course fire. There is one man
among them who is there on compulsion, and is less guilty
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than the rest. He is a fair-haired man, and T should think
you would notice the difference between him and the rest.
Whatever resistance they make it is not probable that he
will join in it. At any rate, do not fire at him unless it is
absolutely necessary to save life. Now see to your priming
hefore we start, and fix bayonets. Mind how you climb
over these rocks, because if any of you fall your muskets
may go off and shoot someone in front of you. Wherever
it is possible scatter out abreast of each other, so as to pre-
vent the possibility of accident. Now, then, march!”

Leading the way, Captain O’Connor descended the little
track. It extended but a short distance. Beyond that a
chaos of fallen rocks—the remains of a landslip many years
previously—stretched away to the shore.

“There is no working along these sideways, Desmond,”
Captain O'Connor said after they had climbed along for
some little distance. *“We had better make straight down
to the shore, follow that for a bit, and then mount again to
the spot where you saw the man.”

Tt was difficult work, but at last the party reached the
shore. Lieutenant Adcock, who was himself in command
of the boat, had watched the party making their way down
the rocks, and now rowed in to within a few yards.

“ Gtood-morning, lieutenant,” Captain O’Connor said. “T
think we have got them fairly trapped; but doubtless they
would have made off if they hadn’t seen you on the watch
outside. It's that notorious scoundrel the Red Captain of
Galway who is, T hear, hiding here with his gang.”

“Indeed!” the revenue officer said; “that will be a cap-
ture worth making. Shall T come ashore with four of my
men? T expect they are more accustomed to climbing about
among the rocks than yours are, and I should like to lend
a hand.”

“Do, by all means,” Captain O'Connor replied. “I see
you have got ten, and six will be quite enough in the boat,
even if they do manage to get down and embark, which I
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don’t think they will. ~Your men are all armed, T sup-
pose?”

“Yes; they have all carbines and cutlasses. Now, cox-
swain, T leave you in charge. Row out a quarter of a mile,
and if any boat pushes off you are to stop it and arrest all on
board. They will almost certainly resist, and in that case
you must use your arms. Now, the four bow oars get out
and step ashore.”

When the lieutenant and his four men had landed, the
boat again pushed off, and the party on shore made their
way along over the rocks at the edge of the water until they
were opposite the rock where Lieutenant Desmond had seen
the man appear. Then the ascent was commenced. The
four officers went first, the men following in a line.

““Bear a little to the left,” Captain O’'Connor said; “it is
likely to lie somewhere in that direction. The man we saw
would have been making towards the path and not from it.
Keep a sharp look-out between these great rocks; there is
no saying where the entrance to their hiding-place may be.”

Almost as he spoke there was a sharp crack of a rifle, and
the bullet struck the rock on which he was standing.

“Come on, lads!” he shouted, “the sooner we are there
the less time they have got to fire;” and with a cheer the
men hurried forward, scrambling recklessly over the rocks.
Again and again puffs of smoke darted out from the rocks
in front; and one of the soldiers fell, shot through the heart.

“Don't stop to fire!” Captain O'Connor shouted as a yell
of rage broke from the men; “you will do no good, and it
will only give them more time.”

A dozen more shots were fired. One of the coast-guard
men was shot through the shoulder; but this was the only
casualty, for the quick movements of the men as they seram-
bled over the boulders disconcerted the aim of those above.
Breathless and panting the four officers gained the spot from
which the shots had been fired, the men close up behind
them; but not a soul was to be seen.
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““Wait a moment till you get breath, lads,” their leader
said. “They can’t be far from here. We will find their
hiding-place presently, never fear.”

As they stood panting there was a shout from above. The
soldiers were standing along the edge of the cliff, looking
down upon the fight. Sergeant Morris waved his arm.

““They have made away to your left, sir!” he shouted at
the top of his voice. «We have just caught sight of them
among the rocks!”

In two or three minutes Captain O’Connor led the way in
that direction.

“Keep your eyes sharply about, lads. No doubt the
place is cunningly hidden. Search among every clump of
bushes between the rocks.”

Presently the sergeant shouted down again from above:

<1 think you are far enough now, sir! We did not catch
sight of them beyond that!”

For an hour the search continued, but without avail.

“They must be here somewhere, lads,” Captain O’'Connor
said.  “We will find them if we have to stop here a week,
and have provisions brought down from the village. It's
pretty evident there is no opening between the great rocks
or we must have found it. We must examine the smaller
boulders. They may have one so placed that it can be
dropped down over the entrance. That flat slah is a likely
looking place, for instance. Three or four of you get hold
of it and heave it up.”

The men gathered round to lift it.  Ralph stooped down
and peeped under as they did so.

“Hurrah!” he shouted, “there is an opening here.”

Several of the others now got hold of the stone. It was
up-ended and thrown backwards, and the entrance to a
passage some three feet high and two feet wide was re-
vealed.

I can smell a peat fire!” one of the men exclaimed.

“This is the entrance, no doubt,” Captain O'Connor said.
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“See, the bottom is evidently worn by feet. The passage
must have been used for a long time; but it's an awkward
place to follow desperate men into.”

«It is, indeed,” Lieutenant Adcock agreed. “They could
shoot us down one after one as we go in. They would see
us against the light, while we should be able to make out
nothing.”

“Surrender in there!” Captain O'Connor shouted. “You
can’t get away; and I promise you all a fair trial.”

His summons was followed by a taunting laugh; and a
moment later there was a sharp sound within, and a rifle-
bullet struck the side of the entrance and flew out.

It would be throwing away one’s life to go in there,”
Captain O’Connor said. “At any rate we have got them
secure, and they must come out in time. But it would be
madness to crawl in there on one’s hands and feet to be
picked off by those scoundrels at their ease. Now, lads,
two of you stand by this entrance. Keep out of the line of
fire, and be ready with your bayonets to run anyone through
who comes out. Let the rest scatter and search round this
place. They may have another entrance. If so, we must
find it. In the first place, it may be easier of entry; in the
second, they might escape from it after dark.”

Again the search began.

“Do you think it is likely to be higher up or lower down,
O'Connor?” Lieutenant Desmond asked.

“There is no saying, Desmond; the passage seems to go

ht in. T should fancy above rather than below.”
a long time they searched without success; then
Ralph, who had gone higher up the rocks than the rest,
came upon a clump of low bushes growing between some
large boulders. There was nothing suspicious about them,
and he was just turning away when he perceived a slight
odour of peat smoke.

Silently he made his way down to the captain.

I have found another entrance,” he said. At any rate

Fo
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I think so; for I certainly smelt smoke. If we go quietly
we may take them unawares.”

Captain O'Connor passed the word along for the men to
gather silently, and Ralph then led the way up to the clump
of bushes.

«Yes, T can smell the peat plainly enough. Now, Con-
way, do you search among the bushes. Carefully, lad, we
don’t know what the place is like.”

Cautiously Ralph pushed the bushes aside. He saw at
once that these had been carcfully trained to cover a large
hole. This was about three feet wide; and descended at a
sharp angle, forming a sloping passage of sufficient height
for a man to stand upright. Captain O'Connor knelt down
and looked in.

“This looks more possible,” he said; “but it's very steep.
I should say it is not used by them, but acts as a sort of
chimney to ventilate the cavern and let the smoke out. At
any rate we will try it; but we must take our boots off so
as to get a better hold on the rocks, besides we shall make
less noise.  Blunt and Jervis, do you go down to the other
entrance again. It is likely enough that they may try to
make a bolt that way if they hear us coming Keep a
sharp look-out down there, and be sure no one escapes.”

“Don’t you think, Captain O’Connor, that it will be a
good thing to enter from there also the moment a row is
heard going on within. Their attention will be taken up
with your attack, and we may get in without being noticed.”

«Thats a very good ides, Gonway; and you shall ¢
it out. Take two more men with )m) and make your way
in as soon as you hear us engaged. But remember that it is
quite possiblo we may not he able to get down. This pas-
sage may get almost perpendicular presently; and though T
mean to go if possible, even if I have a straight drop for
it may close up and be altogether impracticable. So don't
you try to enter till you are quite sure they are engaged
with s, otherwiso you will be only throwing away your life.”
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T understand, sir,” Ralph said as he turned to go off.
“If you get in you can reckon on our assistance imme-
diately; if not, we shall make no move.”

Ralph now took up his station at the mouth of the
cavern with his six men, and lay down just in front of the
opening listening attentively. He could hear a continued
murmur as of many voices.

“Get ready, lads, to follow me the instant you see me
dive in,” he said. “I am sure by the sound there are more
than four men in there, and Captain O’Connor may want
help badly.”

Grasping a pistol in his left hand, and his sword in his
right, Ralph listened attentively. Suddenly he heard a
shout, followed by a volley of imprecations, and then the
discharge of a gun or a pistol.

In an instant he threw himself forward along the low
narrow passage. He had not gone more than three or four
yards when he found that it heightened, and he was able to
stand upright. He rushed on, keeping his head low in case
the roof should lower again, and after a few paces entered a
large cabin. It was dimly illuminated by two torches stuck
against the wall. In a moment a number of figures rushed
towards him with loud shouts; but before they reached him
two of the soldiers stood by his side.

“Fire!” he shouted as he discharged his pistol, and at
the same moment the soldiers beside him disc! d their
muskets.

A moment later he was engaged in a fierce hand-to-hand
conflict. Sev i s had flashed off almost in his face.

8

One of the soldi ith a sharp cry, but those who were
following rushed forward. ~Ralph narrowly escaped having
his brains dashed out by a clubbed rifle, but springing back
just in time he ran his opponent through before he could
recover his guard.

Just at this moment a big man with a shock of red hair
and a huge beard levelled a blunderbuss at him. It flashed
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across him that his last moment had come, when a man
behind leapt suddenly upon the ruffian’s back and they fell
to the ground together, the blunderbuss going off in the
fall and riddling a soldier standing next to Ralph with
slugs.

For two or three minutes a desperate struggle went on
between Ralph and his six men and those who attempted
to break through them. Sturdily as the soldiers fought
they had been driven back towards the entrance by the
assailants, armed with pikes and clubbed guns. There was
no sound of conflict at the other end of the cave, and Ralph
felt that the attack there had for some reason failed.

“Shoulder to shoulder, lads!” he shouted. “We shall
have help in a minute or two.”

He had emptied both his double-barrelled pistols. His
sword had just broken short in his hand while guarding his
head from a heavy blow. He himself had been almost
struck to the ground, when there was a rush of men from
behind, and the rest of the soldiers poured in.

“Give them a volley, lads!” he shouted; “and then
charge them with the bayonets!”

The muskets rang out, and then there was a shout of
“We surrender! we surrender!”

A minute later the men were disarmed. There was still
a desperate struggle going on on the ground.

“Here, lads,” Ralph said to two of his men. “Secure
this red fellow, he is their leader. One of you bring a torch
here.”

The light was brought. It was seen that the man who
had sprung upon the Red Captain’s back had pinioned his
arms to his sides, and held them there in spite of the efforts
of the ruffian to free himself. Two of the soldiers took off
their belts and fastened them together, passed them between
the back of the man and his captor, and then strapped his
arms firmly to his side. The man who held them then
released his grip.
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“Stand over him with fixed bayonets, and if he moves
run him through. Now, where's Captain O'Connor?”

“I don’t know, sir. He and Mr. Desmond and the naval
officer went down the hole in front of us.  We were follow-
ing when the naval officer shouted up to us to run round to
this entrance and make our w; ay in there, for he could go no
further.”

«I am here, Conway,” a faint voice said from the other
end of the cabin; “but I have broken my leg I think, and
Desmond has knocked all the wind out of my body.”

Ralph hastened to the spot from whence the voice came
and found Captain O'Connor lying on the ground, and
Lieutenant Desmond insensible beside him.

“What has happened?” Ralph exclaimed. “Have they
shot you?t”

“No. Hold the torch up and you will see the way we came.”

The soldier did so, and Ralph looking up saw a hole in
the top of the cave twenty feet above.

“You don’t mean to say you came through there,
O’Connor?”

I did, worse luck to it!” O’'Connor said. “The passage
got steeper and steeper, and at last my foot slipped, and I
shot down, and came plump into the middle of a peat fire;
and a moment later Desmond shot down on to the top of
me. We scattered the fire all over the place, as you can
imagine; but I burnt my hands and face, and I believe the
leg of my breeches is on fire—something is hurting me
confoundedly.”

“Yes, it is all smouldering!” Ralph exclaimed, putting it
out with his hands.

“Have you got them all?” Captain 0'Connor asked.

“Eyery one; not one has made his escape. It would
have fared badly with us, though, if Lieutenant Adcock had
not sent down the men to our assistance. Where is your
leg broken, O'Connor?”

K Above the knee,” the captain said.
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“Here is tome whisky and water,” Ralph said, handing
him his bottle. “Now, I will see what has happened to
Desmond,” and he stooped over the insensible officer.

“He has got a nasty gash on his forehead, and I think
his right arm is broken,” he said. “I will pour a little
spirits between his lips, and then he had better be carried
out into the air.”

This was done; and then Ralph went outside, and shouted
to Sergeant Morris to bring down another twenty men.

“If you please, sir,” one of the coast-guard men said,
touching his hat, “T don't see any signs of our officer.
Have you seen him1”

“No,” Ralph said. “Perhaps he is still in that passage.
You had better run up to the top and see.”

Two minutes later the man returned :

“He's down there, sir; but he says he can’t get up or
down.”

“You had better run down to the boat at once,” Ralph
said. I see she is close inshore. Bring a couple more of
your men up with you and a rope. If you tie that round
your body you can go down and bring him up.”

Ralph then returned to the cavern, where the men were
still guarding the prisoners.

“You can march them outside now,” he said. “Then
make them sit down, and stand over them with fixed
bayonets till Sergeant Morris arrives. Now let us look to
the wounded.”

An examination showed that two of the soldiers were
dead, and three others badly wounded. ~Seven of the party
in the cave lay on the ground. One only was alive; the rest
had fallen either from bullet or bayonet wounds. Seeing
that nothing could be done here Ralph looked round the
cavern, Ho soon saw that just where Captain O'Connor had
fallen there was an entrance into another cave. He reloaded
his pistols before he entered this, but found it deserted.

Tt contained two large stills, with mash-tubs and every
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appliance, two o three hundred kegs of whisky, and some
thirty sacks of barley. This at once accounted for the cave
being known, and for the number of men found in it; for
in addition to the seven that had fallen six prisoners had
been taken. The walls of the cave were deeply smoke-
stained, showing that it had been used as a distillery for a
great number of years

“That is satisfactory,” Captain O’Connor said when Ralph
reported to him the discovery he had made. “That place
where I came down is of course the chimmey. Peat does
not give much smoke, and making its way out through that
sereen of bushes it would be so light that it would not be
noticed by anyone on the clifis. Well, it’s been a good
morning’s work—a band of notorious scoundrels captured and
an illicit still discovered in full work. It was a cleverly con-
trived place. Of course it is a natural cavern, and was likely
enough known before the fall of rocks from above so com-
pletely concealed the entrance. T wish those fellows would
come, though, for my leg is hurting me amazingly, and theso
burns on my hands and face are smarting horribly. Shout
out to them on the cliff, Conway, and tell them to send at
once to fetch Dr. Doran from the village. The wounded
ought to be seen to as soon as possible, and it is likely
enough that some of them cannot he taken up over the rocks
to the top of the clif. I dread the business myself.”

In a quarter of an hour Sergeant Morris arrived with his
party. By this time Lieutenant Desmond had recovered
consciousness, and although in great pain from his broken
arm was consoled upon hearing of the complete success of
the expedition. The soldiers were furions on hearing that
three of their comrades had been killed, and two of their
officers badly injured.

“Sergeant,” Ralph said, “bring four of your men into
the cave with me. Now,” he continued when they entered,
“there is a pile of blankets in that corner; take one of them
and fasten it across two of the men’s muskets, so as to make
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a litter. Then we must lift Captain O’Connor carefully and
put him on it and get him outside. It will be a difficult
business getting him through the narrow entrance, but we
must manage it as well as we can. But first let us thoroughly
examine the caves; there may be another entrance some-
where,”

Searching carefully they found a passage behind the stack
of kegs. It was some eight feet high and as much wide.
They followed it for a short distance, and then saw daylight.
Their way was, however, speedily blocked by a number of
rocks piled aver the entrance.

“This was evidently the original entrance to these caves,”
Ralph said, “but it was covered up when the rocks came
down from above. That would account for the place not
being known to the coast-guards. I thought the passage we
cama in by looked as if it had been enlarged by the hand of
man, No doubt it was originally a smail hole, and when
the entrance was blocked the men who made up their minds
to establish a still here thought that it would be the best way
to enlarge that and to leave the original entrance blocked.

“Well, it’s evident we must take Captain O’Connor and
the wounded out by the small entrance. It would be a tre-
mendous business to clear these great rocks away.”

Captain O’Connor and the two wounded men were with
great difficulty taken through the narrow passage. The soldier
who was alive was the one who had received the charge of
the blunderbuss in his legs; he was terribly injured below the
knee, and Ralph had little doubt that amputation would be
necessary. The other man lived but a short time after be-
ing brought into the air.

Ralph now turned to the peasant who had saved his life
by grappling with the Red Captain at the moment he was
about to discharge his blunderbuss, and who had by his
orders been left unbound. He was sitting a short distance
from the other prisoners.

“Your name is Denis Moore?” he said.
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Tt is, your honour,” the man replied in snrpnse, “though
how you came to know it beats me entirely.”

“T heard it from your wife last night,” Ralph said.

“From Bridget?” the man exclaimed. “Why, I thought
she was a hundred miles away!”

“She came down here like a brave woman to try and save
you,” Ralph said, and gave us information that brought us
to this hiding-place; but her name is not to appear, and no
one will know how we heard of it. We promised her that
1o harm should come to you if we could help it, and, thanks
to the act by which you saved my life, you have escaped,
for being down on the ground you were out of the line of
the fire of our bullets. ~Of course at present we shall treat
you as a prisoner, as you were captured with the others;
but I think we shall manage to let you slip away. Your
wife is to remain at Dunmanway till she hears the news
of this affair and that you are safe, and she bade me tell you
that you would find her at home, so no one will dream that
cither she or you had any hand in this affair. Now, point
me out which are the four men that belong to this gang
that brought you down here.”

“The man who has just died was one of them,” Denis re-
plied. None of the other three are here, so I expect they
fell in the cabin. They were in the front of the fight. T
saw one go down just as I grappled with our captain.”

“So much the better,” Ralph said. “As to their leader,
there will be no difficulty in getting evidence about him.
The regiment he belonged to is in Dublin, and they can
prove the shooting of his officer; besides, they can got any
amount of evidence from Galway.”

“Ay; they will be ready enough to speak out now the
whole gang are down,” Denis Moore said. *They would
not have dared to open their lips otherwise. The other pri-
soners all belong about here. One of their party is the cap-
tain’s brother. That's how it is they came to take us in.
But I think they would have heen glad to get rid of us, for
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the Red Captain’s lot were too bad for anything; and it isn’t
because men are ready to cheat the king's revenue that they
are fond of such villains and murderers as these.”

In a short time the doctor arrived. He had brought a
case of instruments with him.

“There’s nothing for it but amputation here,” he said
when he examined the wounded soldier. “His legs are just
splintered. The sooner I do it the better.”

Sergeant Morris and three of the men held the poor fellow
while the operation was performed. As soon as it was over
the doctor applied splints and bandages to Captain O’Con-
nor's leg and Lieutenant Desmond’s arm, and dressed the
weunds of three of the other men, who had suffered more or
Jess severely.

CHAPTER XIIL

STARTLING NEWS.

HAT do you think is the best thing to he done now,
doctor?” Ralph asked.

T dow’t know,” he replied. “T don’t see how on carth
we are going to get them over these rocks and up to the top.
A slip or a fall would cost either of your friends their limbs,
and that poor fellow his life. I don't sce how it is to be
managed.  It's hard work for a man to climb those rocks,
and how a litter is to be carried I can’t see. If it were any-
where else I should say build a hut for them; but it would
be a tremendous business getting the materials down, and I
don’t think it could possibly be managed by night.”

I am sure it couldn’t,” Ralph said, shaking his head.
T think, though, if we got two long poles and slung a piece
of canvas like a hammock between them we may possibly
get them down to the shore. You see wo have plenty of
strength to get them over rough places.”
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“We could manage that easy enough,” Lieutenant Adcock,
who had some time before joined the party, said. “There
are some sixteenfeet oars in the boat and some sails.  We
could easily rig up the hammock. I suppose you mean to
take them off in the boat, Mr. Conway?”

“Yes; that's what I meant,” Ralph said. “Then you
could land them in your cove, and they might stop in the
village till they are fit to be moved.”

“That would be an excellent plan,” the doctor said. “Let
us set about it at once.”

In half an hour the sailors brought up the hammock.

«T will go first,” Captain O'Connor said, “as I am the
heaviest. You will see how you manage to get me down.
If it's done pretty easily you can bring down the two others;
if not, they had better stop in the cave for to-night, and we
will get a hut made for them to-morrow. By the way, Con-
way, you had better get the dead carried out and taken
down to the sea-shore. Have them laid down out of reach
of the tide. Some of them belong about here, and their
friends will wish to give them a decent burial. Our own
dead had better be put in the boat, if Mr. Adcock will allow
it, and taken to the village with us. Then they can be car-
ried over to to Ballyporrit for burial. A corporal with four
men must be left for to-night in charge of the caves.”

“I shall want my men to row the boat,” Lieutenant
Adcock said.  “In the morning I will send over a warrant
officer and four men to take charge of the cave till I can
take its contents round to our stores.”

Captain O’Connor was now lifted into the hammock, and
six sailors carried him down to the water. They managed
it excellently, easing him down with the greatest care over
the rocks, and succeeded in getting him down to the sea
without a single jerk. Lieutenant Desmond and the
wounded soldjers were then taken down in the same way,
while the men carried down the dead bodies of their three
comrades and of the peasants who had fallen.
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“T will take charge of the wounded,” Lieutenant Adcock
said, “and see them comfortably housed and cared for. I
suppose Dr. Doran will go with us.”

“Certainly,” the doctor said, stepping into the hoat. I
shall not give up charge of them until I see them all safely
in bed.”

“I shall come over and see you, O’Connor,” Ralph said, “as
soon as I get the company back to the village. Shall T write
a report of this business, or do you feel equal to doing so?”

“I will manage it, Conway. I can dictate it if I don’t
feel up to writing it. But you had better not come over
to-day. There will be a good deal of excitement over this
capture, and no doubt several of the killed and prisoners
belong to Ballyporrit; so it wouldn't do for you to leave
the detachment without an officer. Be sure you have a
strict guard put over the prisoncrs, and keep an eye upon
them yourself. ~ You can send over to inquire about us, but,
till you have got them off your hands you had better not
leave the village. If a party are wanted for stillhunting
send Sergeant Morris with them. T shall despatch my
report to-night, and no doubt the colonel will send an
officer out to help you as soon as he gets it.”

The boat now pushed off. A corporal and four men
were told off to occupy the cave until relieved by the revenue
men, and then, with the prisoners in their centre, the party
climbed the cliff, and again, having been joined at the top
by the rest of the company, marched to Ballyporrit. They
found the village in a state of excitement. The soldier
who had gone to fetch the doctor had brought the news
that a fight had taken place down on the face of the cliff,
but he could not say whether any had been killed. As
soon as the detachment returned with the prisoners in their
midst many women flocked round with cries and lamen
tations, and exchanged greetings with the prisoners.

Ralph at once took possession of the stables at the inn, and
saw that the prisoners were all handeuffed, the Red ruffian’s

(568) k3
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logs being also securely bound. Then he placed two sentries
inside and two out. The news that some of the men had
heen killed soon spread, and many of the villagers who did
not see their relations among the prisoners hurried off
towards the scene of action. Ralph informed the landlord
that the dead had all been placed together on the sea-shore,
and that their friends were at liberty to remove and bury
them without any questions being asked. He then sent
a corporal over to bring back news how the wounded men
had borne the journey, and how they were disposed. But
before his return the doctor drove up in a trap that he had
borrowed.

« Adcock has put up the two ofiicers in his own house,”
he said, “and his wife will look after them, so you need
not worry about them. The other poor fellows are in the
cottage next door. It belongs to the coxswain of the boat,
who is also a married man. So you need not be under no
uneasiness about any of them. As far as I can see, they are
all likely to do well. T shall go over the first thing in the
morning, and will bring you news of them as soon as I get
back.”

Ralph had given orders that Denis Moore was not to be
treated as a prisoner; and he now told the sergeant to send
him in to him.

“T have been thinking it over, Moore,” he said; “and
it seems to me the best plan will be to allow you to go
quietly away. Your conduct in the fight in the cave in
itself showed that you were not voluntarily with the others;
and T do not think, therefore, that it is necessary to report
you among the prisoners. I suppose the Red Captain’s gang
have aot done any unlawful act beyond taking part in the
still business since they took you away from home?”

“No, your honour. We just came straight down here,
travelling at night and hiding away by day.”

“Very well. In that case you can give no special evi-
dence against them. It is probable that at the trial evidence
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may be required from Galway as to the deeds that that red-
bearded scoundrel committed there; and it is possible that
you may be summoned with others, but I should think that
the evidence of the constabulary will be sufficient. So,
if you will give me your address there T will take it upon
myself to let you go at once. In that case you can join
your wife this evening and travel back with her.”

“Thank you, sir,” Denis replied. I have no objection
at all to give evidence as to what I know, so that it does not.
come out it was Bridget who tould you where they were
hiding.”

“You need mnot be afraid of that, Denis. Captain
O'Connor gave her his word that her name should not he
mentioned. At the same time I have no doubt he will
claim for her the hundred pounds reward that was offered;
and if he obtains it he will send it to you, so that nobody
will be any the wiser.”

“T should not like to take informer’s money,” Denis said.

“Not in ordinary cases,” Ralph replied. “But you see
she spoke out, not for the sako of money, but to get you
out of their hands. And considering how much mischief
those fellows have done, and how much more they would
have done had we not laid hands on them, it is a very
different case from that of an ordinary informer. None of
your neighbours will know that she has had anything to
do with the capture of these men, therefore no one will
be any the wiser, and no doubt a hundred pounds will
be very useful to you. I am sure you deserve some sort of
compensation for bheing dragged away from home, and for
the risk you ran in that fight; for a bullet might just as well
have struck you as any of the others, I know that if T were
in your place I'should accept it without the least hesitation.
And now, as T don’t suppose they have left any money on
you, and as your wife is not likely to be very well provided,
T will give you five pounds on account; and remember that T
shall always feel your debtor for the manner in which you
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saved my life by springing upon that ruffian just at the
critical moment.”

“You will deduct it from the other money, your honour?”
Denis said, hesitating.

“Certainly I will, Denis. T should not think of offering.
Jo iy e h i o et
you will just give me your address in Galway I will make
a note of it; though I don't think it is at all likely you will
be wanted at the trial. They will most likely proceed
against him on the charge of shooting his officer and desert-
ing; for they will have no difficulty in proving that, as the
regiment he belonged to is in Dublin.”

Denis started at once to rejoin his wife, highly pleased
to have got away so quickly. Two days later Captain
Morrison and Mr. Stapleton arrived from headquarters.

T congratulate you, Conway,” the latter said heartily.
“Weall pitied your being ordered away to this dreary place;
and now you have been getting no end of honour and credit.
(O’Connor’s report speaks in the strongest terms of you, and
says it was entirely owing to your promptness and courage
that the band was captured, and his life and that of Desmond
saved. The Cork papers are full of the affair; and the cap-
ture of that notorious scoundrel, the Red Captain, created
quite an excitement, T can tell you. The only bad part of
the affair is that we have had to come out here, for I am
afraid there is no chance whatever of another adventure
like yours.”

“Oh, I fancy there are plenty more stills to be captured,
Stapleton; and that’s good fun in its way, though it involves
a good deal of marching and hard work.”

“And how are O'Connor and Desmond getting onf”
Captain Morrison asked.

€ Tihod . very w0 Teport o thers drie morning from the
doctor, and now that you have come I shall take a trap and
drive over and see them at once. T had O'Connor’s orders
not to leave here till you arrived.”
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“You are to go back yourself tomorrow moning, Con-
way,” Captain Morrison said. *You are to take the pris-
oners in with an escort of a corporal and ten men, and
to hand them over to the civil authorities; which means,
I suppose, that you are to take them to the prison.”

«T suppose I shall come straight out again?” Ralph asked.

T should think so; for with all this still-hunting business
three officers are wanted here.  But of course you will report
yourself to the colonel and get orders. Here are the orders
he gave me to give you. You are to start early, make
a twenty-mile march, halt for the night, and go on again
the first thing in the morning. You are to hire a cart for
the wounded prisoners, and to exercise the utmost vigilance
on the way. The men are to carry loaded muskets. It
is not likely there will be any attempt at a rescue; but
such things have happened before now. 1If anything of the
sort should take place, and you find that you are likely to
et worsted, your orders are that you are not to let the Red
Captain be carried off alive. Put a man specially over him,
with instructions to shoot him rather than let him be taken
away from him. The colonel will hold you harmless. The
scoundrel has committed too many murders to be allowed to
go free.”

“T understand,” Ralph said, “and will carry out the orders;
and now I will be off at once, for it will be dark in an hour.”

Ralph was glad to find that the two officers were going
on better than he had expected. Lieutenant Desmond was
already up, with his arm in splints and a great patch of
plaster across his forehead. O'Connor was still in bed, and
was likely to remain so for some time. The regimental
surgeon was with him, having left the other two officers at
the turn of the road leading to the village.

“T am glad to see you, Conway,” Captain O'Connor said
cheerfully. “I was expecting you. The doctor said Morrison
and Stapleton had gone on to Ballyporrit. None the worse
for your brush, I hope?”
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“Not a bit,” Ralph said.  “The bump on my head cansed
by that musket blow hurt me a bit the first day or two, but
it's going down now. I am glad to see you and Desmond
looking so well.”

“Oh, we shall soon be all right; though I am afraid
I shall be kept on my back for some little time. Desmond
is rather in despair, because he is afraid his beauty is spoilt;
for the doctor says that cut on his forehead is likely to
leave a nasty scar. He would not have minded it if it had
been done by a French dragoon sabre; but to have got it
from tumbling down a chimney troubles him sorely. It
will be very painful to him when a partner at a ball asks him
sympathizingly in what battle he was wounded, to have to
explain that he tumbled head-foremost into a peat fire.”

Desmond laughed. «Well, it is rather a nuisance; and
you see, Conway, the ashes have got so ground up in the
place that the doctor is afraid it will be a black scar.
O’Connor chaffs me about it, but I am sure he wouldn’t like
it himself.”

“Why, my dear fellow, it's a most honourable wound.
You will be able to dilate upon the desperate capture of the
noted ruffian the Red Captain, and how you and that noble
officer Captain O'Connor dashed alone into the cavern, ten-
anted by thirteen notorious desperadoes. Why, properly
worked up, man, there is no end of capital to be made out
of it. T foresee that I shall be quite a hero at tea-fights.
A battle is nothing to such an affair as this. Of course
it will not be necessary to say that you shot down into the
middle of them like a sack of wheat hecause you could not
help it.  You must speak of your reckless spring of twenty
feet from that upper passage into the middle of them.
Why, properly told, the dangers of the breach at Badajos
would pale before it.”

“I am glad to see that you are in such high spirits,”
Ralph said when the laugh had subsided. “There's no
fear of your being lame after it, I hope?”
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“No, Dr. Doran says it is a clean snap of the bone, and it
will, he thinks, mend all right; and as Macpherson, who has
been examining it, says the same, 1 hope it is all right. It
is very good of the colonel sending the doctor over to us;
but I think Doran understands his business well, and has
made a capital job of both of us.”

“How is Rawlinson going on?”

“Oh, I think he will do very well,” the surgeon said. “Of
course he's a little down in the mouth about himself. Tt is
not a pleasant prospect for a man to have to go about on two
wooden legs all his life. ~ Still it’s been done in the service;
and as the fight was a sharp one, and such an important
capture was made, he will get his full pension, and I shall
strongly recommend him for Chelsea Hospital if he likes to
take it. But he tells me he was by trade a carpenter before
he enlisted, and T expect he would rather go down to live
among his own people. His wooden legs won't prevent
him earning a living at his trade; and as he is rather a
good-looking fellow I daresay he won't have much difficulty
in gotting a wife, Maimed heroes are irresistible to the
female mind.”

“That's a comfort for you, Desmond, anyhow,” O’'Connor
laughed. “That black patch on your forehead ought to
add a thousand a year to your marketable value.”

The next morning Ralph marched with his detachment,
and arrived at Cork without adventure. Here he handed
his prisoners over to the civil authorities of the jail, and
then marched up to the barracks. He at once teported
himself to the colonel, who congratulated him warmly upon
the success that had attended the capture, and upon his
own conduct in the affair,

«T will not keep you now,” the colonel said, “for the
mess-bugle sounded five minutes ago. I shall see you again
in the morning.”

As Ralph entered the messtoom the officers had just
taken their seats. Ho was greeted with a boisterous out-
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burst of welcome. His comrades got up and shook his
hand warmly, and he had to answer many inquiries as to
how O'Connor and Desmond were going on.

«Sit down, gentlemen!” the major who was president of
the mess shouted. *Conway has had a twenty-mile march,
and is, I have no doubt, as hungry as a hunter. Let him
eat his dinner in peace, and then when the wine is on the
table he shall relate his adventures in detail. By the
way, Conway, T hope you have lodged that ruffian safely in

“Yes, sir, T have handed him over, and glad T was to get
him off my hands; for though I had him handcuffed and
his feet tied, and brought him along in a cart, I never felt
comfortable all the way. The fellow is as strong as a bull,
and as he knows what is before him he was capable of any-
thing desperate to effect his escape.”

«T remember the man well,” one of the officers said;
“for, as you know, I was in his regiment before T exchanged
into the 28th. He was a notorious character. He had the
strength of two ordinary men, and once or twice when he
was drunk it took eight men to bring him into harracks.
I am heartily glad he is caught, for the poor fellow he killed
was one of the most popular men in the regiment—with
the soldiers as well as with us—and if they wuhl have laid
llow I believe they would have hung him up
without a trial. T shall have real pleasure in giving evi-
dence against the scoundrel, for T was present at the time
he shot poor Forrest. T wasn't five yards away, but it was all
over and the villain was off before I had time to lift a hand.”

After dinner was over Ralph gave the full history of the
capture in the cavern, of which Captain O’Connor had sent
but an outline.

Tt was a sharp fight indeed,” the major said when he
had finished; “for, for a time you were greatly outnum-
bered, and in the dark discipline is not of much avail. I
think on the whole you got very well out of it, and O'Con-
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nor and Desmond were lucky in having got off with a
broken limb each.”

Ralph was detained some days in Cork, as he had to be
present at the court-house when the prisoners were brought
up before the magistrates.  After giving his evidence as to
the capture his attendance was no further required. All
with the exception of the Red Captain were committed at
once upon the charges of working an illicit still, and of offer-
ing a forcible resistance with arms to the authority of the
king's officers. The Red Captain was charged with several
murders, and was remanded in order that evidence might
be obtained from the regiment to which he belonged in
Dublin, and of the constabulary and other people in County
Galway. Ralph then returned to Ballyponit.

A fortnight later the detachment was recalled, the colonel
having received the news that the regiment would be shortly
under orders for America.

Lieutenant Desmond was able to travel to Cork at once,
although still unfit for duty; and the surgeon reported that
in another fortnight Captain O’'Connor would be also fit to
be removed.

Ten days later definite orders were received for the
regiment to be ready for embarkation, as soon as the two
transports which had been ordered round from Plymouth
arrived.  Soldiers are always fond of change; and although
there were few more pleasant quarters than Cork, there was
a general feeling of animation and excitement at the thought
of service at the other side of the Atlantic. All officers and
men on furlough were at once recalled. The friends of
many of the officers came across from England, to be with
them till they sailed upon what was then considered a long
and perilous voyage. Balls and dinners were given to and
Dy the regiment. Officers overhauled their kits and belong-
ings, gotting what new things were required, bargaining with
brokers for their furniture, and making all preparations for
a prolonged absence from England.
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« Ah, Stapleton,” Ralph said, as the young ensign came
into his quarters one day in high spirits, “there will be a
sad change come over you before long. You almost wished

izht die on your way round here from London.
What will be your feelings when you have to face the waves
of the Atlantic?”

“Don’t talk about it, Conway. The very thought makes
me feel queer. However, I expect I shall get on better now
than T did last time. What an ass I was, to be sure, on that
voyage!”

“Well T do think your four months with the regiment
have done you a world of good, Stapleton. You certainly
were a stuck-up sort of personage when you came on board
in the Tham I think it is an awful mistake for a fellow
to be educated at home, instead of being sent to school;
they are sure to have to suffer for it afterwards.”

“Well, T have suffered for it to some extent,” Stapleton
said. “The lessons I got at first were sharp ones; but they
certainly did me good.”

“There is no doubt about that,” Ralph agreed; “and I
think there 18 a good deal of credit due to you, Stapleton,
for having taken things in the right way. I wonder where
we shall be stationed in America, and whether we shall have
any fighting? Upon the whole we have no very great reason
to be proud of our feats of arms in America; but I hope we
shall do better next time. You sce, in the last struggle
we knew nothing of their tac and were at a great dis-
advantage; but after fighting its way through tho Penin-
sular, T don’t think thers is any fear of the regiment not

o

giving a good account of itself, if it is called upon to do so,
out there.”

The next day an orderly came into the room just after
mess-dinner had commenced. He whispered to the adjutant,
who at once rose.

“Mr. President,” he said to’the major who was at the
head of the table, “I must ask you to excuse me leaving
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the table. The colonel wishes to see me immediately at his
quarters.”

“What can be the matter now?” one of the officers said.
‘It must be something of importance or the colonel would
never have called Hallowes out in that way.”

“Heard of some still away amorig the hills, T suppose.
That means a night's tramp for some of us. Too bad to be
put to this sort of work within a week of sailing on foreign
service,” grumbled another.

Various guesses were made as to the nature of the busi-
ness, and several wagers were laid on the subject. In ten
minutes the adjutant returned. He was evidently excited,
and all listened with great interest as, instead of resuming
his seat, he remained standing.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I have great news for you. A
vessel has just come in from Plymouth with despatches.
Napoleon has escaped from Elba. He has landed in France,
and been received with enthusiasm. The troops have
joined him, and he is already close to Paris, which he is
expected to enter without opposition. The King of France
has fled.”

For a moment there was silence, then the major leapt to
his feet.

“Three cheers, gentlemen!” and all of those present joined
in a hearty cheer.

Then a sudden silence fell upon them. The first idea
that had struck each man was that the news meant their
again taking the field for another stirring campaign. Then
the dismal thought occurred to them that the regiment was
under orders for America. It soon found expression in
words.

“Why, major, they surely won’t be sending us across the
Atlantic now this news has arrived. The Powers will never
permit all their work to he undone, and Napoleon to mount;
the throne of France again. Why, in a short time all Europe
will be in a blaze, and how is England to take the field
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again? The greater portion of Wellington’s army are scat-
tered over the world—in America, India, and the Colonies.
I don’t believe there are half a dozen of the old fighting
regiments available, and even their ranks are half filled
with raw recruits. Almost all the regiments at home are
mere skeletons. Surely they will never be sending us away
at such a moment?”

“That I can say nothing about,” the adjutant replied.
“Certainly no counter orders have reached the colonel this
evening. 1 don’t suppose anything will be decided upon for
some time. The Powers will all exchange notes and hold
councils and spend weeks in talk before they make up their
mind whether anything is to be done, and if so what; and
long before they come to any decision on the subject we
shall be on the other side of the Atlantic, and then, possibly,
after all the trials and monotony of perhaps a two months’
voyage, we may land there only to be fetched back again.
I quite agree with you that England can put nothing worth

calling an army in the field, and that it would be madness
to send a fine regiment out of the country at the present
moment. But every one knows the lack of wisdom with

which we are g

verned, and the miserable slowness of our
military authorities. It is not likely even to occur to any-
one to countermand our orders, but it will certainly be dis-
gusting in the extreme to have to start just at the present
moment.”

“Besides,” another officer said, “it will be maddening to
be two months at sea without news, and to know that
perhaps all Europe is in arms and tremendons events going
on and we out of it altogether.

“I should think nothing will be done just at present,” the
majorsaid. “Every country in Burope has been disbanding
its armies just as we have since peace was proclaimed, and
it will be a long time before any of them are ready to take
the field in anything like force. Even Napoleon himself,
great organizer as he is, will take some time to put all
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TFrance under arms again. An army is a machine that can-
not be created in a day. The soldiers have to be clothed,
arms to be manufactured, the cavalry to be mounted, the
artillery to be organized, and a field train got together. No,
I should say that at least four months must elapse before
fighting begins in earnest. With anything like a favourable
wind we should be across in America in a month. If orders
are sent out a month after we start we may be back in time
for the opening ball. Judging from the past, it is likely to
be a long business unseating Napoleon again, and if we are
not in for the first of it we may be in plenty of time for a
fair share of the fighting, always supposing that the authori-
ties are sufficiently awake to the merits of the regiment to
recall us.”

“How is the wind this evening?” one of the officers asked.

It was westerly when we came in,” Lieutenant Desmond
said. “Why do you ask?”

“Why, as long as it blows from the west there is not
much chance of the transports getting in here.”

“That is so,” the major agreed. “The question for us to
consider is whether we ought to pray for a fair wind or a
foul. A fair wind will take us quickly across the Atlantic
and will give us a chance of getting back in time. A foul
wind may possibly give them time to make up their minds
at the Horse Guards, and to stop us before we start. It is a
nice question.”

“There is no hope whatever, major, that our government
will make up their minds before the wind changes; not if it
blew in one quarter longer than it has ever been known to
do since the beginning of the world. Especially, as not only
they, but all the governments of Europe have to come to a
decision.”

“Oh, if we had to wait for that it would be hopeless; but
at the same time, as it must be evident to any individual of
the meanest capacity that something or other for which troops
will be required will have to be done, surely a month ought;
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to be sufficient for the idea to occur to someone in anthority
that it would be as well not to be sending soldiers abroad
until matters are finally settled.”

“T agree with you,” the adjutant said. “Therefore I think
we had best decide that our hopes and wishes shall be una-
nimous in favour of a continuance of westerly winds.”

Never were.the weather-cocks watched more anxiously
than they were by the officers and men of the 28th for the
next fortnight. The elements certainly appeared favourable
to their wishes, and the wind blew steadily from the desired
quarter, so that it was not until ten days after they were
expected that the two transports which were to convey the
28th to America dropped anchor in Cork harbour.

Captain O'Connor rejoined the regiment on the evening
before the transports arrived. He walked with two sticks,
but this was a measure of precaution rather than of
necessity.

“I feel like an imposter,” he said laughing, as he replied
to the welcome of his comrades. “I believe I could safely
throw away these sticks and dance a jig; but the doctor has
laid his commands on me, and my man, who has been ruling
me with a rod of iron, will not permit the slightest infringe-
ment of them. He seems to consider that he is responsible
for me in all respects, and if he had been master and I man
he could not have behaved with grosser despotism.”

T am glad to see you looking so well, O'Connor,” Ralph
said shaking his captain warmly by the hand.

“I don’t know whether I do right in shaking hands with
you, Conway,” O'Connor said. “I have been thinking it
over while T have heen lying there, and T have come to the
conclusion that it's you I have to thank for this affair alto-
gether.”

There was a general laugh. “How do you make that
out?” Ralph asked.

«It’s clear enough, now my eyes are opened. Tt was yon
who discovered that passage, and when you did so you said
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at once to yourself, now, I will get O'Connor and Desmond
to go down this place, they are safe to break their necks, and
then T shall get all the honour and glory of the affair. And so
it came about. There were Desmond and I lying on the top
of each other with the breath knocked clean out of our
bodies, while you were doing all the fighting and getting the
credit of the affair. T appeal to all friends here if it is not
a most suspicious affair.”

There was a chorus of agreement. “We did not think it
of you, Conway;” “A most disgraceful trick;” “Ought to
be ‘sent to Coventry;” “Ought to be drummed out of the
rogiment;” mingled with shouts of laughter.

“By the way, the trial of those fellows comes on next
week,” one of the officers said when the laughter subsided ;
“s0if the transports don’t come in you will be able to see
the last of them, O'Connor.”

“T shall have no objection to see that red rascal hung;
but as to the other poor devils, T should be glad enough for
them to get off. An Irish peasant sees no harm in making
whisky, and it's only human nature to resist when you are
attacked ; besides it was the Red Captain’s gang that set
them to fighting, no doubt. If it hadn't been for them I
don'’t suppose there would have been a shot fired. I hope
that's the view the authorities will take of it.”

As it turned out this was the view taken by the prosecu-
ting counsel at the trial. The Red Captain was tried for the
murder of his officer and for the shooting of two constables
in Galway, was found guilty, and hung. The others were
put on trial together for armed resistance to his majesty’s
forces, and for killing and slaying three soldiers. Their
counsel pleaded that they were acting under the compulsion
of the gang of desperadoes with them, that it was these and
these only who had fired upon the soldiers as they ascended
the rocks, and that the peasants themselves had no firearms;
indeed, it was proved that only five guns were found in the
cave. He admitted that in their desperation at the last




240 LENIENT SENTENCE

moment the men had defended themselves with pikes and
bludgeons; but this he urged was but an eﬂ'orh of despair,
and not with any premethmbed idea of re: g the troops.
He pointed out that as all the soldiers le la\llvn by gun-
shot wounds, none of the prisoners at the bar had any hand
in their death. The counsel for the crown did not press for
capital sentences. Two of the men, who had before suffered
terms of imprisonment for being concerned in running illicit
stills, were sentenced to transportation. The others escaped
with terms of imprisonment.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE NEW HOUSEMAID.

HAT do you think of the new housemaid, Charlotte?”

“As she has only heen here twenty-four hours,”

Miss Penfold replied, “I don’t think I can say anything

about it, Eleanor. ~ All servants behave decently for the first

week or two, then their faults begin to come out. However,

she seems quiet in her way of going about, and that is

something. My room was carefully dusted this morning.

These are the only two points on which I can at present say
anything.”

“I met her in the passage this morning,” Eleanor Penfold
said, “and it seemed to me that her face reminded me of
someone. Did that strike you?”

“Not at all,” the elder sister replied decidedly. “I am
not given to fancies about such things. I saw no likeness
to anyone, and if I had done so I should not have given it 4
second thought. The one point with us is whether the
woman is clean, quiet, steady, and thoroughly up to her

work. Her reference said she w: 1l these things, and T
hope she will prove so.  She is older than I like servants to

=
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be; that is, when they first come to us. A young girl is
teachable, but when a servant has once got into certain ways
there is never any altering them. However, if she knows
her work it does not matter; and there’s one comfort, at her
age she is less likely to be coming to us one day or other
soon and saying that she wants to leave us to get married.”

The new servant, Anna, as she was called in the honse,
soon settled down to her duty. Miss Penfold allowed that
she knew her work and did it carefully. The servants did
not quite understand the new-comer. She was pleasant and
friendly, but somehow “she was not,” as one of them said,
“of their sort.” This they put down partly to the fact that
she had been in service in London, and was not accustomed
to country ways. However, she was evidently obliging and
quiet, and smoothed away any slight feeling of hostility with
which the under housemaid was at first disposed to feel
against her for coming in as a stranger over her head, by
saying that as she had no acquaintances in the village she had
no desire to go out, and that whenever her turn came to do
50 the other might take her place. As Jane was keeping
company with the blacksmith’s son, this concession greatly
pleased her; and although at first she had been disappointed
that she had not on Martha’s leaving succeeded to her place,
the fact that she was but one and twenty, while the new-
comer was a good many years her senior, went far to recon-
cile her to being passed over.

Mrs. Conway had mot been twenty-four hours in the
house before she discovered there was an obstacle in the way
of her search that she had not foreseen. She had dusted
the drawing-room and dining-room, and then went to the
door of the room which she supposed to be the library. ~She
found it locked. At dinner she asked the other housemaid
what the room opposite the dining-room was, and where was
the key.

“That was master’s library,” the girl said. “Miss Penfold
always keeps it locked, and no one is allowed to go in. It’s

Q
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just as he left it; at least Martha said so, for I have never
been inside since. On the first day of each month it is
opened and dusted. Miss Penfold always used to go in
with Martha and stay there while she did the work. ~She
said it was to see that nothing was moved, but Martha used
to think there was another reason.”

“What is that?” Mrs. Conway asked.

Jane shook her head and glanced at the butler, as much
as to say she did not care about speaking before him; but
presently when she had an opportunity of talking alone with
the new-comer she said: “I didn't want to say anything
before James, he holds with the Miss Penfolds. He only
came a month or two before master’s death and did not
know much about him, and he will have it they have heen
ill treated, and that the lawyer and all of them ought to be
punished for going on as if the Miss Penfolds had done
something wrong about the will. Cook, she doesn’t give
no opinion; but Martha and me both thought they knew
something about it, and were keeping Miss Withers and
young Conway out of their rights. But I forgot that you
were a stranger, and didn’t know nothing about the will.”

Then she told Mrs. Conway all about the will being
missing, and how Mr. Tallboys, who had made it for Mr.
Penfold, said that all the property had been left to Mabel
Withers, who was the daughter of the clergyman and a
great pet of the master’s, and to a boy who had been staying
there some months before, and whose name was Conway.

“Well, Martha and me believed that they,” and_ she
nodded towards the drawi , “must know
about it; for Mr. Tallboys would have it that it was stowed
away in some secret hiding-place, and has been looking for
it here and pulling down the wainscotting and all sorts, And,
of course, if there was a secret hiding-place the Miss Pen-
folds would know of it as well as their brother. Martha
used to think that the reason why the Miss Penfolds had
the room shut up, and would never let her go into it with-
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out one of them heing there to look after her, was that the
hiding-place was somewhere in the library, and that they
were afraid that when she was dusting and doing up she
might come upon the will.”

The same conclusion had flashed across Mrs. Conway’s
mind as soon as she heard that the room was kept locked.

“If the will is really hidden away,” she said, “it’s likely
enough to be as you say; but I shouldn’t think two ladies
would do such a thing as that.”

“Oh, you don’t know them,” Jane said sharply. “They
are two regular old cats they are, and hunt one about all
over the house as if they thought one was going to steal
something. They was fond of their brother in their way,
but, bless you, they treated him like a child, and he das'ent
call his soul his own; and you may be sure they didn’t like
the thought that he had left his money away from them,
and that someone else would become master and missis of
the Hall while they were living. Martha and me was both
of one mind that the old women were likely enough to do
it if they had a chance. I would give a good deal if I could
find the will myself, just to see their faces; interfering old
things. It was only two Sundays ago they told me after I
camo out of church that they didn't approve of the ribbons
in my bonnet; just as if a girl was to go about as if she was
a convic.”

“But you say there were men searching here, Jane. How
was it they didn’t find it if it’s in the library, and how was
it the Miss Penfolds allowed them to search?”

“They couldn’t help it,” Jane replied. “Thero was an
order from the court in London, or a judge or someone, and
they couldn’t stop it. They went away when the men came
and didn’t come back till it was all over. I don’t know
how it was that they didn’t find it in the library, for they
searched it regular. I was in there two or three times while
they were at work, and they took out all the books from
the shelves and pulled down a lot of the wood-work and
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turned it all upside down, but they couldn’t find anything.
Still, you see, it ain't a likely tale of theirs as they keeps
the door locked because they want it to be just as he left it,
when it’s all been turned topsy-turvy and everything put
out of its place.

“That's what Martha and me couldn’t get over, though
Martha told me they done their best to have it put just as
it was; and there’s paper and pens on the table, just to pre-
tend it is exactly as it used to be and that no one hadn't
been in. As if they cared so much about him. T call it
sickening, that's what I calls it. The Withers don't come
here now. They used to be often here in the master’s time,
but they are not friends with them now. Last Sunday the
parson he made it hot for them, and preached a sermon
about secrets being known and undiscovered things coming
to light. Of course he didn’t say nothing special about wills,
but they felt it T could see. Our pew’s on the opposite side
of the church, and T could see their faces. Miss Penfold she
ot white, and pinched up her lips, and if she could have
given a piece of her mind to the parson she would have
done so; and Eleanor she got red and looked s if sho was
going to ery.

“She is a lot better than her sister, she is; and if any
wrong's been done it’s the old one that’s done it I am sure,
and Martha always said so too. I could put up with the
younger one very well, but T can’t abide Miss Penfold.”

“I am quite anxious to see the room, Jane, after what
you have been telling me about it.”

“Well, you will see it in about a week. It’s always on
the first of the month that it is done up; and you will see
the old woman will go in with you, and watch you all the
time like a cat watches a mouse. Martha used to say so.
But there—as you are not from this part of the country,
and she won’t think as you know nothing about the will or
care nothing ahout it, she won't keep such a sharp look-out
after you as she did with Martha.”
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Upon the following Sunday Mrs. Withers, on the way
home from church, asked her husband with some anxiety
whether he was not well. I noticed you were quite pale in
church, James, and you lost your place once or twice, and
seemed as if you really weren't attending to what you were
doing?”

“Then T am afraid, my dear, T seemed what T was, for T
was tremendously surprised; and though I tried hard to
keep my thoughts from wandering I am afraid I succeeded
very badly.”

“Surprised, James! What was it}”

I will tell you, my dear. You know that letter we had
a fortnight ago from Mrs. Conway, and that we puzzled
over it a good deal. After talking as usual about her being
determined to find the will and set matters straight, she
said that we might possibly see her before long, and begged
us not to show any surprise or to seem to recognize her.
Well, you know, we talked it over, and could make nothing
of it. Now I know what she means.”

“What! Did you see her in church to-day, James?”

T did, Amy; and where do you think she was?”

T can’t guess, James. Why, where could sho be, and
where can she be staying if not with us? I didn’t see her.
Are you sure you are not mistaken?”

«She was sitting behind you, Amy, which will account
for your not seeing her. She was sitting in the Penfolds
servants’ pew, in a plain straw bonnet and quiet clothes like
the others.”

«Among the Penfolds’ servants, James! Are you dream-
ingt”

“Not at all, my dear; there she was, sure enough. I could
not possibly be mistaken.”

Mrs. Withers was silent for some time with surprise.

“But what-can she be doing there, James? Do you mean
to say that you think that she has really gone to service at
the Hall?”
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“That is what I do think,” the clergyman replied. *You
know how she said over and over again that she was deter-
mined somehow to find the will. Well, I believe that she
has in some way in pursuance of that purpose gone as a ser-
vant to the Penfolds. Now, my dear, you will not be sur-
prised that I found it somewhat difficult to keep my thoughts
from wandering.”

“No, indeed, James. I am sure if I had been in your
place I should have stopped altogether. Well, if that is so,
it explains what she said in her letter about our not re-
cognizing her; but how could she do such a thing, and what
will come of it1”

T have no idea how she managed to get there, Amy;
but certainly she must have managed very cleverly some-
how. What she is there to do is clear enough. She is
going to search herself for the will. Whether she will ever
find it or not is another matter; but I can hardly believe
she can succeed after the thorough search Tallboys said he
made of the house. Still that is what she means, I have
not a shadow of doubt about it.”

“I should never have thought for a moment she was the
sort of woman to und ke such a thing,” Mrs. Withers
said. “Why, she will have to do servant’s work, and to
run all sorts of risks of being found out, and then I don’t
know what they mightn’t do to her!”

«T don’t see that they could do much, my dear, unless
perhaps they prosecuted her for obtaining the place with a
false character, which I suppose she must have done. Still
it required no ordinary pluck for a woman to undertake
such a scheme, and it will require patience and nerve to
carry it through; but I don’t know that I agree with you
that she is not the sort of woman I should have thought
capable of undertaking such a business. She was quict
enough when we met her in the town; but I believe from
what I have heard that she was a high-spirited girl, and
when we saw her, you know, she was on the eve of parting
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with her son. As she was evidently wrapped up in him,
that would of course make her more quiet and silent than
usual. I thought she bore up remarkably well, and admired
the effort she made to prevent any display of her feeling
marring the pleasant time we were having in London.”

“But how about Mabel, James? Had we better tell her
about thist  You see, if she happens to meet Mrs, Conway
she might betray her secret—might run up and address her
by her name.”

“That is certainly a difficulty, my dear; and I don't
quite know what to do about it. - What do you think your-
self?”

«I think we had better postpone the matter, James, by
sending Mabel away for a bit. You know my sister has
asked her several times to go and stay with her on a visit
at Bath. We have never cared to let her go away from us;
but I do think now that it will be a good thing for me to
write to Harriet, and tell her that if it will be convenient
for her to take Mabel, we shall be glad to send her to her
for a few months in order that she may take lessons in
French and music. There are, of course, plenty of good
masters there. In that way we shall get rid of the necessity
for speaking to Mabel about it at all, and I should think it
likely that Mrs. Conway would have left the hall long before
she returns.”

«Perhaps she will, my dear, though T would not count
upon that too much. I imagine that as Mrs. Conway has
had nerve and courage enough to propose and so far carry
out this singular plan of hers, she will have resolution
enough to continue to play her part till she either finds the
will, or becomes thoroughly convinced that it is absolutely
not to be found.”

And so Mrs. Withers wrote to her sister, and ten days
later Mr. Withers started with Mabel for Bath.

Mrs. Conway had some difficulty in restraining all show
of excitement, and in assuming a passive and indifferent air
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as upon the first of the month Miss Penfold unlocked the
door of the library and led the way into the room.

“This was my brother’s library. You will understand,
Anna, that T wish everything to remain exactly as it is. You
will therefore be careful to place everything as you find it—
each article of furniture, and the books and papers on the
table. You will just sweep the floor and dust everything.
Beyond that we wish nothing done to the room.”

Mrs. Conway began her work quietly. Miss Penfold
watched her for some little time, and then said :

“You will leave the door open, Anna; it is better to let
the air circulate as much as possible. When the weather gets
warmer you will also leave the windows open while you
are at work; but the air is too damp at present.”

“Would you like me to light a fire to air the room, Miss
Penfold?”

“(ertainly not,” Miss Penfold said decidedly; there is
no occasion whatever for it. If T have not returned by the
time you have finished the room, come and tell me when
you have done. I always make a point of locking the door
myself.”

So saying Miss Penfold went out, leaving the door wide
open behind her.

“Have you left her alone there?” Eleanor asked her
sister as she entered the sitting-room.

“Certainly I have,” Miss Penfold said coldly. “I do
wish you would not be so nervous, Eleanor. The woman
can have no interest in this matter. She may have heard
of it from the other servants, but it can be nothing to her.
You know as well as I do that there is no chance of her
stumbling upon it by accident. It was different with the
last girl. Of course they were always talking about the will,

and she might have tried, as a matter of curiosity, to find
it, or she might have been bribed by those Withers or by
that man Tallboys; but it is different now. This woman
can have no interest in it, and will only want to get her

|‘
1
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work done as soon as possible. My being always in the room
with her as I was with Martha might excite comment. I
should never have done it in Martha’s case if you had not
been so absurdly nervous; for you know very well there was
10 real danger of her ever finding the place however closely
she looked for it. But now there’s a change it is quite
time to drop it, or a ramour will be getting about that we
are afraid of any of our servants remaining for a moment
alone in the library.”

“I wish we had never done it. I do wish we had never
done it,” Eleanor murmured pitifully.

“I am ashamed of you, Eleanor,” Miss Penfold said
coldly. “You are worse than a child with your laments
and complainings. What have we done? Nothing, We
have no certainty that there is a will in existence; and if
we had, it’s not our business to assist to carry out a
monstrous wrong against ourselves, and to put that woman’s
son as master here. How many times have we talked this
over, and it's always the same. You keep on trembling at
shadows.”

I should not care if it was not for the night, Charlotte.
T am always dreaming that Herbert is coming to my bed-
side and looking so stern and angry, and saying, ‘Let justice
be done.””

“Bah!” Miss Penfold said contemptuously. “ You must
eat less supper, Eleanor. If you were not such a coward
you would not dream such things. I have no patience with
Your folly.”

“T know it is foolish, Charlotte, but I can’t help it; my
nerves were never as strong as yours. I quite agreed with
you from the first about it. I think it was infamous that
Herbert should have passed us over, and that it is not to
be expected we should aid in the discovery of such a wicked
will.  Still T can’t help being unhappy about it, and lying
awake at night and dreaming. No one can help their
dreams.”
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“Your dreams are a mere repetition of your thoughts,”
Miss Penfold said scornfully. “If you worry while you
are awake, you will worry while you are asleep. We have
done nothing criminal. We have meddled with no will, nor
hidden one. We simply refuse to aid in the discovery of an
unjust document, and by so doing prevent a great wrong being
done to ourselves. Tomy mind the thing is perfectly simple,
science wholly acquits mé of any wrong-doing.”
1f, Mrs. Conway took an earnest look round
the room. Somewhere no doubt within its limits lay the
key of the secret that would give wealth to Ralph. Where
was it? The walls were completely covered by book-shelves.
These were handsomely carved, and dark with age. One of
the Penfolds had evidently been a hook-worm, and had
spared no pains and expense in carrying out his hobby. The
housemaid had said that all the books had been removed,
and that nothing had been found behind them. Still there
might well be some spring that had escaped their notice.
At any rate the ground must be gone over again.

Then the spring might lie among the carved work of the
book-cases themselves. This must be gone over inch by inch.
That was evidently the first work to be done. The mantel
and its supports were of richly carved wood-work. These,
too, must be searched. In the first place, however, she had
to carry out her work; and, laying aside determinately all
thought of the missing will, she began to dust and sweep.
At the end of an hour, when she happened to turn round,
she saw Miss Penfold standing in the doorway. She had
not heard her footstep, and at once decided in her mind
that it would be necessary to be extremely careful in her
search, as at any moment Miss Penfold might look in upon
her without warning.

“Have you nearly finished, Anna?” Miss Penfold asked.

Tt will take me another hour at least to dust the wood-
work properly, Miss Penfold. I have done the carpet and
furniture.”
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Miss Penfold made no remark but went away again.

““She is not likely to come back for a few minutes,” Mrs.
Conway said to herself. “I think I can safely carry out one
of my plans.” She took from her pocket a ball of thin
string, one end of which was attached to a tiny brad-awl.
Going into one corner of the room she fixed the brad-awl
into the wood-work; then, unwinding the ball, proceeded to
the other end of the room, straining the string tightly, and
tied a knot to mark the length. Then she went back anc
crossed the room, and again made a knot to mark the width.
Then sho hastily gathered up the string, pulled the brad-awl
from the wood-work, and put them in her pocket. While
she had been carrying this out she retained a duster in one
hand, and dusted the wood-work as she moved along, trust-
ing that if Miss Penfold should look in, the string, which
was of a dark colour, would be unnoticed by her. However
she gave a sigh of relief when the operation was complete,
and the string and brad-awl hidden away. She then con-
tinued her work until in about three quarters of an hour
Miss Penfold again appeared.

«T think that will do very well, Anna; it is quite impos-
sible to get all the dust out 6f the carving. It would take
you all day to go over it, and you would need steps for the
upper part. That need only be done oceasionally.” She gave
an approving glance round as she noticed that the new house-
maid had carefully placed every article in the exact place in
which she had found it. Mrs. Conway gathered up the
brooms and dusters and left the room, Miss Penfold care-
fully locking the door after her.

“That is something done,” Mrs. Conway said to herself;
“and will, I think, save me an immense deal of trouble. To-
morrow I will measure the rooms next to it. The passage
runs along the side, and it is hardly possible that there can
be any receptacle there; the wall is not thick enough for a
place of any size. It must be at one end or the other, or
else under the floor.”
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The following morning she measured the diningroom,
and what was now known as the housekeeper’s room, but
which in years gone by had been called the still-room; and
the following day slipped out of doors as soon as she came
downstairs and took the outside measurement of the side
of the house, marking on the string the position and width
of each window. She had only now to make a plan and
compare the figures. She found that between the back of
the book-case—for she had taken out a few books to ascer-
tain its depth—and the panel of the dining-room there was
a thickness of two feet; but between the library and house-
keeper’s room there were fully five feet unaccounted for.

In both were deep old-fashioned fireplaces back to back;
and even allowing but six inches between these, the depth
there would be accounted for, but on either side of the fire-
places there would be a wide space. There were certainly
no cupboards visible in the library, for the book-cases ex-
tended from the fireplace to the wall on each side. In the
housekeeper’s room there were cupboards on each side of the
\,huuue)ﬂplete, but these were shallow, not being above nine
in depth; therefore behind these there was a con-
ble space unaccounted for. It was evident to M
Conway that her first search must lie in this direction.
Here might lie two chambers each three feet wide by eight
feet long.

Mrs. Conway's spirits rose at this discovery, and she
sighed impatiently at the thought that another month must
elapse before she could even commence the search. Brood-
ing over the matter continually, there was one point that
did not escape her. These old hiding-places were made either
to conceal proscribed priests or hunted fugitives, and were
constructed with the greatest care. As she had so easily dis-
covered the spot where a hidden room might be situated, it
would be discovered with the same ease by those who were

on the search for fugitives, and who would naturally be well
acquainted with the positions where hiding-places would be
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likely to be situated. The moment they looked into the
cuphoard, its shallowness would suggest to them that there
must be a wide empty space behind it, and by setting to
work with axes, picks, and crowbars, they would soon dis-
cover by force the secret she was trying to penetrate by
stratagem.

“This reflection considerably damped her hopes; but she
thought that possibly from this easily-discoverable hiding-
place there might be some access, much more difficult to
trace, to another lying below. At any rate she determined
that if she did find the secret entrance to these little rooms,
and found that they were empty, she would not be dis-
heartened, but would search further until she found either
some seeret closet where the will might be placed, or an
entrance to some perhaps larger hiding-place below. Her
subsequent search outside showed her that there existed
several small iron gratings about six inches long and three
deep, close down to the soil of the border. No doubt these
were intended to give ventilation underneath the floors,
which were some two feet above the outside level, but one
of them might also afford ventilation to an underground
chamber.

Three months passed, and on the occasion of each of her
visits to the room she devoted some time to the examina-
tion of the carved wood-work round the fireplace and that
of the book-cases, but without making any discovery what-
ever; and it became evident to her that a far closer search
would be needed than the short and hasty examination that
was all she dared to make, with the possibility that at any
moment Miss Penfold might appear at the door. Accord-
ingly she wrote to Mr. Tallboys, and told him that it would
be necessary for her to obtain a cake of very soft wax, four
inches long and two inches wide, and asked him to procure
it for her, and to send it in a wooden box to her by the
carrier's cart that once a week journeyed from Weymouth
to the villages in the neighbourhood of the Hall.
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Ten days later she received the wax, and the next time.
the day for cleaning the library arrived she quietly with-
drew the key from the door as soon as Miss Penfold had
left her, laid it on the wax, and pressed it steadily until a
deep impression was made upon its surface. Then she
carefully examined the key to see that no particle of wax
had stuck between the wards, replaced it in the door, closed
the lid of the little box in which the wax lay, and put it
in her pocket, and then set to at her work of cleaning.
Upon this oceasion she spent no time in trying to find
spring. There was danger now as always of Miss Penfold’s
coming, and as she would soon have the means of entering
the room at her will she would run no risk. A few days
later she asked for a day to go to Weymouth to purchase
some things of which she had need, and when there she
called upon Mr. Tallboys.

“How are you, Mrs. Conway?” the lawyer said when the
door had closed behind her. “Have you come to tell me
that you give up the search as hopeless?”

“Not at all,” she replied with decision. “T told you in
my letter that T had discovered the probable position of the
hiding-place, and told you of the difficulties there were in
making a thorough search for it owing to the room being
always kept locked. I have come now to ask you to get
a key made from this,” and she produced the wax. “It
would be suspicious if T were to go to a locksmith here and
ask for such a thing; he would think at once that I was a
servant who wanted to rob my mistress. But of course it
will be different with you. Besides, I thought that if you
did not like to get it done here, you might send the wax up
to London and get the key made there.”

“This is becoming more and more serious, Mrs, Conway,”
M. Tallboys said gravely. “Nothing very terrible could
happen to you beyond being turned out of the house even
were it discovered who you really are; but if you were
found at night, and I suppose your intention is to work at
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night, in the library, with a false key in your possession, you
might be arrested for an attempt at theft, and could only
clear yourself by explaining hefore the magistrates who you
were, and with what motive you were acting, which would
give rise to much unpleasant talk, would render any pur-
suance of your plan i ible, and might not i

induce these women to destroy the will, if they have not
already done so.”

“I am quite convinced they have not done that,” Mr.
Tallboys. “The anxiety they have about anyone enter-
ing the room, and the manner in which Miss Penfold pops
in occasionally to see what T am doing, is quite proof in my
mind that the will is still in existence; for if they had de-
stroyed it, they would have no further anxiety on the sub-
ject. No, I have thought it all over, and must run the risk.
There is no other way of making a complete search; and in
one night there by myself I could do far more than in a
twelvemonths’ visits as at present. There are two or three
more things T wish you would procure for me. I want a
man’s coat and cap, rough ones, such as a burglar might
wear. You see, if by any chance T am met by those women
going downstairs, or returning to my room, I must give
them a start. Dressed up like that, and with a piece of
crape over my face, I should be taken for a burglar. I don’t
think Miss Penfold is very easily frightened; but at the
same timo T fancy T might alarm her into returning to her
room, and should be able to get back to mine before the
house was roused. I shall always unfasten a window on
the ground floor and lift it a little, so that it would be sup-
posed that the intruder entered and escaped that way.”

Mr. Tallboys smiled a little, but said, “It is a very risky
business, Mrs. Conway. Miss Penfold is just the sort of
woman to keep pistols in her bed-room.”

“One must risk something when one is fighting for a
fortune,” Mrs. Conway said quietly. T hope that I shall
not be heard. There are always creakings and noises in an
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old house like that. The doors are thick and well fitting,
and there is little chance of my footsteps being heard. Tt
is only by an accident, such as one of them being unable to
sleep and getting up and walking over the house, that they
are likely to run against me, and it is not probable she
would have a pistol in her hand then. No, I do not think
there is the least fear of anything of that sort. The only
fear T have is of being detected in some other way before
T have done what I have to do, and the risk of that grows
less and less every day.

“T have been there over four months now, and am per-
fectly at home. I was at first afraid of a sudden meeting
with Mr. Withers, or his wife, or Mabel ; but that has passed
away mow. I saw he recognized me the first Sunday in
church, and T wrote to him; of course sending the letter to
Dover to be sent back from there. He answered me pray-
ing me to give up what he called my mad-brained attempt,
and saying it made him and his wife quite unhappy to
think of my being at the Hall. He told me that at present
they had not told Mabel that I was there, but had sent her
away to school at Bath. She is with an aunt, and will not
be home again for some months; so I am safe from her.
No, I am not in the least anxious about m; T cannot
say as much about Ralph. His regiment has just gone out to
Belgium, and I suppose there will be fighting presently. T
think of that more now than I do of this will, Mr. Tallboys.
If T had known what was coming, I would not have begun
this search until it was all over. What use would it be for
me to find the will if anything happened to him.”

Tt is clearly of no use my trying to dissuade you from
carrying out your plans, Mrs. Conway; and although T can-
not altogether approve of them, I will do my best to help
you as far as lies in my power, and you shall have the key
down very shortly. How shall T send it over?”

“I have ordered a dress and some other things at Wilson’s
in the High Street. The dress has to be made up, and will
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not be ready for a week. I have told them there will be
three or four other parcels, which they are to put in the hox
and send it on by the carrier. I have ordered a pair of
hoots to be made for me and one or two other things, and
told them not to close the box until this day fortnight, by
which time all the other things I have ordered will be sent
in to them. I hope you will have got the key before
that.”

““Oh yes, I should think it would be done in a week at
latest. You certainly deserve success, Mrs. Conway, for you
seem to provide for every contingency.”

CHAPTER XV.
IN BELGIUM.

HERE was a general feeling of depression in the regiment
when it was known that the transports had arrived in
harbour. As a rule regiments embarking for service abroad
sttt in high spirits, and whatever private regrets are felt
at parting from friends, the troops march gaily down to
the point of embarkation. But this was not the case as the
28th, with the band at its head playing “The girl T left
behind me,” passed through the streets of Cork on its march
down to the spot ten miles away where the transports were
lying. There was not one from the colonel down to the
youngest drummer-boy but felt that he had been deprived
of the chance of taking part in a stirring campaign, and that
he was going into a sort of exile. The baggage had been
sent on the previous day, and the regiment on arriving at
the harbour was speedily transferred in large lighters to the
two transports.
“They are two fine ships, anyhow,” Captain O'Connor
said to Ralph as the barge carrying his company approached
(658) B
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the side of one of them. “Rather different craft to that in
which we made our last voyage together. We shall have
comfortable quarters on board her, and ought to make a
pleasant passage if we have but decent weather.”

“Yes, if anything could make our voyage pleasant under
the circumstances,” Ralph replied dismally.

““Oh, it’s no use thinking any more about that,” O'Connor
said cheerfully.  “We must make the best of matters, and
hope that we shall soon be on our way back again; if not, I
daresay we shall have a pleasant time in Canada. With
your knowledge of French, Conway, you will make a great
hit among the fair Canadians,”

“I didn’t think of that,” Ralph laughed. ~«Yes, the pro-
spect is a cheering one. I promise you, O'Connor, that I will
do the best I can for you. Well, here we are alongside.”

“Good afternoon, captain. ‘When are we going to sail?”
O'Connor asked the master of the vessel as he stepped on
deck.

““You must ask the clerk of the weather,” the skipper
replied. At present there is not a breath of wind stirring,
and from the look of the sky I see no chance of a change
at present.”

Day after day passed, and still the vessels remained at
anchor. Not a breath of wind stirred the water, and the
troops had nothing to do but to lounge idly about the decks
and whistle for a breeze. Whenever a vessel came in from
England boats were lowered and rowed alongside to get the
latest news. This was little enough. It was, however,
known that all the powers had determined to refuse to
recognize Napoleon as Emperor of France, and that a g
coalition against him was being arranged. There were
rumours that Belgium was likely to be the scene of opera-
tions.

Already, by the terms of the late treaty, several English
regiments were stationed on the Belgian frontier, and three
or four more were already under orders to embark for that
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country. Tt was reported that Russia, Austria, and Prussia
were taking steps to arm. The militia had been called out
at home, and high bounties were offered for volunteers from
these regiments into the line. Recruiting was going on
vigorously all over the country. Horses were being bought
up, and efforts made to place the attenuated regiments on a
war footing. Al this was tantalizing news to the 28th. The
colonel was known to have written to influential friends in
London, begging them to urge upon the authorities the
folly of allowing a fine regiment like his to leave the coun-
try at such a moment. But little was hoped from this,
for at any moment a change in the weather might place
them beyond the possibility of a recall.

Three weeks passed and then the barometer fell, and
there were signs of a change. There was bustle and move-
ment on board the ships, and even the soldiers were glad
that the monotony of their imprisonment on board was
about to come to an end, and their voyage to commence.
The sails were loosed from their gaskets, and the sounds of
the drum and fifes struck up as the capstans were manned,
the soldiers lending a hand at the bars, and the chains came
clanking in at the hawse-holes.

““There is a vessel coming in round the point,” 0’Connor
said.  “But we shall hardly get the last news; we shall be
under weigh before she anchors.”

«Sho is signalling to the fort on the hill,” Ralph said, as
he watched the flags run up on the signal-staff on the sum-
it of Spike Island; “and they are answering down helow
there at the station in front of the commandant’s house.”

A moment later a gun was fired.

«That's to call our attention, I think,” the skipper said,
taking up his glass and directing it to the shore. “Yes,
there is our number flying. Get the signal-book, boy. Mr.
Smith, run up the answering penmm,"

As soon as this ascended the flags on shore were lowered,
and a fresh set run up—3. 5. 0. 4.




260 “STOPPED TILL FURTHER ORDERS.”

“Give me the hook. The vessels are not to sail until
further orders,”” he read aloud.

“Hooray, lads!” Captain O'Connor shouted at the top of
his voice. “We are stopped until farther orders.”

A loud cheer broke from the troops, which was echoed
by a roar from the other vessel; and for a few minutes the
greatest excitement reigned. The men threw their caps
into the air, and shouted until they were hoarse. The
officers shook each other by the hand, and all were frantic
with delight at the narrow escape they had had.

As soon as the brig had dropped anchor boats rowed off
to her, but nothing further was learnt. Just as she was
leaving Plymouth an officer had come on board with de-
spatches, and instructions to the captain to signal imme-
diately he arrived at Cork that if the 28th had not already
sailed they were to be stopped. Owing to the lightness of
the wind the brig had been eight days on her passage from
Plymouth.

Tor another fortnight the regiment remained on hoard
ship. The imprisonment was borne more patiently, now
they felt sure that they were not at any rate to be sent
across the Atlantic. Then a vessel arrived with orders
that the 28th were at once to proceed to Ostend, and two
hours afterwards the transports set sail.

Belgium was hardly the spot which the troops in general
would have approved of as the scene of operations, for
the disastrous expedition to Walcheren was still fresh in
men’s minds. They would, moreover, have preferred a
campaign in which they would have fought without being
compelled to act with a fore army, and would have
had all the honour and glory to themselves. Still, Belgium
recalled the triumphs of Marlborough, and although every
mail brought news of the tremendous efforts Napoleon was

making to reorganize the fighting power of France, and of
the manner in which the veterans of his former wars had
responded to the call, there was not a doubt of success in
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the minds of the 28th, from the colonel down to the
youngest drummer-boy.

Ralph was sorry that he had not been able to pay a flying
Vvisit to his mother before his departure on active and dan-
gerous service,

He had been somewhat puzzled by her letters ever
since he had been away. They had been almost entirely
devoted to his doings, and had said very little about herself
beyond the fact that she was in excellent health. She had
answered his questions as to his various friends and acquaint-
ances in Dover; but these references had been short, and
she had said nothing about the details of her daily life, the
visits she paid, and the coming in of old friends to see her.
She had evidently been staying a good deal, he thought,
with the Withers, and she kept him fully informed about
them, although she did not mention when she went there
or when she had returned.

She frequently spoke about the missing will, and of her
hopes it would some day be recovered; and had men-
tioned that the search for it was still being maintained, and
that she felt confident that sooner or later it would come to
light. But even as to this she gave him no specific details;
and he felt that, even apart from his desire to see his
mother, he should greatly enjoy a long talk with her, to
find out about everything that had been going on during
his absence.

Mrs. Conway had indeed abstained from giving her son the
slightest inkling of the work upon which she was en:
for she was sure he would be altogether opposed to her plan,
and would be greatly disturbed and grieved at the thought
of her being in any menial position. Whether if, when he
returned, and she had not attained the object of her search,
she would let him know what she was doing, she had not
decided; but she was determined that at any rate until he
came home on leave he should know nothing about it.

“So we are going to fight Bony at last, Mister Conway,”
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Ralph’s servant said to him. “We've never had that luck
before. He has always sent his generals against us, but, by
jabbers, he will find that he has not got Roosians and
Proosians this time.”

Tt will be hot work, Denis; for we shall have the best
troops of France against us, and Napoleon himself in com-
mand.”

“It’s little we care for the French, your honour. Didn’t
we meet them in Spain and bate them? Sure, they are
hardly worth counting.”

“You will find them fight very much better now they
have their emperor with them. You know, Wellington had
all his work to beat them.”

“Yes, but he did bate them, your honour.”

“That's true enough, Denis; but his troops now are
old soldiers, most of whom have been fighting for years,
while a great part of our force will be no better than
militia.”

“They won't fight any the worse for that, your honour,”
Denis said confidently. “We will bate them whenever we
meet them.  You see if weo don’t.”

“We will try anyhow, Denis; and if all the regiments
were as good as our own I should feel very sure about it. I
wish, though, we were going to fight by ourselves; we know
what we can do, but we do not know how the Belgians, and
Dutch, and Germans who will be with us can be depended
upon.”

*If T were the duke I wouldn’t dipend on them at all, at
all, your honour. I would just put them all in the rare, and
lave our fellows to do the work. They are miserable, half-
starved cratures all them foreigners, they tells me; and if
a man is not fed, sure you can’t expect him to fight. T
couldn’t do it myself. And I hope the duke ain’t going
to put us on short rations, because it would be murther
entirely on the boys to make them fight with impty
stomachs.”
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I fancy we shall be all right as to that, Denis. T expect
that we shall wait quiet till the French attack us, and wait-
ing quiet means getting plenty of food.”

“And dacent food, T hope, your honour; not the sort of
thing they say them foreigners lives on. Denis Mulligan
could live on frogs and snails as well as another, no doubt;
but it would go sorely against me, your honour.”

“I don’t think there’s much chance of your having to live
on that, Denis. You will get rations there just the same
as you did in Spain.”

“What! beef and mutton, your honour? I suppose they
will bring them across from England ¢’

“They may bring some across, Denis; but T suppose they
will be able to buy plenty for the supply of the army out
there.”

““What! have they got cattle and sheep there, your
honour?” Denis asked incredulously.

“Of course they have, Denis; just the same as we
have.”

“The hathens!” Denis exclaimed. “To think that men
who can get beef and mutton should feed upon such cra-
turs as snails and such like. It's downright flying in the
face of Providence, your honour.”

“Nonsense, Denis; they eat beef and mutton just the
same as we do. As to the frogs and snails, these are
expensive luxuries, just as game is with us. There is
nothing more nasty about snails after all than there is
about oysters; and as to frogs they were regarded as great
dainties by the Romans, who certainly knew what good
eating was.”

«Sure, I am a Roman myself, your honour—so are most
of the men of the regiment—but I never heard tell of sich a
thing.”

“Not that sort of Roman, Denis,” Ralph laughed. “The
old Romans—people who lived long before there were any
Popes—a people who could fight as well as any that ever
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lived, and who were as fond of good living as they were of
fighting”

«Well, your honour, there is no accounting for tastes.
There was Bridget Maloney, whom I courted before I
entered the regiment. Well, your honour, if would believe
it, she threw over a dacent boy like myself, and married a
little omadoun of a man about five feet high, and with one
shoulder higher than the other. That was why I took to
soldiering, your honour. No, there is no accounting for
tastes anyhow. There’s the mess-bugle, your honour.
Next time we hear it, it will be at say, and maybe there
won’t be many ready to attind to it.”

Denis’s prediction was verified. The vessel sailed at two
o'clock in the afternoon, and by six was rolling heavily, and
a brisk wind was blowing. The 28th had not long before
made the voyage from the south of France, but they had
been favoured by exceptionally fine weather, and had ex-
perienced nothing like the tossing they were now under-
going. The consequence was that only about half a dozen
officers obeyed the bugle call to mess.

There was a general feeling of satisfaction when the low
coast round Ostend was sighted, for the voyage through-
out had been a rough one. Under certain circumstances a
sea-voyage is delightful, but confinement in a crowded
transport in rough weather is the reverse of a pleasant
experience. The space below decks was too small to
accommodate the whole of the troops, and a third of their
number had to be constantly on deck; and this for a ten
days’ voyage in a heavy sea, with oceasional rain-showers, is
not, under ordinary circumstances, calculated to raise the
spirits of troops. But men bound on active and dangerous
service are always in the highest spirits, and make light
of disagreeables and hardships of all kinds.

They had expected to find Ostend full of troops, for
several regiments had landed before them; but they soon
found they were to be marched inland. As soon as the
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regiment had landed they marched to a spot where a stand-
ing camp had been erected for the use of troops on their
passage through. Their baggage was at once sent forward,
and the men had therefore nothing to do but to clean up
their arms and accoutrements, and to wander as they pleased
through the town. They started early next morning, and
after two days’ marching arrived at Ghent, where several
regiments were quartered, either in the town itself or in the
villages round it. Ralph’s company had billets allotted to
them in a village a mile from the town, a cottage being
placed at the disposal of the captain and his two subalterns.
The next morning, after the parade of the regiment was
over, most of the officers and many of the men paid a visit
to the town, where the fugitive King of France had now
established his court.

Ralph, who years before had read the history of Ghent,
was greatly interested in the quaint old town; though it was
difficult to imagine from the appearance of its quiet streets
that its inhabitants had once been the most turbulent in
Europe. Here Von Artevelde was killed, and the streets
often ran with the blood of contending factions. Was it pos-
sible that the fathers of these quiet workmen in blouses,
armed with axes and pikes, had defeated the chivalry of
France, and all but annihilated the force of the Duke of Anjou?
‘What a number of convents there were! The monks seemed
a full third of the population, and it was curious to hear
every one talking in French when the French were the encmy
they were going to meet. The populace were quite as
interested in their English visitors as the latter were with
them. The English scarlet was altogether strange to them,
and the dress of the men in a Highland regiment, who were
encamped next to the 28th, filled them with astonishment.

For a fortnight the regiment remained at Ghent, then they
with some others of the same division marched to Brussels,
and took up their quarters in villages round the town. The
28th belonged to Picton’s division, which formed part of the
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reserve concentrated round Brussels. The first army corps,
consisting of the second and third di
Be]"mns, and the first and third of the British, extended from
Enghien on the right to Quatre Bras on the left. The first
British division were at the former town, the third between
Soignies and Reeuls, while the Belgiansand Duteh lay between:
Nivelles and Quatre Bras.

The second army corps held the ground on the right of
the first, and extended to Oudenarde on the Scheldt. The
cavalry, with the exception of the Brunswick brigade, were
posted at Grammont, Mons, and Reeulx, their outposts being
thrown forward as far as Maubeuge and Beaumont. The
Prussians were on the left of Wellington’s force, and ex-
tended from Ligny through Namur towards Liege, their
advanced posts being at Charleroi, where Zieten's division
had their head-quarters. - But although the allied armies
thus formed together the arc of a large circle covering
Brussels, they were entirely distinct The British drew
their supplies from Ostend, on the right of their position,
while Liege on the extreme left was the base of the Prus-
s

Napoleon’s movements were uncertain. He might either
advance upon Namur and cut off the Prussians from their
base, or between Grammont and Oudenarde, by which measure
he would similarly cut the British off from Ostend; or he
might advance from Charleroi direct upon Brussels, break-
ing through at the point where Wellington’s left joined the
Prussian right. The Duke of Wellington believed that he
would attempt the second of these alternatives, as in that
case he would fall upon the British before the Prussians
could come up to their assistance, and if successful would
not only cut them off from the base of supplies, but would
be able to march straight upon Brus: It was to defeat
this plan that the Duke posted the largest proportion of his
British troops along the frontier, holding, however, two
British divisions and the Brunswick and Nassau troops in
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and round Brussels, where they were nearly equidistant
from any point that could be attacked, and could be moved
forward as soon as the enemy’s intentions became manifest.

By the time that the whole of the forces were assembled
Wellington had 90,000 men under his orders; Blucher, the
Prussian general, had 116,000; while Napoleon had 125,000
with which to encounter this vastly superior force. Upon
the other hand, Napoleon’s were all veteran troops, and the
French had for a long time been accustomed to victory over
the Prussians. Of Wellington’s force fully a half were of
mixed nationalities: Belgians, Dutch, Brunswickers, and Hes-
sians; while his British divisions consisted chiefly of young
troops, so hastily raised that a great number of them ab
solutely fought at Waterloo in the uniforms of the militi
regiments from which they had been drafted.

Tt seemed, however, a well-nigh desperate enterprise for
Napoleon to attack so greatly a superior force. But he had,
in fact, no choice but to do so; for Russia and Austria were
arming, and their forces would soon be advancing upon
France, and it was therefore necessary if possible to defeat
the British and Prussians before they could arrive. Could
he succeed in doing this the enthusiasm that would be ex-
cited in France would enable him vastly to increase his
army. In the meantime his confidence in his own military
genius was unbounded, and the history of his past wars
contained many triumphs won under circumstances far less
favourable than the present.

During the weeks that elapsed while the three great armies
were assembling and taking up their positions, the troops
stationed round Brussels had a pleasant time of it. The city
itself was crowded with visitors. Here were numbers of
the wives and friends of the officers of the various armies.
Here were many of the French nobility, who had abandoned
France upon the landing of Napoleon. Here were numbers
of people attracted by curiosity, or the desire of being
present at the theatre of great events, together with a
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crowd of simple pleasure-seckers; for Europe had for many
years been closed to Englishmen, and as soon as peace had
been proclaimed great numbers had crossed the Channel to
visit Paris, and had travelled in Germany, Italy, and
Switzerland.

The news of Napoleon’s return to France had occasioned
a great scare among the tourists. A very few days sufficed
for the desertion of Paris and other French towns, and so
great was the crowd that the packet-boats between Calais
and Dover were insufficient to carry them. Many of the
visitors to Paris instead of leaving for England made for
Belgium, and were joined there by travellers hurrying back
from Austria, Germany, and other parts of Europe; for none
could say what course the events that would follow Napoleon’s
return from Elba might take. At Brussels, however, they
felt safe; the distance to England was short, and they could,
if necessary, leave at any time. Besides, between Belgium
and France 12,000 British troops had been stationed in the
strong places, in accordance with the terms of the treaty of
Fontainebleau and an agreement made with her allies after
the fall of Napoleon.

The streets of Brussels were ablaze with bright colours.
Staff-officers in the uniforms of a number of nationalities
dashed through the streets, followed by their orderlies.
Now and then two or three general officers, riding at a
slower pace and engaged in earnest talk, passed along, while
the pavements were occupied by crowds of men and officers
in all the varicties of British, Dutch, Belgian, Brunswick,
Hanoverian, Hessian, and Prussian uniforms. Although
Belgium had cast in her lot with the allies the people were
by no means unanimous in their sympathies; and, indeed,
the majority, from their similarity both in religion and
tongue to the French, sympathized with them mher than
wizh the allies, who were for the most part both Protestant
and foreigners.

Those who entertained these sentiments, however, kept
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them to themselves, while the rest fraternized to the best
of their power with the troops, many of whom were quar-
tered in the town. As for amusements, there were for tho
officers the theatres and an opera, while many of the ladies
ta en houses; races and athletic
The weather at the latter
end of May and during the early days of June was delight-
ful; and although all knew that the storm might at any
moment burst, it was difficult to believe while so enjoying
themselves that tomorrow they might be called upon to
meet the enemy in deadly conflict. Even Denis Mulligan
had nothing to complain about in his rations, and allowed
to Ralph that the Belgians were much more decent people
than he had expected ‘to find them.

The months of April and May had passed quietly on the
frontier. The cavalry of the allied army on one side, and the
French mounted gendarmerie on the other, maintained a
vigilant watch over each other’s movements, and each en
deavoured to prevent the passing out of persons who mi
carry news of the intentions and position of their armies.
But the line was far too long to be strictly watched, and
French loyalists on the one side and Belgian sympathiz
with France on the other, managed to pass with sufficient
regularity to keep the generals informed of the movements
of their opponents.

Wellington, then, was perfectly aware of the gathering of
Napoleon’s forces upon the other side of the h ontier; bm
they, like his own troops, were scattered over a long front,
and 4 yet there was no indication whatever as to the point
where Napoleon was likely to break through. During the
past three months large bodies of men had laboured to re-
store the ruined fortification of the frontier towns. The
moats had been cleared out and deepened, the walls repaired,
and the sluices restored, so that in case of necessity a wide
tract of country could he laid under water.

These precautions had been specially taken on the right
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of the British position where Wellington expected Napoleon's
attack, and the general calculated that with the aid of the
obstacles so interposed to Napoleon’s advance, the troops
stationed there would be able to check the tide of invasion
until the whole army arrived to their assistance. The
country between Brussels and the frontier was recon-
noitred, and engineer officers were employed in making
sketches of all the positions that appeared likely to offer
special advantages as battle-fields for an army standing on
the defence.

Among others the fields lying in front of the village of
Waterloo were mapped, and the spot was specially marked
by the duke as one to be occupied in case the enemy forced
a way between the British and Prussian armies. On the
12th of June the Duke of Wellington learned that Napoleon
and the guards had left Paris for the North, and the next
day the officer in command of the cavalry outposts reported
that the pickets of French cavalry which had so long faced
him had disappeared, and that he had learned from some
French custom-house officers that hostilities were about to
commence.

On the 15th of June, Ralph Conway had gone with
Stapleton irto Brussels as usual.  Everything was going
on with its accustomed regularity. A military band was
playing in the park. Numbers of well-appointed carriages,
filled with well-dressed ladies, drove to and fro, and crowds
of officers and civilians strolled under the trees, greeting their
acquaintances and discussing the latest gossip of the town.
As to the coming of the French, the topic was so thre:
bare that no one alluded to it; and no stranger could have
imagined from the aspect of the scene that three great armies
were lying thirty or forty miles away in readiness to engage
at any moment in a desperate struggle. The great subject
of talk was the ball that was to be given that evening by
the Duchess of Richmond; this was expected altogether to
outshine any of the other festivities that had taken place in
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Brussels during that gay season. It was about half-past four
in the afternoon that the young men saw Captain O’Connor
approaching.

“Can you young fellows keep a secret?” he asked.

“T think so,” Ralph laughed.

“T suppose you are botl going to the ball?”

“Of course we are. We are both off duty, and Stapleton
here is quite absorbed in the thought of the conquests he
intends to make.”

“Well, the secret is this. It is quite probable you will
not go to the ball at all.”

«“Why! How is that?” the young officers exclaimed
simultaneously. “Ts the regiment ordered away ?”

“Not yet, lads; but it may be. I have just seen the
colonel. He dined with the duke at three o’clock. There
were a lot of officers there, and the Prince of Orange, who
had just come in from the outposts for the ball, told him that
the Prussians at Thuin were attacked this morning, and that,
a heavy cannonade was going on when he left. Orders were
issued half an hour ago for the whole of the troops to be in
readiness to march at a moment’s notice. There’s no saying.
yet which way the French may come, and this attack upon
the Prussians may be only a feint; so not a soldier can be
moved till more is known. The first division is ordered to
collect at Ath to-night, the third at Braine-le-Comte, and the
fourth at Gr: t.  The fifth—that is ours ith the
81t and the Hanoverian brigade, and the sixth division, of
course collect here. All are to be in readiness to march at
a moment’s notice. The Prince of Orange is to gather the
second and third Dutch divisions at Nivelles. ~ Of course this
first skirmish may be only intended to feel our force and
positions ; but at any rate, it is a sign that the game is going
to begin.”

“Butif the orders are issued, and the troops ar to collect
to-night, the secret cannot be kept long.”

“No; by this time the divisional orders will be published,
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and every one will know it in an hour or two.  There is really
no secret about it, lads. If there had been the colonel
wouldn’t have told me, and I shouldn’t have told you. See,
the news is circulating already.”

A change was indeed taking place in the position of the
scene. The loungers were gathering in little groups, talk-
ing eagerly and excitedly. The orders for the concentration
of the divisions had become known, though as yet all were
in ignorance as to the reason for their issue. The three
officers joined some of the groups and listened to the talk.
The general idea was that the duke had heard that the
French were gathering for an attack, and these measures
were merely precautionary. It might be days yet before
the affair really began. Still it was important news; and
there were pale faces among the ladies at this sudden re-
minder that the assembly at Brussels was not a mere
holiday gathering, but that war, grim, earnest, and terrible,
was impending.

“We had better be getting back to our quarters,” Captain
O'Connor said. “Everything will have to be packed up
this evening.”

“But does this mean that the troops are to be under
arms all night?” Stapleton asked.

““That it does, Stapleton. Of course they won’t be kept
standing in line; but when troops are ordered to be in
readiness to march at a moment’s notice, on such a business
as this, it means that they will all be assembled. Then
probably they will be allowed to lie down, and perhaps will
light bivouac fires. But it means business, I can tell yon.”

“Then I for one shan’t go to the ball,” Ralph said. “No
doubt it will be a pretty sight; but there have been lots of
balls, and this bivouac will hc anew experience altogether.”

“I don’t know that you are wrong, Conway,” bapcam
O'Connor said. “Besides, you will probably find the colonel
will issue orders that only a certain number of officers
may go. 1 shall look in for an hour or two just to see the
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scene.  But I don’t know many people, and with a room
full of generals and colonels, and three or four men to each
lady, there won't be much chance of getting partners.”

When they reached the village Stapleton said good-bye to
them, as his company lay half a mile farther on; and Captain
O'Connor and Ralph entered their quarters. They found
their servants busy packing up the baggage.

“What is this all about, O’Connor?” Lieutenant Desmond
asked.

It is in orders that the whole division is to assemble to-
night in readiness to march at a moment’s notice. News
has come that the French have attacked the Prussian out-
posts, and the duke is not to be caught napping. Of course
it may be nothing but an outpost skirmish; still it may be
the beginning of operations on a grand seale.”

“And there is an order,” Desmond said dolefully, “that
only one officer in each company is to go to the ball.”

“You want to go—eh, Desmond 1

“Well, of course I should like to go, and so would every
one. I suppose, however, it can’t be helped; for of course
you will go yourself.”

“Well, T have made up my mind to look in for an hour
or two. Conway doesn’t wish to go. Tl tell you how we
will arrange, Desmond. What the order means is that two
officers must stop with their company. It doesn’t matter in
the least who they are; so that there are two out of the
three with the men. Dancing will begin about eight o'clock.
I will look in there at nine. An hour will be enough for
me; so I will come back to the company, and you can slip
away and stop there till it’s over.”

“Thank you very much,” Desmond said gratefully.

“ And look here, Desmond.  You had better arrange with
your man to leave your undress uniform out; so that when
you get back from the ball you can slip into it and have the
other packed up. That's what I am going to do. I can’t
afford to have my best uniform spoilt by having to sleep in

(553) s
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it in the mud. A captain’s pay doesn’t run to such extrava-
gance as that.”

“What will be done with the baggage if we have to
march?”

Oh, T don’t suppose we shall march to-night. But if we
do, the quarter-master will detail a party to collect all the
baggage left behind and put it in store. We needn’t bother
about that; especially when, for aught we know, we may
never come back to claim it.”

But although O'Connor did not know it, the duke had
by this time received news indicating that the attack upon
the Prussian outpost was the beginning of a great move-
ment, and that the whole French army were pressing for-
ward by the road where the Prussian and British army
joined hands.

At daybreak the French had advanced in three columns—
the right upon Chatelet, five miles below Charleroi, on the
Sambre; the centre on Charleroi itself; the left on Marchi-
enne. Zieten, who was in command of the Prussian Corps
&Armée, defended the bridges at these three points stoutly,
and then contested every foot of the ground, his cavalry
making frequent charges; so that at the end of the day the
French had only advanced five miles. This stout resistance
enabled Blucher to bring up two out of his other three
corps, Bulow, whose corps was at Liege, forty miles away,
receiving his orders too late to march that day. The rest
of the Prussian army concentrated round the villages of
Fleurus and Ligny.

Accordingly at ten o'clock in the evening orders were
issued by Wellington for the third division to march at once
from Braine-le-Comte to Nivelles, for the first to move from
Enghien to Braine-le-Comte, and for the second and fourth
divisions to march from Ath and Grammont on Enghien.
No fresh orders were issued to the troops round Brussels;
and although it was known at the ball that the troops were
in readiness to march at a moment’s notice, there were none
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except the generals and a few members of the staff who had
an idea that the moment was so near at hand. The regi-
ments stationed at a distance from Brussels were assembled
in the park by ten o'clock in the evening; then arms were
piled, and the men permitted to fall out.

Only a few lighted fires, for the night was warm. The
artillery, however, who had all along been bivouacked in
the park, had their fires going as usual, and round these
many of the troops gathered, but the greater part wrapped
themselves in their cloaks and went quietly to sleep. Ralph
strolled about for an hour or two, chatting with other
officers and looking at the groups of sleepers, and listening
to the talk of the soldiers gathered round the fires. Among
them were many old Peninsular men, whose experience
now rendered them authorities among the younger soldiers,
who listened eagerly to the details of the desperate struggle
at Albuera, the terrible storming of the fortresses, and
lighter tales of life and adventure in Spain. Many of the
men whose quarters lay near the scene of assembly had
been permitted to return to them, with strict orders to be
ready to join the ranks should the bugle sound.

CHAPTER XVL
FOUND AT LAST.

§ soon as Mrs. Conway received the box she set to work

in earnest. Directly the house was still and a sufficient
time had elapsed for the Miss Penfolds to have fallen asleep,
she rose from the bed on which she had lain down without
undressing, put on the coat and hat, and made her way
noiselessly down to the library. As she kept the lock well
oiled she entered noiselessly, and then locking the door be-
hind her lighted a candle and commenced her search. On
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the fifth night she was rewarded by finding that the centre
of what looked like a solidly-carved flower in the ornamen-
tation of the mantelpiece gave way under the pressure of
her finger, and at the same moment she heard a slight click.
Beyond this nothing was apparent; and after trying every-
thing within reach she came to the conclusion that it needed
a second spring to be touched to reveal the entrance.

It took her another three weeks before she found this.
Tt was a slight projection, about as large as a button, in the
inside of the chimney behind the mantel. Pressing this and
the other spring simultaneously, the book-case on the left of
the fireplace suddenly swung open three or four inches.
For a moment she stood breathless with excitement, hesi-
tating before she entered; then she swung the book-case
open. There, as she had expected, was a little toom seven
feet long by four deep; but, to her bitter disappointment,
it was bare and empty. A few scraps of paper lay on the
ground, but there was no furniture, chest, or boxes in the
room. The revulsion was so great that Mrs. Conway re-
turned into the library, threw herself into a chair, and had
along cry. Then she went back into the room and care-
fully examined the pieces of paper lying on the ground.
One of them was a portion of a letter, and she recog)
at once the handwriting of Mr. Tallboy

It contained only the words: “ My dear Mr. Penfold,—
In accordance with your request I send you the—” But
above was the date, which was ten days only anterior to
Mr. Penfold’s death. Mrs. Conway had no doubt that the
word that should have followed the fragment was “will,”
and that this was the letter that Mr. Tallboys had sent over
with that document. It was important evidence, as it showed
that Mr. Penfold had been in the habit of using this place
during his lifetime, and that he had entered it after he had
received the will from his solicitor a few days before his
death. Why should he have entered it except to put the
will in a place of security? Where that place was she did
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not know, but she felt certain that it was somewhere within
reach of her hand.

“If it is here it must be found,” she said resolutely;
“but T won't begin to look for it tomight. It must be three
o'clock already, and I will think the matter over thoroughly
Defore I begin again. It is something to have found out as
much as T have. I ought to be encouraged instead of being
disappointed.”

That day she wrote to Mr. Tallboys, giving him a full
account of the discovery which she had made, and inclosing
the fragment of his letter. She did not renew her search
for the next two nights; for her long watchfulness and
excitement had told upon her, and she felt that she needed
rest before she set about the second part of the search. She
received a letter from Mr. Tallboys in reply to that she had
sent him:

“My dear Mrs. Conway,—1I congratulate you most heartily
upon the great success you have met with. I own that T
have never been very hopeful, for after the thorough search
we made of the room I hardly thought it likely that you
would succeed when we had failed; however, you have done
80, and I cannot doubt that a similar success will attend your
further efforts. In a small bare Toom such as you describe
the difficulties in:the way of finding the hidden receptacle
cannot be so great as those you have already overcome.
You are perfectly correct in your supposition that the frag-
ment you sent me was part of the letter that I sent over
with the will to Mr. Penfold by my clerk. I have compared
it with the copy in my letter-book, and find that it is the
same. As you say, this letter proves conclusively that Mr.
Penfold was in this secret room after he received the will,
and one can assign no reason for his going there unless to
put the will away in what he considered a secure hiding-
place. That it is still somewhere there I have no doubt
whatever, and I shall await with much anxiety news as to
your further progress.”
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Thinking the matter over, Mrs. Conway had come to the
conclusion that the hiding-place could only be under one of
the stone flags of the floor or in the wall against the fire-
place, or rather in that part of it above the fireplace. There
would not be thickness enough in the walls separating the
secret chamber from the passage or the rooms on either side
of it; but the chimney would not be of the same width as
the open fireplace below, and there might well be a space
there sufficient for a good-sized closet. It was here, there-
fore, that she determined to begin her search. The next
night, then, after touching the springs and entering the
secret chamber, she began carefully to examine each stone
in the wall next the fireplace at a distance about four feet
above the ground.

In five minutes she uttered an exclamation of satisfaction.
One of the stones, above eighteen inches square, although
like the rest fitting closely to those adjoining it, was not, like
the others, bedded in cement. So close was the join that it
needed a close inspection to see that it was different from
those around it. Still, upon close examination, it was evi-
dent that it was not cemented in. Taking out a pen-knife
from her pocket, she found that the joint was too close even
to allow this to be inserted for any distance. There was no
keyhole or any other visible means of opening it, and she
searched the walls in vain for any hidden spring.

For a whole week she continued the search, but without
the slightest success, and at last began almost to despair;
for at the end of that time she convinced that she had
passed her fingers again and again over every square inch
of the floor and walls within her reach. Completely worn
out with her sleepless nights, she determined to take a little
rest, and to abstain altogether for a few nights from the
search.  On the third night, however, an idea suddenly
occurred to her. She rose at once, dressed herself, and was
about to go downstairs, when she thought that she heard a
noise below. She returned at once to her room, hid away
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her hat and coat, and again went to the top of the stairs and
listened.

Yes, she had not been mistaken; she distinctly heard
sounds below, and, she thought, the murmur of men’s voices.
After a moment’s thought she returned again to her room,
took off her dress and threw a shawl round her shoulders,
and then stole quietly down the stairs to the next floor and
knocked gently at Miss Penfold’s door. She repeated the
knock two or three times, and then heard Miss Penfold’s
voice asking who was there. She did not speak, but knocked
again. This time the voice came from the other side of the
door.

“TIt is me, Miss Penfold—Anna Sibthorpe.”

The door was unlocked and opened.

“What is it, Anna?”

“There is someone in the house, ma’am; T can hear them
moving about down below, and I think 1 can hear men's
voices.”

Miss Penfold came out and listened.

“Yes, there is someone there,” she said. “Go and call
the butler and the others. I shall be ready by the time
you come down.”

In two or three minutes the servants, headed by the
butler, who had armed himself with a blunderbuss that
always hung in his room ready for action, came downstairs.
Miss Penfold came out to meet them half dressed. She had
a pistol in her hand. The maids had armed themselves with
pokers and brooms.

“«Have you looked to the priming of your blunderbuss?”
Miss Penfold asked quietly.

“No, ma'am.”

«Well, then, look now,” she said sharply. “What's the
use of having a weapon if you don’t see that it's in ordert”

“It's all right, ma'am,” the butler said examining the
priming.

“Well, then, come along and don’t make a noise.”
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They went downstairs noiselessly, and paused when they
reached the hall. The sounds came from the drawing-room.
Miss Penfold led the way to the door, turned the handle, and
flung it open. Three men were seen in the act of packing up
some of the valuables. They started up with an exclamation.
Miss Penfold fired, and there was a ery of pain. A moment,
later there was a roar as the blunderbuss went off, the con-
tents lodging in the ceiling. Without hesitating for a mo-
ment the three men made a rush to the open window, and
were gone.

“John Wilton,” Miss Penfold said sternly, “you are a
fool! I give you a month’s notice from to-day. Fasten up
the shutters again and all go off to bed.” And without
another word she turned and went upstairs. As she reached
the landing her sister ran out of her room in great alarm.

“What is the matter, Charlotte? I heard two explosions.”

«Tt is nothing, Eleanor. Some men broke into the house,
and we have gone down and frightened them away. I did
not think it was worth while disturbing you, as you are so
easily alarmed; but it is all over now, and the servants are
shutting up the house again. I will tell you all about it in
the morning. Go to bed again at once, or you will catch
cold.  Good-night.”

Directly Miss Penfold had gone upstairs a hubbub of talk
burst out from the female servants.

«Its disgraceful, John! With that great gun you ought
to have shot them all dead.”

«Tt went off by itself,” John said, “just as I was agoing
to level it.”

“Went off by itself !” the cook said scornfully. Tt never
went off of itself when it was hanging above your bed.
Guns never go off by themselves, no more than girls do. 1
am surprised at you, John. Why, I have heard you talk a
score of times of what you would do if burglars came; and
now here you have been and knocked a big hole in the ceil-
ing. Why, Missus has twenty times as much courage as
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you have. She shot straight, she did, for I heard one of
the men give a squalk. O, you men are pitiful creatures,
after all!”

“You wouldn’t have been so mighty brave, cook, if Miss
Penfold and me hadn’t been in front of you.”

“A lot of use you were!” the cook retorted. *Six feet
one of flesh, and no heart in it! Why, I would have knocked
him down with a broom if I had been within reach of him.”

“Yes, that we would, cook,” the under-housemaid said.
“I had got my poker ready, and I would have given it them
nicely if I could have got within reach. Miss Penfold was
just as cool as if she had been eating her breakfast, and so
was we all except John.”

John had by this time fastened up the shutter again, and
feeling that his persecutors were too many for him he slunk
off at once to his room; and the others, beginning to feel
that their garments were scarcely fitted for the cold night
air, postponed their discussion of the affair until the following
morning. The next morning after breakfast the servants
were called into the dining-room, and Miss Penfold interro-
gated them closely as to whether any of them had seen
strange men about, or had been questioned by anyone they
knew as to valuables at the hall.

«Tf it had not been for Anna,” she said, when she had
finished without eliciting any information, “ the house would
have been robbed, and not any of us would have been any
the wiser. It was most fortunate that, as she says, she
happened to be awake and heard the sounds; and she acted
very properly in coming quietly down to wake me. If the
one man in the house,” and she looked scornfully at the
unfortunate butler, “had heen possessed of the courage of
a man the whole of them would have been shot; for they
were standing close together, and he could hardly have missed
them if he had tried.

“If that weapon had been in the hands of Anna, instead
of those of John Wilton, the results would have been very
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different. However, John Wilton, you have heen a good
servant generally, and I suppose it is not your fault if you
have not the courage of a mouse, therefore I shall withdraw
my notice for you to leave. I shall make arrangements for
the gardener to sleep in the house in future, and you will
hand that blunderbuss over to him. I shall write to-day to
the fronmonger at Weymouth to come over and fix bells to
all the shutters, and to arrange wires for a bell from my
room to that which the gardener will occupy.”

At breakfast Miss Penfold informed her sister of what
had taken place the night before.

«T shall write, of course, to the head constable at Wey-
mouth to send over to inquire about it; but I have very
little hopes that he will discover anything, Eleanor.”

“Why do you think that, Charlotte? You said that you
were convinced you had wounded one of the men; so they
ought to be able to trace him.”

1 daresay they would if this had been an ordinary theft;
but I am convinced that it was not.”

“Not an ordinary theft! What do you mean?”

“T have no doubt in my mind, Eleanor, that it was another
attempt to discover the will.”

“Do you think so}” Eleanor said in an awed voice.
“That is terrible. But you said the men were engaged in
packing up the candlesticks and ornaments.”

“Oh, I believe that was a mere blind. Of course they
would wish us to believe they were simply burglars, and
therefore they acted as such to begin with. But there
has never been any attempt on the house during the forty
years we have lived here. Why should there be so now?
If Anna had not fortunately heard those men I believe that
when they had packed up a few things to give the idea that
they were burglars, they would have gone to the library and
set to to ransack it and find the will

“But they would never have found it, Charlotte. It is
too well hidden for that.”
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“There is no knowing” Miss Penfold said gloomily.
““So long as it is in existence we shall never feel comfortable.
It will be much better to destroy it.”

“No, no!” Eleanor exclaimed. “We agreed, Charlotte,
that there was no reason why we should assist them to find
it; but that is altogether a different thing from destroying
it. I should never feel happy again if we did.”

““As for that,” Miss Penfold said somewhat scornfully,
“you don’t seem very happy now. You are always fretting
and ﬁ«lbehing over it.”

“It is not I who am fancying that these burglars came
after the will,” Eleanor answered in an aggrieved voice.

“No; that is the way with timid people,” Miss Penfold
said, “They are often afraid of shadows, and see no danger
where danger really exists. At any rate, I am determined
to see whether the will really is where we suppose it to be.
If it is I shall take it out and hide it in the mattress of my
bed. We know that it will be safe there at any rate as
long as I live, though I think it wiser to destroy it.”

“No, no,” Eleanor exclaimed; “anything but that. I
sleep badly enough now, and am always dreaming that Her-
bert is standing by my bedside with a reproachful look upon
his face. I should never dare sleep at all if we were to
destroy it.”

“T have no patience with such childish fancies, as I have
told you over and over again,” Miss Penfold said sharply.
“If T am ready to take the risk of doing it, I do not see
that you need fret about it. However, I am ready to give
in to your prejudices, and indeed would rather not destroy
it myself if it can be safely kept clsewhere. At any rate T
shall move it from its hiding-place. We know that it is
there and nowhere else that it will be searched for, and with
it in my room we need have no more uneasiness. I can
unsew the straw pailliasse at the bottom of my bed, and
when it is safely in there I shall have no fear whatever.”

«Of cowse you can do as you like, Charlotte,” Eleanor
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said feebly; “but for my part T would much rather go on
as we are.  We don’t know now that the will really exists,
and T would much rather go on thinking that there is a
doubt about it.”

“Very well, then; go on so, Eleanor. You need ask no
questions of me, and I shall tell you nothing. Only remem-
ber, if 1 die before you don’t part with the pailliasse on my
bed.”

Mrs. Conway thought a good deal during the day about
the events of the night before, and determined to be mq
cautious than ever in her operations; for she thought it
probable that Miss Penfold would be even more wakeful
and suspicious than before. She would have left the search
alone for a few days had it not heen for the idea that had
taken her from her bed the night before. It had struck her
then as possible that the spring opening the secret closet
might be in the chimney behind it, and that it was necessary
to touch this from the outside before opening the door of
the secret room.

She was convinced that had there been a spring in the
room itself she must have discovered it, but it never before
struck her that it might be at the back of the closet. She
felt that she must satisfy herself on this point whatever the
risk of discover Accordingly at the usual hour she made
her way downsta She had put the key in the door, and
was in the act of turning it when she heard a noise upstairs.
She opened the door and stood looking up the stairs. In a
moment she saw a light, and directly afterwards Miss Pen-
fold appeared at the top holding a candle in her hand.
Knowing she was as yet unseen, Mrs. Conway entered the
library and closed the door behind her. Then she hur-
ried to the fireplace, touched the two springs, pulled the
bookease open and entered the secret chamber, and closed
the hookease behind her.

She had often examined the lock, thinking that the secret
spring of the closet might be concealed here. It was a
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large old-fashioned one, and moved two bolts, one at the
top of the door and one at the bottom. These she had
already discovered could be easily opened from the inside.
She imagined that Miss Penfold was merely going round
the house to see that all was secure, and she had, contrary
to her practice, taken the key from the door of the library
in order that Miss Penfold might enter it if she chose. But
the thought now flashed across her that possibly she might
intend to open the secret room; and to prevent this she
now thrust the barrel of the pistol she carried in between
the back of the holt and the piece of iron against which it
shot, so that the action of the springs could not throw it out
of its place.

Breathlessly she listened. Presently she heard a sharp
click in the wall behind her. She had scarcely time to
wonder what this meant when she heard a sound in the
lock close to her. It was repeated again and again. Then
she felt a slight tremor of the door as if somebody was
trying to shake it. Her heart almost stood still. Miss
Penfold was evidently trying to open the chamber; and,
though she knew the lock could not open so long as she
held the pistol in the place, she felt her breath coming fast
and her heart beating. For five minutes the attempts to
open the door continued. Then all was still again.

Tor half an hour she remained without moving; then, as
all continued quiet, she essed that Miss Penfold, finding
the springs did not act, had returned to her room. She
now rose to her feet, drew out her dark lantern, and turned
to the wall by her side. She gave an exclamation of joy,—
the stone that she had so long vainly endeavoured to move
was swung open. Miss Penfold, who of course had the
seeret, had touched the spring outside before attempting to
open the chamber, and the stone, which was set in iron, had
swung open on a hinge. In a moment Mrs. Conway ex-
plored the contents. The closet was about two feet square
Dby nine inches in depth, and contained two shelves. There
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were several papers in it, and the very first upon which she
placed her hand was marked “The Last Will and Testament
of Herhert Penfold.”

So overwhelmed was Mrs. Conway at this termination to
her long search that she sank on the ground, and it was
some time before she could collect herself sufficiently to
consider what was her best course. It was evident that
for some reason Miss Penfold had been about to visit the
secret room to see that the will was still in safety. The
failure of the springs to act had, of course, disconcerted her;
but she might try again in the morning, and would then be
able to enter the room, and would discover that the will
was missing.

It was clearly the best course to make off at once. She
remembered now that she had noticed a tiny hole no bigger
than a nail-hole in the door, and had found that upon the
other side it was just above a row of books in the shelves
somewhat lower in height than the rest, and was evidently
intended to enable the occupant of the chamber to obtain a
view of the library, and to see whether that room was occu-
pied.  She applied her eye to it at once, and saw that all
was dark. Concealing the lantern again beneath her coat,
she drew back the bolts gently and stepped out. Then she
went to one of the windows, took down the bell, carefully
unbarred the shutters, threw up the window, and stepped out.

She sped across the garden, down the drive, and through
the gate, and then hurried at the top of her speed towards
the village. ~She had gone about half the distance when she
heard a horse's footsteps approaching. The road ran between
two high hedges and there was no place for concealment.
She therefore walked along by the edge of the road close to
the hedge, hoping that the horseman would pass without
noticing her. His eyes, however, were too much accustomed
to the darkness. He reined in his horse when he came to
her, and a moment later the light of a small lantern fell on
her face.
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“Who are you!” a voice asked, “and where are you
going?”

“I am going to the vicarage,” she said, “to see Mr.
Withers.”

“A likely story that,” he said. “What is this? A
woman with a man’s hat and coat! There is something
wrong here,” and leaning down he caught her by the collar,
She saw by the light of his lantern that he was a mounted
patrol. :

It is quite true, constable,” she said. “I have put these
things on in a hurry, but I am going to see Mr. Withers on
a question of life and death. Take me to the vicarage, and.
if when you get there you find my story is not true you can
lock me up if you like.”

The constable was puzzled. The voice was apparently
that of a lady, and yet her attire, and her presence abroad
at two o’clock in the morning, was suspicious in the extreme.
He paused irresolute.

“I don’t like to disturb the vicar at this time of night,”
he said. I will take you to the village lock-up and go up
to him in the morning.”

“Please don’t do that,” shesaid. “I am a lady, and have

i L e e T S e o
that Mr. Withers will not be angry at being called up; in-

| deed he will be greatly pleased. Come, constable,” she went.

| on, seeing that he hesitated, “I will give you a couple of
suineas to take me divect to the vicarage.”

“Well, ma’am,” the constable said, “if you are sure Mr,
Withers will not be angry at being called up at such an
hour I will take you; but you know he is a magistrate, and
it would never do to play tricks upon him.”

“There are no tricks, constable. He knows me very well,
and will be pleased to see me even at this hour.”

Greatly puzzled over the whole proceeding the constable
turned, and still keeping a firm hold of her collar walked
his horse back towards the village.

. SR
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“You really need not hold me so tightly,” Mrs. Conway
said.  “If I wanted to get away I could have done so in a
moment; for I have a pistol in my pocket, and could have
shot you the moment you turned your lantern away from
me.”

Somewhat startled at this information the constable
released his hold, satisfied that his prisoner could not escape
by speed.  As a measure of precaution he made her walk a
pace or two ahead, and kept the light of his lantern upon
her, while he held his pistol ready for action in his hand in
case she should suddenly turn upon him. They went
through the village, and five minutes afterwards entered
the gate of the vicarage. On reaching the door Mrs. Conway
rang the bell. A moment later a window above opened.

“What is it1” a man’s voice asked. “Am I wanted any-
where?”

“I am the mounted patrol, sir,” the constable said, “and
T have met nsuspicious sort of person in the road. She said
she was coming to you, and you knew her; and though it
didn’t seem a hmy sort of story, I thought it hctter to
run the risk of disturbing you instead of hl(mg her to the
lock-up.”

“It is I, Mr. Withers,” Mrs. Conway said, taking off her
hat and stepping out so that the light of the pu]lLL|rm|Js
lantern fell upon her. “Please let me in, T have got it.

“Good he: ” Mr. Withers exclaimed, startled out of
his usual t mq\ulmy “It is all right, constable, I will be
down in a minuf

“There, constable, you see T spoke truly,” M
said, and taking her purse from her pocket she ex
the light of the lantern two guineas and handed them to the
man.

“Oh, T don’t want to take your money, ma'am,” he said
apologetically. “You must excuse my not believing you,
but it did seem a rum start.”

“You are quite right, constable,”she replied. “The circum-

ns
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stances were suspicious, and you only did your duty. How-
ever, you might have made it very unpleasant for me if
you had chosen to take me to the lock-up instead of bring-
ing me here, and T am very willing to give you what I
promised you I can afford it very well,” she said cheer-
fully, 8 he still hesitated, “and I daresay it will be useful
to you.”

The man took the money and touched his hat, and sat
quiet until the door opened, and Mr. Withers in a dressing-
gown and holding a candle appeared.

“You have done quite right in bringing the lady up here,”
Mr. Withers said; “but you need not go talking about it in
the village.”

“Very well, sir; T will say nothing abontit. Good-night,
sir.  Good-night, ma'am.”

“My dear Mrs. Conway, what has happened to bring you
here at this hour of the night?” Mr. Withers asked as he
closed the door behind. “Did I understand you to say that
you have got it? Is it possible that you have found the
will”

“Quite possible, Mr. Withers. Here it is in its envelope,
with the seals unbroken.”

“You astound me!” Mr. Withers exclaimed. At this
moment Mrs, Withers made her appearance at the top of
the stairs, her husband having briefly said as he hurried out
of the room that it was Mrs. Conway.

«Amy,” hesaid, “here is Mrs, Conway. And, what do you
think? she has brought the missing will with her.”

With an exclamation Mrs. Withers ran downstairs and
threw her arms round Mrs. Conway. “You dear brave
creature,” she said, “I have been longing to speak to you
for the last six months. It seems so unnatural your being
close to us and my not being able to see you. And you
have really found the will? T can hardly believe it. How
has it all come about$”

“Don’t bother her, Amy,” Mr. Withers said; for now
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that the excitement was past Mrs. Conway was trembling
all over, and was scarcely able to keep her feet. “She is
over-tired and overexcited. Take her straight up to the
spare room and get her to bed. I will make her a tumbler
of hot port wine and water. The water is sure to be warm
in the kitchen, and a stick or two will make it boil by the
time she is ready for it. We will hear all about it in the
morning.  We have got the will safe, and we have got her;
that is quite enough for us for to-night, all the rest will
keep very well until to-morrow.”

In a few minutes Mrs. Conway was in bed, and after
drinking the tumbler of hot negus Mr. Withers had prepared
for her she soon fell asleep.

Mrs. Withers came into the room early in the morning.
“My hushand says you are not to think of getting up unless
you feel quite equal to it, and I agree with him; so if you
like T will bring breakfast up to you, and then you can go off
to sleep again for a bit.”

“Oh, no, thank you,” Mrs. Conway replied. “Now that T
am fairly awake and realize where I am, I am perfectly ready
togetup. I could not think the first moment T opened my
eyes where I had got to, and fancied I had overslept myself
and should get a nice scolding.”

“You must wear one of my dresses, my dear,” the vicar's

id. “You have done with that servant’s gown for
ill bring you one in a few minutes.”
an hour Mrs. Conway came down in a pretty
morning dress of Mrs. Withers. Mabel had that moment
made her appearance in the breakfastroom. She had
returned only a week before from her stay at Bath, having
positively mutinied against the proposal that she should
stay there for another six months. She started a the entry
of a stranger.

“Don't you know me, Mabel?” Mrs, Conway said, holding
out her hand.

“Why—why—" Mabel exclaimed, “it's Mrs, Conway!
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When did you come, and what have you been doing to
yourselft Why, your hair is quite a different colour!
What does it all mean, mamma?” she asked in bewilder-
ment,

“Mrs. Conway came last night Mabel, after you were in
bed.”«

“But you didn’t tell me she was coming, mamma.”

“We didn’t know ourselves, dear; she arrived quite un-
expectedly.”

“And— and Mabel stopped.

“And T have got on one of your mamma’s dresses,” Mrs.
Conway laughed, interpreting Mabel's look of surprise.
«Yes, dear, and as you say, T have dyed my hair.”

“But why, Mrs. Conway? It was such a pretty colour
before.”

«And it will be again some day, T hope, for T am mot
going to dye it any more.”

“T am glad of that,” Mabel said frankly; “for you look
quite different somehow. But why did you do it? and
why—? Is there anything the matter, Mrs. Conway,” she
broke off suddenly, “that you come here without being
expected, and are wearing one of mamma’s dresses, and
have dyed your hair, and look so different altogether? Have
you heard anything about Ralph1”

“You will hear all about it presently, Mabel,” Mr. Withers,
who had just come into the room, said. “You owe a great
debt of gratitude to Mrs. Conway, as you will hear presently;
for she has for six months been working in the interest of
Ralph and you. Now, don't open your eyes so wide, but
sit down to the table. After we have had breakfast Mrs.
Conway will tell us all about it.”

“By the way, M. Conway, have you heard the
news?”

“What news, Mrs. Withers?”

“In the newspaper I got yesterday evening it was said
that a despatch had just been received from the Duke of
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Wellington saying he had news that Bonaparte was ad-
vancing, and that he had just issued orders for the troops
to march forward to support the Prussians, who were likely
to be first attacked.”

“No, I had heard nothing about it,” Mrs. Conway said,
turning pale. “Then there is going to be a battle, and
Ralph will be engaged.”

“You must not alarm yourself,” the vicar said. “You
know the troops are very widely scattered, and his regiment
may not be up in time; besides, you see, the Prussians are
likely to be first attacked, and they may beat the French
before the English get up to join in the battle.”

“Now, Mrs. Conway,” Mr. Withers said when they had
finished brealfast, “please take pity on us and tell us all
about it.”

«Ts Mabel to go away, or is she to hear it all, James?”
Mrs. Withers asked.

“What do you think, Mrs. Conway?”

1 see no reason whatever against her hearing. Mabel is
fast growing up. You are past fifteen now, are you not,
Mabel ?”

“Yes, Mrs. Conway.”

“Then I think she has a right to hear all about it. She
is, after all, the party most interested.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Conway,” the girl said. “Please let us
go out into the garden and sit in the chairs under the shade
of that tree. I can see it is going to be a long story, and it
will be delightful out there; and then papa can smoke his
after-breakfast cigar.”

“Very well, Mabel; if your mamma has no objection, I
am quite willing.”

The chairs were taken out into the shade of the tree and
the party sat down, Mabel all excitement, for as yet she
knew nothing whatever of what had happened, and was
puzzling herself in vain as to how Mrs. Conway could have
been working in her interest.
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“In the first place, Mabel,” Mrs. Conway began, “T
suppose you have no idea why you were sent away to
Bath?”

Mabel opened her eyes in surprise.

“I thought I went there to get lessons in music and
French and dancing.”

“Well, you did go for that purpose, but for something
else also. You were sent away in order that you might not
see me.”

“Not see you, Mrs. Conway! Why, you must be joking,
Why, papa, what reason could there possibly be why I should
not see Mrs. Conway? And besides, you never told me in
your letter that she had been here.”

“T have not been here—at least not in this house; but T
was in the church every Sunday. I was there before you
went away, although you did not see me. I was sitting in
the pew with the Hall servants.”

“With the Hall servants!” Mabel repeated in astonish-
ment. “What did you sit with them for? and where were
you staying? and why did you come to the church every
Sunday and not come here?”

“That's just the story you are going to hear, Mabel.
You heard, of course, that it was Mr. Penfold’s intention to
leave you half his estates?”

“Yes, I heard that; and then there was no will found, so
of course I didn’t get it.”

“No, my dear; but as we all believed that there was such
a will, we were namrally unwilling to let the matter rest.
Still, the chance of finding it seemed very remote. You
remember we spoke to you about it when they offered you
that hundred a year.”

“Yes, papa, you told me then that you thought they
were keeping me out of my rights, and that was why T
ought to refuse to take it. Yes, you did say they were
keeping Ralph out too, and that was partly why you
thought I ought not to agree to take the money; and of
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course T thought so too, because that would seem as if we
had deserted Ralph.”

“Well, Mabel, at that time the chance of our ever hear-
ing anything of the will was so remote that I think both
your mother and myself had entirely given up hope, and I
am sure we should never have taken any more steps in the
matter. Fortunately Mrs. Conway possesses a great deal
more energy and perseverance than we have, and when she
found that we gave it up, and that Mr. Tallboys gave it up,
she determined to take the matter in her own hands. Now
she will tell us how she has succeeded, and you must listen
quietly and not ask more questions than you can help till
she has finished.”

«Well, my dear,” Mrs. Conway went on, “Mr. Tallboys,
Mr. Penfold’s lawyer, did everything he possibly could to
find the will, but he could not do so; and as my son was
with you the person that had been robbed, I thought it was
my duty to undertake the search myself.”

Mrs. Conway then related step by step the measures she
had taken to obtain a situation as servant at the Hall, and
then went on to tell the manner in which she had carried
on the search, and how success had finally crowned her
efforts, her story being frequently interrupted by exclama-
tions and questions from her hearers.

“What do you mean to do next?” Mr. Withers asked
when she concluded.

T will ask you to drive me over at once to Weymouth.
I shall not feel comfortable until T have placed the will in
Mr. Tallboys” hands; and directly I have done that I shall
go over to Brussels. I may perhaps get thero before any
great battle is fought; and I should like to see Ralph before

. that if possible, and at any rate be there to nurse him if he

was wounded. I shall ask Mr. Tallboys if he can spare
time to go across with me to Brussels. I should not want
him to stop there, but only to take me over. I should think
there would be no difficulty in hiring a small vessel at
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Weymouth to take me to Ostend, especially as money is no
object now. 1f Mr. Tallboys cannot spare time himself, he
can send a clerk with me or get somebody who will take
me in charge; but at any rate I intend to go by myself if
necessary. I do not suppose it will cause any delay about
the will, Mr. Withers; for of course there must be some
trouble in having it proved.”

Tt can make no difference, Mrs. Conway. T do not give
that the least thought. I will go round at once and tell
‘William to put in the horses.”

“Mahel and I will go over too, James,” Mrs. Withers said;
“we cannot sit quiet all day after this excitement. Besides,
I want to hear what Mr. Tallboys says.”

Mr. Withers returned in a few minutes, looking grave.

“William has just come up from the village, and says
that half an hour ago a man rode up from the Hall with
word that the doctor was to go over at once, for that Eleanor
Penfold had just had a stroke or fit of some sort and was
terribly bad. I am sorry this new trouble has befallen
them; but they have brought it entirely upon themselves,
poor ladies. However, justice must be done; but I am sure
you will agree with me, Mrs. Conway, that if the matter can
possibly be arranged without exposure and publicity it shall
be done so.”

CHAPTER XVIL
QUATRE BRAS.

T ten 'clock Captain O'Connor returned and Lieutenant
Desmond hurried off.
“Were you sorry to leave, 0’Connor?” Ralph asked that
officer.
«No; T was glad to get away,” he replied. “Knowing as
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I do that in another twenty-four hours we may be engaged,
and that in forty-eight the greatest battle of the age may
take place, it was horribly sad to look on at the scene and
wonder how many of the men laughing and flirting and
dancing so gaily there would be so soon lying stark and cold,
how many broken hearts there would be among the women.
I felt heartily glad that I had neither wife nor sweetheart
there. It is not often I feel in low spirits, but for once one
could not help thinking. Here it is a different thing; we
are all soldiers, and whatever comes we must do our duty
and take our chance. But the gaiety of that scene jarred
upon me, and I could see there were many, especially the
older men, who were thinking as I did. T davesay if I had
found any partners and gone in for dancing I should have
thought but little about it; but standing looking on the
thoughts came. I think you were right, Conway, not
to go.”

“Have you heard any news of what has taken place to-
day?”

“Yes. T was standing by the colonel when Picton came
up to him and said:

“‘There's been sharp fighting on the frontier. Zicten
gave the French a deal of trouble, and only fell back about
six miles. The other corps, except Bulow's, will all join
them to-night.

<t is a thousand pities that Zieten did not send off a
mounted messenger to us directly he became engaged. 1f
he had done so we might have started at one o’clock to-
day, and should have been in line with the Prussians to-
morrow. 1 suppose he thought Blucher would send, and
Blucher thought he had sent; and so between them nothing
was done, and we only got the news at seven o'clock this
evening. Nine precious howrs thrown away. Tt is just a
blunder of this sort that makes
failure and success in war. Had the message been sent,
we and the Dutch divisions and the troops from Braine-
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le-Comte might all have been up by the morning.  As it
is Blucher, with only three out of his four army corps,
has the whole of the French army facing him, and must
either fall back without fighting or fight against superior
numbers—that is, if Napoleon throws his whole force
upon him, as I suppose he will. It is enough to provoke
a saint.”

““Which will Blucher do, do you think, general?’ the
colonel asked.

“‘He sends word that he shall fight where he is; and in
that case, if Napoleon throws his whole force on him, he is
nearly certain to be beaten, and then we shall have Napoleon
on us the next day.”

“And now, Conway, I think it better to get a few hours
sleep if we can; for to-morrow will be a heavy day for us,
unless I am mistaken.”

Tt was some time before Ralph slept, but when he did so
he slept soundly, waking up with a start as the sound of a
bugle rang out in the night air. ' It was taken up by the
bugles of the whole division, and Brussels, which had but
an hour before echoed with the sound of the carriages re-
turning from the ball, woke with a start.

With the sound of the bugle was mingled that of the High-
land pipes, and in a few minutes the strects swarmed with
the soldiers; for there was scarce a house but had either
officers or men quartered in it. The upper windows were
thrown up and the inhabitants inquired the cause of the
uproar, and soon the whole population were in the streets.
There was no delay. The soldiers had packed their knap-
sacks before lying down to sleep, and in a quarter of an hour
‘from the sound of a bugle the regiments were forming up in
the purk. They were surrounded by an anxious crowd.
Weeping women were embracing their hushands and lovers;
the inhabitants looked pale and scared, and the wildest rum-
ours were already circulating among them; mounted officers
dashed to and fro, bugles kept on sounding the assembly;

E_BsS E




298 THE MARCH.

and the heavy rumble of guns was heard as the artillery
came up and took up their appointed position.

In half an hour from the sound of the first warning bugle
the head of the column began to move, just as daylight was
breaking. Comparatively few of the officers of Ralph's regi-
ment were married men, and there were therefore fewer of
those agonizing partings that wrung the hearts of many be-
longing to regiments that had been quartered for some time
at home; but l.alph saw enough to convince him that the
soldier should remain a single man at any rate during such
times as he is likely to bo called upon for serious service in
the field. It was a relief when the bands of the regiment
struck up, and with a light step the troops marched away
from the city where they had spent so many pleasant weeks-

As the troops marched on their spirits rose—and indeed
the British soldier is always at his gayest when there is a
prospect of fighting—the hum of voices rose along the co-
Jumn, jokes were exchanged, and there was laughter and
merriment. The pace was not rapid, and there wero fre-
quent stoppages, for a long column cannot march at the
same pace as a single regiment; and it was ten o'clock
when they halted at Mount St. Jean, fourteen miles from
Brussels.  Here the men sat down by the roadside, opened
their haversacks, and partook of a hasty meal. Suddenly
there was a cheer from the rear of the column. Nearer and
nearer it grew, and the regiment leapt to their feet and
joined in the shout, as the Duke of Wellington, with a bril-
ant staff, rode forward on his way to the front.

Already a booming of guns in the distance told that the
troops were engaged, and there was another cheer when the
order ran along the line to fall in again.

Fighting had indeed begun soon after daylight. Prince
Bernhard, who commanded the division of Dutch troops at
Quatre Bras, had commenced hostilities as soon as it was light.
by attacking the French in front of him; and the Prince of
Orange, who had ridden to Nivelles directly the ball was
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over, brought on the Dutch troops from that town, and join-
ing Prince Bernhard drove back the French to within a mile
of Frasnes.

The Duke of Wellington reached Quatre Bras soon after
eleven, and finding that there was no immediate danger

 there, galloped away to communicate with Blucher.

He found that the latter had gathered three of his corps,
and occupied a chain of low hills extending from Bry to
Tongres. The rivulet of Ligny wound in front of it, and the
villages of St. Armand and Ligny at the foot of the slope
wero occupied as outposts. These villages were some dis-
tance in front of the hills, and were too far off for the troops
there to be readily reinforced from the army on the heights.
The Duke of Wellington was of opinion that the position
was not a good one, and he is said to have remarked to Blu-
cher: “Every man knows his own people best, but T can
only say that with a British army I should not occupy this
ground as you do.”

Had the duke been able to concentrate his force round
Quatre Bras in time, he intended to aid the Prussians by
taking the offensive; but the unfortunate delay that had
taken place in sending the news of the French advance on the
previous morning rendered it now impossible that he should
do so, and he therefore rode back to Quatre Bras to arrange
for its defence against the French corps that was evidently
gathering to attack it.

It was well for the allies that Napoleon was not in a
position to attack in force at daybreak. His troops, instead
of heing concentrated the night before at Fleurus, were
scattered over a considerable extent of country, and many
of them were still beyond the Sambre. Marshal Ney, who
had been appointed to the command of the corps intended
to push through Quatre Bras and march straight on Brussels,
had only arrived the evening before, and was ignorant of the
position of the various divisions under his command.  There-
fore it was mot until two o'clock in the afternoon that

*
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Napoleon advanced with 60,000 men to attack the Prussians
at Ligny, while at about the same hour the column under Ney
advanced from Frasnes against Quatre Bras. The delay was
fatal to Napoleon’s plans.

Had the battles commenced at daybreak, Ney could have
brushed aside the defenders of Quatre Bras, and would have
Deen at Mount St. Jean by the time the English came up.
The Pr ns would have been beaten by noon instead of
at dusk, and before nightfall their retreat would have heen
converted into a rout, and on the following day Napoleon's
whole army would have been in a position to have fallen
upon the only British divisions that Wellington could by
that time have collected to oppose him, and would probably
have been in possession of Brussels before night.

Thus, while the delay in sending news to Wellington pre-
vented the allies combining against the French on the
16th of June, the delay of Napoleon in attacking that morn-
ing more than counterbalanced the error. T]xcu was the less
excuse for that delay inasmuch as he had himself chosen his
time for fighting, and should not have advanced until he
had his whole force well up and ready for action; and as
the advance during the first day’s fighting had been so slow,
the whole army might well have been gathered at nightfall
round Fleurus ready to give battle at the first dawn of
day.

Fighting as he did against vastly superior forces, Napo-
leon’s one hope of success lay in crushing the Prussians
before the English—who, as he well knew, were scattered
over a large extent of country—could come up, and his
failure to do this cost him his empire.

The artillery fire ceased in front before the column con-
tinued its march for Mount St. Jean. The Prince of Orange
had paused in his advance when he saw how strong was the
French force round Frasnes, and Ney was not, yet ready to
attack. Therefore from eleven until two there was a cessa-
tion of operations, and the ardour of the troops flagged
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somewhat as they tramped along the dusty road between
Mount St. Jean and Genappe.

The Prince of Orange was having an anxious time while
the British column was pressing forward to his assistance.
As the hours went by he saw the enemy’s forces in front of
him accumulating, while he knew that his own supports
must be still some distance away. Nevertheless, he prepared
to defend Quatre Bras to the last. He had with him 6832
infantry and 16 cannon, while Ney had gathered 17,000 men
and 38 guns to attack him.  The latter should have had with
him D’Erlon’s corps of 20,000 men and 46 guns, but these
were suddenly withdrawn by Napoleon when the latter
found that the Prussian force was stronger than he had ex-
pected. They had just reached the field of Ligny when an
order from Ney again caused them to retrace their steps to
Quatre Bras, where they arrived just after the fighting there
had come to an end. Thus 20,000 men with 46 guns were
absolutely thrown away, while their presence with either
Napoleon or Ney would have been invaluable.

Soon after two o’clock Picton’s division, which headed the
column, heard several cannon shots fired in rapid succession,
and in another minute a perfect roar of artillery broke out.
The battle had evidently begun; and the weary men, who
had already marched over twenty miles, straightened them-
selves up, the pace quickened, and the division pressed
eagerly forward. A few minutes later and an even heavier
and more continuous roar of cannon broke out away to the
left. Napoleon was attacking the Prussians. The talking
and laughing ceased now. Even the oldest soldiers were
awed by that roar of fire, and the younger ones glanced in
each others faces to see whether others felt the same vague
feeling of discomfort they themsel fenced; and yet
terrible as was evidently the conflict Taging in front, each
man longed to take his part in it.

The officers’ orders to the men to step out briskly were
given in cheerful and confident voices, and the men them-
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selves—with their fingers tightening on their muskets, and
their eyes looking intently forward as if they could pierce
the distance and rL:Allze the SLene enacting there—pressed
on doggedly and d x after m

rode up to General Picton, w]\u was marching at the hc'ul
of the column, begging him to hurry on, for that the Prince
of Orange was step by step being driven back. But the
troops were already doing their best.

TheDuteh and Belgian troops had fought with considerable
bravery, and had held the village of Piermont and a favm near
it for some time before they fell back to the wood of Bossu.
Here they made a stout stand again, but were at length
driven out and were beginning to lose heart, and in a few
minutes would have giveu way when they saw on the long
straight road behind them the red line of Picton’s column.
The glad news that help was at hand ran quickly through
the wood, and the Belgians met their foes with fresh
courage.

Picton’s force consisted of the 8th and 9th British Brigades,
the former under General Sir James Kempt, the latter
under Sir Denis Pack. With them were the 4th Brigade
of Hanoverians, with two batteries of artillery—the one
Hanoverian, the other British. The excitement of the
troops increased as they neared Quatre Bras, and a loud
cheer ran along the line as they neared the wood, and took
their place by the side of the hardly-pressed Dutch and
Belgians. Pack’s brigade consisted of the first battalion
42nd, second 44th, first 92nd, and first 95th, while Kempt
had under him the first 28th, first 32nd, first 79th, and 3rd
Royals.

The aspect of the fight was speedily changed now. The
French, who had been advancing with shouts of triumph,
were at once hurled back, and the defenders a few minutes
later were strengthened by the arrival of the greater part of
the Duke of Brunswick’s corps. In point of numbers the
combatants were now nearly equal, as the allies had 18,000
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infantry, 2000 cavalry, and 28 guns on the field. Of these,
ever, but 8000 at most were British. Picton at once sent
forward the first battalion of the 95th, and these cleared a
little wood in the front of Piermont of the French light
troops, and restored the communication between Quatre
Bras and Ligny.

Ney, however, was preparing to advance again in force.
His front was covered with a double hedgerow, which
afforded admirable shelter to his skirmi while his
artillery were so placed on rising ground in the rear of his
position as to sweep the whole country over which his
column would advance to the attack. At this moment the
duke returned from his conference with Blucher. He at
once saw that the enemy had gathered a heavy column
behind the wood of Bossu, and directed the Prince of
Orange to withdraw the guns that were too far advanced,
and to gather the Dutch and Belgian troops to oppose the
advance, at the same time he sent forward the 28th to their
assistance.

They arrived, however, too late; for the French swept the
Belgians before them and advanced steadily, while their
artillery from the high ground opened a furious cannonade
upon Picton’s division. One of the Brunswick regiments
now joined the Belgians, but in spite of this reinforcement
the latter were driven from the wood of Bossu, which they
had oceupied when the British first came up. The British
troops were suffering heavily from the artillery fire to which
their own guns could make no effectual reply.

“Pretty hot this, Conway,” Captain O’Connor said to
Ralph, “It’s not pleasant standing here being made a
target of.”

“That it's not,” Ralph said heartily. I call it horribly
unpleasant. I shouldn’t mind it so much if we were doing
something.”

Tt was indeed trying for young soldiers under fire for the
first time. The French had got the range accurately, and
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every moment gaps were made in the line as the round shot
ploughed through them. The officers walked backwards
and forwards in front of their men with exhortations to stand
steady.

Tt will be our turn presently, lads,” Captain O'Connor
said assuringly. “We will turn the tables on them by and
by, never fear.”

There was not long to wait. Clouds of French skirmishers
were seen advancing through the hedgerows, and stealing
behind the thickets and woods that skirted the road, and a
moment later the orders came for the light companies of all
the regiments of Picton’s division to advance.

“Forward, lads!” Captain O'Connor said.  “It’s our turn
now. Keep cool and don’t waste your ammunition.”

With a cheer his company followed him. Every hedge,
bank, and tree that could afford shelter was seized upon,
and a sharp crackling fire at once replied to that of the
French skirmishers. The light companies were then armed
with far better weapons than those in use by the rest of the
troops, and a soldier could have told at once by the sharp
crackling sound along the front of the British line that
it was the light companies that were engaged. But now
a heavy column of troops was seen advancing from the
village held by the French; and this, as it approached the
part of the line held by the Brunswickers, broke up into
several columns, The Germans were falling back, when the
duke sent Picton’s two brigades to meet the enemy half-way.
The 92nd were left behind in reserve on the road, the light
companies were called in, Picton placed himself in front of
the long line, and with a tremendous cheer this advanced
to meet the heavy French columns.

IL was thus through the wars of the pennd that the
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column, the English in long Jine. Once again, as at
Albuera and in many a stricken field, the lino proved the
conqueror. Overlapping the columms opposed to it, pouring
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scathing volleys upon each flank, and then chargi
the shaken mass with the bayonet, the British regiments
drove the enemy back heyond the hedgerows, and were
with difficulty restrained from following them up the face
of the opposite hill.

On the right, however, the Brunswickers were suffering
heavily from the cannonade of the French, and were only pre-
vented from breaking by the coolness of their chief. The
Duke of Brunswick rode backward and forward in front of
them, smoking his pipe and chatting cheerfully with his
officers, seemingly unconscious of the storm of fire; and even
the most nervous of his young troops felt ashamed to show
signs of faltering when their commander and chief set them
such an example. Four guns, which at his request Wel-
lington had sent to him, came up and opened fire; but so
completely were they overmatched that in five minutes two.
were disabled and the other two silenced.

As sbon as this was done two French columns of infantry,
preceded by a battalion in line, advanced along the edge of
the wood, while a heavy mass of cavalry adva.nccd .x]unw the
Ghent road, and threatened the Brunswickers with destruc-
tion. The Brunswick, Dutch, and Belgian skirmishers fell
back before those of the French. The Duke of Brunswick
placed himself before a regiment of lancers and charged the
French infantry; but these stood steady, and received the
lancers with so heavy a fire that they retreated in confusion
on Quatre Bras. The duke now ordered the infantry to
fall back in good order, but by this time they were too
shaken to do so. The French artillery smote them with
terrible effect; the infantry swept them with bullets; the
cavalry were preparing to charge. No wonder then that
the young troops lost their self-possession, broke, and fled in
utter confusion, some through Quatre Bras, others through
the English regiments on the left of the village.

At this moment the gallant Duke of Brus
striving to rally one of his regiments, received a mortal
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wound. He died a few minutes later, as his father had
died on the field of Jena. The Brunswick hussars were
now ordered to advance and cover the retreat of the infantry;
but as they moved towards the enemy they lost heart,
turned, and fled from the field, the French lancers charging
hotly among them. So closely were the two bodies mixed
together that the 42nd and 44th, which were posted on the
left of the road, could not distinguish friend from foe.

Before the former regiment had time to form square the
French were upon them, and for two or three minutes a
desperate hand-to-hand conflict took place between bayonet
and lance. The 44th did not attempt to form a square.
Its colonel faced the rear rank about, and these poured so
tremendous a volley into the French cavalry that they reeled
back in confusion. Two companies of the 42nd, which had
been cut off from the rest, were almost annihilated; but the
rest of the square closed in around French cavalry who had
pierced them and destroyed them to a man. The 28th also
repulsed the enemy.

“What do you think of it now, Conway?” Captain
O’Connor asked as the French retreated.

“I feel all right now,” Ralph said; “though I thought
just now that it was all over with me. A big Frenchman
was just dealing a sweeping cut at me when a musket shot.
struck him.  Still this is a thousand times better than
standing still and being pounded by their artillery. I
confess I felt horribly uncomfortable while that was going
on.

“T daresay you did, lad.”

The Duke of Wellington had, upon the fall of their com-
mander, in vain endeavoured to rally the flying Bruns-
wickers.  As he was so engaged the cavalry column swept
down upon him. He put spurs to his horse and galloped
to the spot where the 92nd were lying behind a ditch
bordering the road. The French were close to his heels, He
shouted to the men of the 92nd in front of him to throw
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themselves down, and setting spurs to his horse leapt the
ditch and the men behind it, and instantly the Highlanders
poured so terrible a volley into the French cavalry that a
lundred saddles were emptied.

The cavalry recoiled for a moment in confusion, but then
reformed and retired in good order. Some of the lead-
ing squadrons, however, had galloped on into the village,
and cut down some stragglers there; but the Highl
closed round them, and, being pent up in a farmyard from
which there was but one outlet, scarce a man who had
entered escaped.

The French had now received heavy reinforcement—Kel-
lermann’s heavy horse having come upon the field—and as
neither the Dutch nor Belgian cavalry would face the French
troopers they were free to employ their whole cavalry force
against the British infantry.

Again and again they charged down upon the 28th,
49nd, 44th, and 1st Royals. The 28th and the Royals did
not indeed wait to be attacked, but led by Picton and
Kempt in person resolutely advanced to charge the French
cavalry. This feat, seldom exampled in military history,
was rendered necessary in order to cover the flank of the
42nd and 44th, now, by the flight of the Brunswickers, Dutch,
and Belgians, open to the attacks of the French cavalry,
The fields here were covered with the growth of tall rye.
that concealed the approach of the French cavalry till they
were within a few yards of the infantry, and it was only
by the tramp of the horses as they rushed through the
corn that the British square knew when their foes would be
upon them.

Picton in the centre of the 28th encouraged them by his
presence, and they stood firm, although the cavalry again and
again charged down until their horses’ chests touched the
close line of bayonets. They were every time repulsed with
heavy loss. The 32nd, 79th, and 95th were also exposed
to similar attacks; hut everywhere the British soldiers stood
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firmly shoulder to shoulder, and nowhere did the French
succeed in breaking their ranks.

At five o'clock fresh guns and cavalry reinforced Ney,
and his infantry again advanced in great force through the
wood of Bossu. The British squares were decimated by the
fire of the artillery, and several batteries were advanced to
comparatively short range, and opened with destructive
effect.

Stoutly as the 8000 British had fought—deserted though
they were by their allies—against Ney’s overpowering num-
bers, they could not much Tonger have stood their ground,
when at the critical moment General Alten’s division came
up by the Nivelles road to their aid. Halket’s British
brigade advanced between the wood of Bossu and the
Charleroi road; while the Hanoverian brigade took up ground
to the left, and gave their support to the hardly-pressed
British.

Ney now pushed forward every man at his disposal. His
masses of cavalry charged down, and falling upon the 69th,
one of the regiments just arrived, cut it up terribly, and
carried off one of its colours. The 32nd, however, helong-
ing to the same brigade, repulsed a similar attempt with
terrible slaughter. The French infantry, supported by a
column of cuirassiers, advanced against the Hanoverians, and
driving them back approached the spot where the 92nd
were lying. Major-General Barnes rode up to the High-
landers taking off his hat, and shouted: “Now, 92nd, follow
me!”

The Highlanders sprang from the ditch in which they
were lying, the bagpipes struck up the slogan of the
regiment, and with levelled bayonets they threw themselves
upon the French column. In vain its leading companics
attempted to make a stand. The Highlanders drove them
back in confusion, and they broke and fled to the shelter of
the hedgerows, where they tried to resist the advance, but
the Highlanders burst through without a pause. Their




A GENERAL ADVANCE. 309

colonel, John Cameron, fell dead; but his men, more furious
than before, flung themselves on the French, and drove
them back in confusion into the wood.

Ney still thought of renewing the attack; but D'Erlon’s
corps had mot yet arrived, while at this moment two light
battalions of Brunswickers, with two batteries of artillery,
came up, and almost immediately afterwards General Cooke’s
division, comprising two brigades of the guards, reached the
spot. The latter at once advanced against the French
skirmishers, just as they were issuing afresh from the wood
of Bossu. The guards had undergone a tremendous march;
but all thought of fatigue was lost in their excitement, and
they swept the French before them and pressed forward.
As they did so the whole British line advanced, Halket’s
brigade on the one flank the guards on the other.

Tn vain the French cavalry charged again and again. Tn
vain the French infantry strove to stem the tide. One
after another the positions they had so hardly won were
wrested from them. Picton’s division retook the village;
Piermont was carried by the 95th and the German legion;
while the guards drove the enemy entirely out of the wood
of Bossu. Night was now falling, and Ney fell back under
cover of darkness to his original position in Frasnes; while
the British lighted their fires, and bivouacked on the ground
they had so bravely held.

As soon as the order came for the troops to bivouac where
they were standing, arms were piled and the men set to
work. Parties chopped down hedges and broke up fences,
and fires were soon blazing. Owing to the late hour at
which the fight terminated, and the confusion among the
baggage wagons that were now beginning to arrive from
the rear, no regular distribution of rations could be made.
Most of the men, however, had filled their haversacks before
leaving their quarters on the previous evening, and a party
sent down the road obtained a sufficient supply of bread
for the rest from a commissariat wagon. While the fires
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were being lighted the light company were ordered to aid
in the work of collecting the wounded. The other regiments
had also sent out parties, and for hours the work went on.
Owing to the frequent movements of the troops, and the
darkness of the night, it was difficult to discover the
wounded, and there were no materials at hand from which
torches could be made.

No distinction was made between friend and foe. The
bodies found to be cold and stiff were left where they lay;
the rest were lifted and carried to one or other of the spots
where the surgeons of the force were hard at work giving a
first dressing to the wounds, or, where absolutely necessary,
performing amputations. After an hour’s work the light
company was relieved by the grenadiers, and these in turn
by the other companies, so that all might have a chance of
obtaining as much sleep as possible.

The troops were indeed terribly fatigued, for they had
had a thirty miles march, and nearly six hours con-
tinuous fighting; but they were in high spirits at their
success, although suffering severely from want of water.
They had started in the morning with full canteens, but the
dusty march had produced such thirst that most of these
were emptied long before they reached the field of hattle;
and no water was to be found near the spot where the 28th
were bivouacked, and indeed with the exception of the regi-
ments in the village, who obtained water from the wells,
the whole army lay down without a drink. Water had,
however, been fetched for the wounded, whose first ery as
their comrades reached them had always been for it;
and even when the search had ceased for the night, there
were numbers still lying in agony scattered over the field.
Ralph had before starting filled a canteen with brandy and
water at the suggestion of Captain O’'Connor.

“The less you drink, lad, while on the march, the better;
but the chances are you will find by night that every drop
is worth its weight in gold. If you have the bad Inck




THE CASUALT! 311

to be wounded yourself, the contents of the canteen may
save your life; and if you don’t want it yourself, you may
e sure that there will be scores of poor fellows to whom a
mouthful will be a blessing indeed.”

S0 Ralph had found it. He had drunk very sparingly on
the way, scarcely permitting himself to do more than to wet
his lips; but when he set about the work of collecting the
wounded, he felt more than amply rewarded for his little
self-sacrifice by the grateful thanks of the poor fellows to
whom he was able to give a mouthful of his hoarded
store. It was not until his return to the bivouac, after
his hour’s turn of duty, that he learned the extent of
the loss of the regiment. He knew by the smallness of
number who mustered for the search how much his own
company had suffered, and in the brief intervals in the
struggle he had heard something of what was doing else-
where. Lieutenant Desmond had fallen early in the fight,
shot through the heart as the light companies went out to
oppose the French skirmishers. Captain O'Connor had
received a lance wound through his arm; but had made a
sling of his sash, and had kept his place at the head of his
company.

The officers were all gathered round a fire when Ralph
returned to the bivouac.

«T see you have your arm in a sling, O'Connor,” he said.
“Nothing serious, 1 hope?”

«No, T think not; but it's confoundedly painfal. It
was a French lancer did it. Fortunately one of the men
bayonetted him at the very instant he struck me, and it was
only the head of the lance that went through my arm. Still,
it made a hole big enough to be uncommnnly painful; the
more so because it gave it a frightful wrench as the man
dropped the lance. However, there is nothing to grumble
and T may consider myself lucky indeed to have got off
with a flesh wound when so many good fellows have fallen.”

“Yes, considering the number engaged, the losses have
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been terribly heavy,” the major said. “It looked very bad
for a time.”

“That it did,” O’Connor agreed. “That's what comes
of fighting with little mongrels by the side of you. It's
always been the case when we get mixed up with other
nationalities. Look at Fontenoy, look at Talavera. If I
were a general I would simply fight my battles in my own
way with my own men. If any allies I had, liked to come
up and fight on their own account, all the better; but I
wouldn’t rely upon them in the very slightest.”

“The Belgians and Dutch fought very fairly at the begin-
ning, 0'Connor.”

“Yes, I will admit that. But what's the good of fighting
at the beginning if you are going to bolt in the middle of a
battle? If we had had two or three regiments of our own
cavalry, it would have made all the difference in the world;
but when they went off, horse and foot, and left our division
alone to face the whole force of the enemy, I hardly even
hoped we should hold our ground till Alten came up.”

“Yes, he was just in the nick of time; but even with
him we should have had to fall back if Cooke had not arrived
with the guards. By the way, has anyone heard what
has taken place on our left?”

“We have heard nothing; but I think there is no doubt
the Prussians must have been thrashed. One could hear
the roar of fire over there occasionally, and I am sure it got.
farther off at the end of the day; besides, if Blucher had
beaten Napoleon, our friends over there would be falling
back, and you can see by their long lines of fire they haye
not done so. I daresay we shall hear all about it to-
morrow. Anyhow, I think we had better lic down and get
as much sleep as we can, we may have another hard day’s
work before us.”
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CHAPTER XVIIL
WATERLOO.

HE Prussians indeed had been beaten at Ligny. Their
three corps, numbering 80,000 men, with 224 guns,
had been attacked by Napoleon with 60,000 men, with 204
guns. The battle was contested with extraordinary ob-
stinacy on both sides. The villages of Ligny and St.
Armand were taken and retaken over and over again, and
for hours the desperate strife in and around them continued
without cessation. Both parties continued to send down
reinforcements to these points, hut neither could succeed in
obtaining entire possession of them.

The faults which Wellington had pe\ccn ed in the Prussian
position told agai BIuchr The villages were too far in
advance of tho heights on which the army was posted, and
his reinforcements were therefore a long time in reaching the
spot where they were required to act. They were, too,
as they descended the hill, under the observation of Napo-
leon, who was able to anticipate their arrival by moving up
supports on his side, and who noted the time when B]uchcr’s
last reserves behind Ligny had come into action. At this
critical moment General Lobau arrived from Charleroi
with 12,000 fresh men and 38 guns, and at seven o'clock
in the evening Napoleon launched this force with his
division of guards, 20,000 strong, who had hitherto been
kept in reserve, against the enemy.

Ligny was captured and the victory won. The Prussians
throughout the day had fought with great bravery. They
had a long score to wipe out against the French, and were
inspired as much by national Imre.l as by military ardour;
and they owed their defeat rather to the disadyantages of
the position they held than to the superior fighting qualities
of the French. Their cavalry had several times made
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desperate charges; sometimes against the French horse, at
others upon columus of infantry. In one of these Blucher
himself was with them; and as they were in turn driven
back by a charge of the French cuir i

shot, bringing him to the ground. lln aide-de- -camp leapt
off and threw his cloak over him as the cuirassiers came
thundering past, intent upon overtaking the Prussian cavalry.
They paid no attention to the solitary dismounted man, and
a few minutes later again passed the spot, this time in
retreat, a fresh party of Prussian cavalry having met them.
Again they passed by the fallen general, little dreaming that
oneof their most formidableand determined enemies lay there
at their mercy. As soon as the Prussians came up the dead
horse was moved, and Blucher, who was insensible, carried to
the rear, when he soon recovered and resumed the command.

But though beaten the Prussians were by no means routed.
They had lost the key of their position; but night came on
before the combat terminated, and under cover of the dark-
ness they fell back quietly and in good order. General
Thielmann’s corps on the extreme Prussian left had taken
but little part in the fighting; and as the centre and right
of the Prussian army retreated he advanced, fell upon the
French in the darkness, and for some time forced them
back, thus ng time to the rest of the army to reform its
ranks and recover its discipline. After having rendered
great service by thus oceupying the enemy Thielmann took
up a position on the heights, and remained facing the French,
while the other corps d’armé took post in his rear.

The French were too weary to follow up the advantage
they had gained; the night passed without any attack being
made, and at daybreak the Prussians started on their march
to Wavre, the cavalry remaining behind to cover the move-
ment, check pursuit, and conceal if possible from the
French the line by which the army was falling back. Had
the pursuit been taken up at daybreak by the French, they
would soon have driven in the cavalry and ascertained the
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route taken by the infantry; but it was not until many
hours had elapsed that the French got into motion, and
Dby that time the Prussian cavalry had disappeared from
their front, and nothing remained to inform them of the
line by which the enemy had retreated.

There was a general fecling of disappointment among the

gallant, demvlL of Quatre Bras when on the {ollo\\ ng
m(umnw orders were issued for them to abandon the gonml
they had so stoutly held. They had been astir at day-
light, firearms were cleaned, fresh ammunition served out
from the reserve wagons, and the men fell into the
ranks, expecting that in a short time they would again be
engaged; but no movement could be seen on the part of
the enemy, and arms were again piled. The commissariat.
wagons had come up in the night, and rations were served
out to the troops and breakfast prepared. As soon as this
was over strong parties were again sent over the battle-field
to collect any wounded who had escaped the search of the
night before.  As soon as these were collected the whole of
the wounded were placed in ambulance wagons and country
carts, and despatehed to Brussels.

Presently a general movement of the great baggage trains
was observed by the troops to be taking place, and the long
column moved along the road to the North. The duke hml
sent off a staff-officer at daybreak to ascertain the state of
things at Ligny; he returned with the report that the
Prussians had left the field. He then sent out a small
party of cavalry under Lieutenant-colonel Sir Alexander
Gordon. This officer pushed forward until he encountered
General Zieten, who was still at Sombreuf, but a mile distant
from the battlefiell. The general informed him of the
whole events of the preceding day, and gave him the im
portant intelligence that Blucher had retreated to Wavre,
and would join hands with Wellington at Mount St. Jean,
which the English general had previously fixed upon as the
scene of the battle for the defence of Brussels.
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The news relieved Wellington of all anxiety. It had been
before arranged that Blucher, if defeated, should if possible
fall back to Wavre; but it was by no means certain that
he would be able to do this, and had he been compelled by
the events of the conflict to retire upon his base at Namur he
would have been unable to effect a junction for some days
with Wellington, and the latter would have been obliged
single-handed to bear the whole brunt of Napoleon’s attack.
The latter’s plans had indeed been entirely based on the
supposition that Blucher would retreat upon Namur; and in
order to force him to do so he had abstained from all attack
upon the Prussian left, and employed his whole strength
against the right and centre, so as to swing him round,
and force him to retire by way of Namur.

As soon as Wellington learned that Blucher had carried
out the arrangement agreed upon his mind was at ease.
Orders were sent off at once to the troops advancing from
various directions that they should move upon Mount St.
Jean. All the haggage was sent hack to Brussels, while
provisions for the troops were to be left at Mount St.
Jean, where also the whole of the ammunition wagons
were to be concentrated. Horsemen were sent along the
road to keep the baggage train moving, and they had orders
that if the troops at Quatre Bras fell back upon them they
were at once to clear the road of all vehicles.

Having issued all these orders, and seen that everything
was in train, Wellington allowed the troops at Quatre Bras
to rest themselves, and ordered their dinners to be cooked.
No movement was yet to be seen on the part of the French;
there was, therefore, no occasion to hurry. Those, therefore,
of the men who were not out on patrol stretched themselves
on the ground and rested till noon. Dinner over the in-
fantry marched off in two columns, the cavalry remaining
until four o'clock in the afternoon, when upon the advance
of Ney in front and Napoleon on the left they fell back, and
after some sharp skirmishes with the enemy’s light cavalry
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joined the infantry before nightfall in their position near
Mount St. Jean and Waterloo. Rain had fallen for a time
during the afternoon of the battle, and now at four o’clock
it again began to come down heavily, soaking the troops to
the skin.

““This is miserable, Stapleton,” Ralph said to his friend,
after the regiment had piled arms on the ground pointed
out to them by the officers of the quarter-masters’department.

“T am rather glad to hear you say it is miserable, Ralph.
T was certainly thinking so myself; but you always accuse me
of being a grumbler, so T thought T would hold my tongue.”

Ralph laughed. I don’t think anyone could deny that
it is miserable, Stapleton; but some people keep up their
spirits under miserable circumstances and others don’t.
This is one of the occasions on which it is really very
hard to feel cheerful. There is not a dry thing in the
regiment; the rain is coming down steadily and looks as if
it meant to keep it up all night. The ground is fast turning
into soft mud, and we have got to sleep upon it, or rather
in it; for by the time we are ready to lie down it will be
soft enough to let us sink right in. I think the best plan
will be to try to get hold of a small bundle of rushes or
straw, or something of that sort, to keep our heads above it,
otherwise we shall risk suffocation.”

“It is tly,” Stapleton said emphatically. “Took at
the men; what a change in them since we marched along
this road yesterday. Then they were full of fun and spirits,
now they look washed out and miserable. Were the French
to attack us now you wouldn’t see our men fight as you did
yesterday.”

“But you must remember, Stapleton, the French are just
as wet as we ave. This is not a little private rain of our own,
you know, got up for our special annoyance; but it extends
right over the country.”

"« What nonsense you talk, Conway; as if I didn’t know
that.”

i;




318 THE BATTLE-FIELD.

“Well, you spoke as if you didnt, Stapleton; but you
will see the fellows will fight when they are called upon.
Just at present they are not only wet but they are
disgusted. And I own it is disgusting after fighting as
lard as we did yesterday to find it's all been of no use,
and that instead of marching against the enemy we are
marching away from them. Of course it can’t be helped;
and if we had waited another half hour we should have had
all the French army on us, and yesterday’s work would have
been mere child’s play to it. Still I can quite enter into
the soldiers’ feelings. ~ Of course they do not understand the
position, and regard it as simply a retreat instead of a mere
shifting of ground to take up a better position and fight
again to-morrow.

“Still this is a nice position, isn’t it? You see there’s
room enough along on the top of this slope for our whole
army, and our guns will sweep the dip between us and the
opposite rise, and if they attack they will have to experience
the same sensations we did yesterday, of being pounded
and pounded without the satisfaction of heing able to return
their fire.

“They must cross that dip to get at us—at least if they
attack, which I suppose they will, as they will-be the
strongest party—and our artillery will be able to play upon
them splendidly from this road. Then, too, there are two or
three farmhouses nearer our side than theirs, and I suppose
they will be held in force.

“That looks rather a nice old place among the trees there
on our right. It has a wall and inclosure, and they will
have hard work to turn us out of it. Yes, I call this a
fine place for a battle; and we shall have the advantage
here of being able to sce all over the field and of knowing
what is going on in other places, while yesterday one couldn't
see three yards before one. During the whole time one was
fighting, one felt that it might be of no use after all, for we
might be getting smashed up in some other part of the field.”
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“T never thought anything about it,” Stapleton said.
“My only idea was that I must look as if I wasn't afraid,
and must set a good example to the men, and that it was all
very unpleasant, and that probably my turn might come
next, and that I would give a good deal for something like
a gallon of beer. As far as I can remember those were my
leading ideas yesterday.

“Well, Denis, what is it1” Ralph asked his servant, who
approached with a long face.

“Have you any dry tinder about you, your honour? I
have been trying to strike a light for the last half hour till
the tinder-box is full of water, and T have knocked all the
skin off my knuckles.”

“That’s bad, Denis; but T don’t think you will get a fire
anyhow. The wood must be all too soaked to burn.”

T think it will go, sor, if T can once get it to light, T
have pulled up some pea-sticks from an old woman’s garden;
and the ould witch came out and began at me as if I was
robbing her of her eldest daughter. It was lucky I had a
shilling about me, or be jabbers she would have brought down
the provost’s guard upon me, and then maybe I would have
had my back warmed the least taste in the world more
than was pleasant. I hid the sticks under a wagon to keep
them dry, and Mike Doolan is standing sentry over them.
I promised him a stick or two for his own kindling. The
weather is too bad entirely, your honour, and the boys are
well nigh broken-hearted at turning their backs to the
Frenchmen.”

«Ah well, they will turn their faces to-morrow, Denis;
and as for the weather, I guess you have got wet bcfon
now digging praties in the old country.”

T have that, your honour, many and many a time;
and it's little T cared for it. But then there was a place
to go into, and dry clothes to put on, and a warm male
to look forward to, with perhaps a drop of the crater
afterwards; and that makes all the difference in the
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world.  What we are going to do to-night, sorra of me
knows.”

“You will have to lie down in the mud, Deni:

«Ts it lie down, your honour? And when shall I get the
mud off my uniform? and what will the duke say in the
morning if he comes round and sees me look like a hog
that has been rowling in his stye?”

“You won't be worse than anyome else, Denis; you
see, we shall all be in the same boat. Well, here’s the
tinder. I should recommend you to break up a cartridge,
and sprinkle the powder in among the leaves that you light
your fire with.”

“That's the difficulty, your honour; I have got some
wood, but divil a dry leaf can I find.”

“Look here, Denis. Open your knapsack under the
wagon, and take out a shirt and tear it into strips. You
will soon get a fire with that, and we can easily replace the
shirt afterwards.”

“That's a grand idea, your honour. That will do it, sure
enough.  Faith, and when the boys see how I do it, there
will be many a shirt burnt this evening.”

“But how about wood, Denis?”

“There’s plenty of wood, your honour. The commissaries
have had two or three score of wood-cutters at work on the
edge of the forest all day, and there’s timber felled and split.
enough for all of us and to spare. The pioneers of all the
regiments have gone off with their axes to help, and I will
arrant there will be a blaze all along the line presently.
Now I will be off, your honour; for the cooks are ready to
boil the kettles as soon as we can get a fire.”

Great masses of the enemy could now be seen arriving on
the crest of the opposite rise. Presently these broke up
into regiments, and then moved along the crest, halted,
and fell out. It w: dent that nothing would be done
till next morning, for it was already beginning to get dusk.

In a few minutes smoke rose in the rear of the regiment,
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and ere long half a dozen great fires were blazing. Men
came from the regiments near to borrow brands. The news
soon spread along the line of the means by which the 28th had
kindled their fires, and, as Denis had foretold, the number of
shirts sacrificed for this purpose was large. Strong parties
from each regiment were told off to go to the wood-piles and
bring up logs, and in spite of the continned downfall of rain
the men’s spirits rose, and merry laughs were heard among
the groups gathered round the fires. The officers had one
to themselyes; and a kettle was soon boiling, and tin cups
of strong grog handed round.  Of food, however, there was
little beyond what seraps remained in the haversacks; for
the commissariat wagons had retired from Quatre Bras to
leave room for those carrying the ammunition, and were
now so far in the rear that it was impossible to get at their
contents, and distribute them among the troops. For an
hour or two they chatted round the fire, and discussed the
probabilities of the struggle that would begin in the morning.

Just as night fell there was a sharp artillery fight between
two batteries of Picton’s division and the same number of
the French. The latter commenced the fight by opening fire
upon the infantry position, but were too far away to do much
harm. Picton’s guns got the range of a column of infantry,
and created great havoe among them. Darkness put a stop
to the fight, but until late at night skirmishes took place
between the outposts. A troop of the 7th Hussars charged
and drove back a body of light cavalry, who kept on dis-
turbing the videttes; and the 2nd Light Dragoons of the
king's German legion, posted in front of Hougoumont,
charged and drove back a column of the enemy’s cavalry
that approached too close.

Gradually the fires burnt low—the incessant downpour
of rain so drenching the logs that it was impossible to keep
them alight—and the troops lay down, with their knapsacks
under their heads, turned the capes of the greatcoats over
their faces, and in spite of the deep soft mud below them,
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and the pouring rain above, soon sank to sleep. Al night
long a deep sound filled the air, telling of the heavy trains
of artillery and ammunition wagons arriving from the rear
to both armies. But nothing short of a heavy cannonade
would have aroused the weary soldiers from their deep
sleep.

At twelve o'clock Ralph was called up, as his company
had to relieve that which furnished the posts in front of the
position of the regiment. The orders were not to fire unless
fired upon. A third of the men were thrown out as sentries;
the others lay upon the ground, fifty yards in rear, ready
to move forward to their support if necessary. Captain
O’Connor left Ralph with the reserve, and himself paced up
and down along the line of sentries, who were relieved every
hour until morning broke, when the company rejoined the
regiment,

The troops could now obtain a view of the ground upon
which they were to fight. Their line extended some two
miles in length, along the brow of a gradually sloping rise,
the two extremities of which projected somewhat beyond
the centre. The ground was open, without woods or hedge-
rows. About half-way down the slope lay four farms.  On
the right was Hougoumont; a chateau with farm buildings
attached to it and a chapel. In front of this lay a thick wood
with a close hedge, and the house and farm buildings were
surrounded by a strong wall. In front of the centre of the
line lay the farm and inclosures of La Haye Sainte abutting
on the main Charleroi road, which, as it passed the farm,
ran between two deep banks. In front of the left of the
line were the hamlets of Papelotte and La Haye. At the
top of the ridge the ground sloped backwards, and the
infantry were posted a little in rear of the crest, which hid
them from the sight of the enemy, and protected them from
artillery fire. The whole of the slope, and the valley beyond
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it, was covered with waving corn or high grass, now ready for
cutting.

Upon the opposite side of the valley there was a similar rise,
and on this was the French position. Nearly in the centre of
this stood the farm called La Belle Alliance, close to which
Napoleon took up his stand during the battle. Behind the
British position the ground fell away and then rose again
gently to a crest, on which stood the villages of Waterloo
and Mount St. Jean. The great forest of Soignies extended
to this point, so that if obliged to fall back Wellington had
in his rear a position as defensible as that which he now
ocupied.

The allies were arranged in the following order:—On the
extreme left were Vandelewr’s and Vivian’s light cavalry
brigades. Then came Picton’s division, the first line being
composed of Hanoverians, Duteh, and Belgians, with Pack’s

British brigade, which had suffered so severely in Quatre
Bras, in its rear, and Kempt’s brigade extending to the
Charleroi road. Alten’s division was on the right of Picton’s.
Its second brigade, close to the road, consisted of the 1st and
2nd light battalions of the German legion, and the 6th and
8th battalions of the line. The 2nd German battalion was
stationed in the farm of La Haye Sainte. Next to these
came a Hanoverian brigade, on the right of whom wero
Halket's British brigade. On the extreme right was Cooke’s
division, consisting of two brigades of the guards, having
with them a Nassan regiment, and two companies of
Hanoverian riflemen.

Behind the infantry line lay the cavalry. In reserve were a
brigade of the fourth division, the whole of the second division,
and the Brunswickers, Dutch, and Belgians. The artillery
were placed at intervals between the infantry, and on various
commanding points along the ridge.

The Duke had expected to be attacked early, as it was of
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the utmost importance to Napoleon to crush the British before
the Prussians could come up; but the rain, which began to
hold up as daylight appeared, had so soddened the deep soil,
that Napoleon thought that his cavalry, upon whom he
greatly depended, would not be able to act, and he there-
fore lost many precious hours before he set his troops in
motion.

From the British position the heavy masses of French
troops could be seen moving on the opposite heights to get
into the position assigned to them; for it was scarcely a mile
from the crest of one slope to that of the other.

In point of numbers the armies were not ill-matched.
Wellington had 49,608 infantry, 12,402 cavalry, 5645
artillerymen, and 156 guns. Napoleon, who had detached
Grouchy with his division in pursuit of the Prussians, had
with him 48,950 infantry, 15,765 cavalry, 7232 artillery-
men, and 246 guns. He had, therefore, 4300 men and 90
guns more than Wellington. But this does not represent
the full disparity of strength, for Wellington had but 18,500
British infantry including the German legion—who having
fought through the Peninsular were excellent troops—7800
cavalry, and 3500 artillery. The remainder of his force
consisted of troops of Hanover, Brunswick, Nassan, Holland,
and Belgium, upon whom comparatively little reliance could
be placed. The British infantry consisted almost entirely of
young soldiers; while the whole of Napoleon's force were
veterans.

As early as six o'clock in the morning both armies had
taken up the positions in which they were intended to fight.
The British infantry were lying down, the cavalry dismounted
in their rear, and so completely were they hidden from the
sight of the French that Napoleon believed they had retreated,
and was greatly enraged at their having, as he supposed,
escaped him. While he was expressing his annoyance,
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General Foy, who had served against the duke in the
Peninsula, rode up and said:

“Your majesty is distressing yourself without just reason.
Wellington never shows his troops until they are needed.
A patrol of horse will soon find out whether he is before us
or not, and if he be I warn your majesty that the British
infantry are the very devil to fight.”

The emperor soon discovered that the British were still
in front of him; for the English regiments were directed to
clean their arms by firing them off, and the heavy fusillade
reached Napoleon’s ears. At eight o'clock Wellington, who
was anxiously looking over in the direction from which he
expected the Prussians to appear, saw a body of mounted
men in the distance, and soon afterwards a Prussian orderly
rode in and informed him that they were on the march to
his assistance, and would soon be on the field.

Grouchy had, in fact, altogether failed to intercept them.
Napoleon had made up his mind that after Ligny the
Prussians would retreat towards Namur, and sent Grouchy
in pursuit of them along that road. That officer had gone
many miles before he discovered the route they had really
taken, and only came up with the rear of their column at
Wavre on the morning of Waterloo. Blucher left one divi-
sion to oppose him, and marched with the other three to join
Wellington.

It was not until nearly ten o'clock that the French attack
began; then a column moved down from the heights of La
Bello Alliance against the wood of Hougoumont, nml it

pproached the leading broke up into sl
order. As these arrived within musketry range a scattering
fire broke out from the hedges in front of the wood, and
the battle of Waterloo had begun.

Soon from the high ground behind Hougoumont the
es of artillery opened fire on the French column.  Its
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skirmishers advanced bravely, and, constantly reinforced,
drove back the Hanoverian and Nassau riflemen in front of
the wood. Then Bull's battery of howitzers opened with shell
upon them; and so well were these served that the French
skirmishers fell back, hotly pressed by the 1st and 2nd brigade
of guards issuing from the chatean. The roar of cannon
speedily extended along both crests; the British aiming at
the French columns, the French, who could see no foes with
the exception of the lines of skirmishers, firing upon the
British batteries. The French therefore suffered severely,
while the allies, sheltered behind the crest, were only exposed
to the fire of the shot which grazed the ground in front,
and then came plunging in among them.

Prince Jerome, who commanded on Napoleon's left, sent
strong columns of support to his skirmishers acting against
the right of the wood of Hougoumont, while Foy’s division
moved to attack it in front. In spite of a terrific fire of
artillery poured upon them these brave troops moved on,
supported by the concentrated fire of their powerful artillery
against the British position. The light companies of the
guards, after an obstinate resistance, were forced back through
the wood. The French pushed on through the trees until
they reached the hedge, which seemed to them to be the
only defence of the buildings. But thirty yards in the rear
was the orchard wall, flanked on the right by the low brick
terraces of the garden. The whole of these had been care-
fully loopholed, and so terrible a storm of fire opened upon
the French that they recoiled and sought shelter among the
trees and ditches in the rear. "

Jerome, seeing that his skirmishers had won the wood,
and knowing nothing of the formidable defences that arrested
their advance, poured fresh masses of men down to their
assistance. Although they suffered terribly from the British
artillery fire, they gathered in the wood in such numbers
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that they gradually drove back the defenders into the build-
ings and yard, and completely surrounded the chateau. The
defenders had not even time properly to barricade the gate.
This was burst open, and dense masses rushed in. The
guards met them with the bayonet, and after fierce fighting
drove them out and closed the gate again, and with their
musketry fire compelled them to fall back from the buildings
Somo of the French, however, advanced higher up the slope,
and opened fire upon one of the batteries with such effect
that it had to withdraw. Four fresh companies of the guards
advanced against them, cleared them away, and reinforced
the defenders of the chatean.

A desperate fight raged round the buildings, and one of
the enemy’s shells falling upon the chateau set it on fire.
But the defence still continued, until Lord Saltoun, repulsing
a desperate attack, and reinforced by two companies which
came down the hill to his assistance, drove the enemy hack
and recaptured the orchard. This desperate conflict had
lasted for three hours.

While it was going on Ney led 20,000 men against the
centre and left of the British position, advancing as usual
in heavy column. Just as they were setting out at one
o'clock Napoleon discovered the Prussians advancing,

He sent off a despatch to Grouchy ordering him to move
ight upon the field of battle; but that general did not
eive it until seven in the evening, when the fight
s nearly over. It was just two when the columns
poured down the hill, their attack heralded by a terrific fire
upon the British line opposed to them. The slaughter
among Picton’s division was great; but although the Dutch
and Hanoverians were shaken by the iron hail, they stood
their ground. When the columns reached the dip of the
valley and began to ascend the slopes towards the British
division they threw out clouds of skirmishers, and between
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these and the light troops of the allies firing at once began,
and increased in volume as the French neared the advanced
posts of La Haye Suinte, Papelotte, and La Haye.

The division of Durette drove out the Nassau troops from
Papelotte; but reinforcements arrived from the British
line, and the French in turn were expelled. The other
three French columns advanced steadily, with 30 light guns
in the intervals between them. Donzelat’s brigade attacked
La Haye Sainte, and, in spite of a gallant resistance by the
Germans, made its way into the orchard and surrounded
the inclosures.  Another brigade, pushing along on the
other side of the Charleroi road, were met by the fire of two
companies of the rifle brigade who occupied a sand-pit there,
and by their heavy and accurate fire checked the French
advance. The other two di ns moved straight against
that part of the crest held by Picton’s division.

The men of the Dutch-Belgian brigade, as soon as fire
was opened upon them, lost all order and took to their heels,
amid the yells and execrations of the brigades of Kempt
and Pack behind them, and it was with difficulty that the
British soldiers were kept from firing into the fugitives.
The Dutch artillery behind them tried to arrest the mob;
but nothing could stop them—they fairly ran over guns,
men, and horses, rushed down the valley and through the
village of Mount St. Jean, and were not seen again in the
field during the rest of the day. Picton’s division was now
left alone to bear the brunt of the French attack. The
battle at Quatre Bras had terribly thinned its ranks, and
the two brigades together did not muster more than 3000
men. Picton formed the whole in line, and prepared to
resist the charge of 13,000 infantry, besides heavy masses
of cavalry, who were pressing forward, having in spite of a
stout resistance driven in the riflemen from the sand-pit and
the road above it. ~As the columns neared the British line




THE CHARGE OF THE HEAVY CAVALRY. 329

the fire from the French batteries suddenly ceased, their
own troops now serving as a screen to the Br
heads of the columns halted and began to deploy into line.
Picton seized the moment, and shouted “A volley, and then
charge!”

The French were but thirty yards away. A tremendous
volley was poured into them, and then the British with a
shout rushed forward, scrambled through a double hedge-
row that separated them from the French, and fell upon
them with the bayonet. The charge was irresistible. Taken
in the act of deploying, the very numbers of the French
told against them, and they were borne down the slope in
confusion. Picton, struck by a musket ball in the head, fell
dead, and Kempt assumed the command, and his brigade
followed up the attack and continued to drive the enemy down
the hill. In the meantime the French cavalry were approach
ing. The cuirassiers had passed La Haye Suinte, and almost
cut to picces a Hanoverian battalion which was advancing
to reinforce the defenders.

At this moment Lord Edward Somerset led the house-
hold brigade of cavalry against the cuirassiers, and the ¢lite
of the cavalry of the two nations met with a tremendous
shock; but the weight and impetus of the heavy British
horsemen, aided by the fact that they were descending the
hill, while their opponents had hardly recovered their for
mation after cutting up the Hanoverians, proved irresist-
ible, and the cuirassiers were driven down the hill. A
desperate hand-to-hand conflict took place; and it was here
that Shaw, who had been a prize-fighter before he enlisted
in the 2nd Life Guards, killed no less than seven French-
men with his own hand, receiving, however, so many wounds,
that on the return of the regiment from its charge he could

no longer sit his horse, and crawling behind a house died
there from loss of blood.
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While the 2nd Life Guards and 1st Dragoon Guards pur-
sued the cuirassiers down the slope, the Royals, Scots
Greys, and Inniskillens rode to the assistance of Pack’s
brigade, which had been assailed by four strong brigades of
the enemy. Pack rode along at the front of his line calling
upon his men to stand steady. The enemy crossed a hedgo
within forty yards of the 92nd, and delivered their fire.
The Highlanders waited till they approached within half
the distance, and then pouring in a volley, charged with
levelled bayonets. The French stood firm, and the 92nd,
numbering less than 250 men, burst in among them; a
mere handful among their foes. But just at this moment
Ponsonby’s heavy cavalry came up, and passing through the
intervals of the companies and battalions, fell upon the
French infantry. In vain the enemy endeavoured to keep
their formation; their front was burst in, their centre pene-
trated, and their rear dispersed, and in five minutes the
great column was a mass of fugitives. Great numbers were
killed, and 2000 prisoners taken.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE ROUT.

HILE Pack’s brigade sccured the prisoners taken by
the cavalry and sent them to the rear, the cavalry
themselves continued their charge. In vain Ponsonby
ordered the trumpeters to sound the ]mlt Carried away
by the of their in which
the horses shared—the three regiments galloped on. The
Royals on the right fell upon two French regiments ad-
vancing in column, broke them, and cut them up terribly.
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The Inniskillens also fell on two French line regiments,
shattered them with their charge, and took great numbers
of prisoners, whole companies running up the hill and sur-
rendering to the infantry in order to escape from the terrible
horsemen.

The cavalry were now terribly scattered; the three regi-
ments of Ponsonby’s brigade were far down in the valley,
as were the 2nd Life Guards and 1st Dragoon Guards. The
Ist Life Guards and the Blues were still engaged with the
cuirassiers opposed to them for these, although driven back,
edly. Tlm Greys, who should have been
in reserve, galloped ahead and joined Ponsonby’s squadrons,
and the two brigades of heavy cavalry were far away from
all support. W ||cn they reached the bottom of the hill a
tremendous fire was poured from a compact corps of infantry
and some pieces of cannon on the right into the Royals,
Tnniskillens, and 2nd Life Guards, and a fresh column of
cuirassiers advanced against them. They wheeled about
and fell back in great confusion and with heavy loss, their
horses being completely blown with their long gallop across
the heavy ground.

These regiments had fared, however, hetter than the
Gireys, Royals, and Tnniskillens on the left, for they, having
encountered no infantry fire, had charged up the hill until
level with the French guns, when, turning sharp to the left,
they swept along the line cutting up the artillerymen, until
suddenly they were charged by a bri
a large body of mfmu;, threatened their line of retreat.
lomm.mly at this moment the light cavalry came up to
their assistance,

Riding right through the infantry column the light
cavalry fell upon the French lancers and rolled them over
with the fury of their charge, and then charged another
regiment of lancers and checked their advance. Light and
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heavy horse were now mixed up together, and a fresh
body of French cavalry coming up, drove them down the
hill with great loss—they being saved, indeed, from total
destruction by the 11th Hussars, who, coming up last, had
kept their formation. Covered by these the remnants of
the cavalry regained their own crest on the hill, and re-
formed under cover of the infantry. General Ponsonby
was killed, and his brother, the colonel of the 12th, severely
wounded and left on the field.

‘While this desperate fight had been raging on the centre
and left, fresh columns had advanced from Jerome's and
Foy’s divisions against Hougoumont, and had again, after
obstinate fighting, captured the orchard and surrounded the
chateau, but were once more repulsed by a fresh battalion of
guards who moved down the slope to the assistance of their
hardly-pressed comrades. Then for a while the fighting
slackened, but the artillery duel raged as fiercely as ever.
The gunners on both sides had now got the exact range,
and the carnage was tervible. The French shells again set
Hougoumont on fire, and all the badly-wounded who had
been carried inside perished in the flames.

At the end of an hour fresh colummns of attack moved
against the chateau, while at the same moment forty
squadrons of cavalry advanced across the valley towards
the English position.

The English batteries played upon them with round shot,
and, as they came near, with grape and canister; but the
horsemen rode on, and at a steady trot arrived within forty
yards of the English squares, when with a shout they gal-
loped forward, and in a moment the whole of the advanced
batteries of the allies were in their possession; for Welling-
ton’s orders had been that the artillerymen should stand to
their guns till the last moment, and then run for shelter be-
hind the squares. The French cavalry paused for a moment



FRENCH CAVALRY AND BRITISH SQUARES. 333

in astonishment at the sight that met their eyes. They had
ved that the British were broken and disorganize:
oner had they passed over the slope than the
h and German squares bristling with bayonets and
standing calm and immovable.

The artillery on both sides had ceased their fire, and a
dead silence had succeeded the terrible din that had
but a moment before. Then with a shout the ca
charged, but in no case did they dash against the hedges
of bayonets, from which a storm of fire was now pouring.
Breaking into squadrons they rode through the inter-
vals between the squares and completely enveloped them
but Lord Uxbhridge gathered the remains of the British
cavalry together, charged them, and drove them back
through the squares and down the hill. Receiving rein-
forcements the French again advanced, again enveloped the
squares, and were again hurled back.

‘While this was going on the battle was still r:
Hougoumont and La Haye Sainte, against which a portion
of Reille’s division had advanced; but the Germans resisted
as obstinately as did the guards, and as the French cavalr)
red for the second time the infantry fell back, and for a
timo the slope of the English position was again clear of the
enemy.

For a time the battle languished, and then Napoleon
brought up thirty-seven fresh squadrons of cavalry, and
these, with the remains of those who had before charged,
rode up the slope. But although they swept on and passed
the British squares, they could not succeed in shaking them.
A body of horse, however, sweeping down towards the Dutch
and Belgians at the end of the line, these at once marched
off the field without firing a musket, and the brigade of
ry with them galloped away at full speed.

The position was a singular one; and had Napoleon

re




334 THE PRUSSIANS ARRIVE.

ordered his infantry to advance in the rear of the cavalry,
the issue of the day might have been changed. In appear-
ance the French were masters of the position. Their masses
of cavalry hid the British squares from sight. The British
cavalry were too weak to charge, and most of the guns were
in the possession of the French; but the latter’s infantry
were far away, and after sustaining the fire of the squares for
a long time, the cavalry began to draw off. Lord Uxbridge
now endeavoured to pers su'ule the Cumberland Hmmvcrmn
Hussars, who had not so far been engaged, to charge; but
instead of obeying orders they turned and rode off, and
never drew bridle until they reached Brussels, where they
reported that the British army had been destroyed.

Adams’ brigade were now brought up from the reserve,
and drove back the French infantryand cavalry who had come
up to the top of the erest beyond Hougoumont. On the
other side Ney sent a column against La Haye Sainte. The
Germans made a gallant stand; but they were cut off from
Itogether without
ammunition; and although they defended themselves with
their hayonets to the end, they were slain almost to a man,
and La Haye Sainte was captured at last. But beyond this
the French could not advance; and though column after
column moved forward to the attack on the crest, they were
each and all beaten back.

It was now nearly seven o'clock in the evening, and the
Prussians were engaged at St. Lambert, Napoleon having
detached Lobau’s corps to arrest their progress. Their march
had been a terrible one. They had to traverse country roads
softened by the rain; the men were up to their ankles in
mud, guns and carriages stuck fast, and it was not until
after tremendous efforts that the leading squadron of their
cavalry passed through the wood of Wavre and came in
view of the battle that was raging. It was then past four

all assistance, and were
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oclock, and another hour passed before any considerable
number of infantry arrived. It was at this time Napoleon
sent Lobau against them. He was able for a time to resist
their advance; but as fresh troops came up from the rear
the Prussians began to win their way forward, and Napoleon
was obliged to send two more divisions of the Young Guard
to check them.

He now saw that all was lost unless he could, before the
whole of the Prussian army arrived, break down th t-
ance of the British. He therefore prepared for a final effort.
Ney was to collect all his infantry, and, advancing past La
Haye Sainte, to fall upon the centre of the British line.
The guard, who had hitherto been held in reserve, was to
pass Hougoumont and attack the left centre. The cavalry
were to follow in support.

A cannonade even more heavy and terrible than before,
for the guns of the reserve had been brought up, opened upon
thoe British, and the squares were now melting away fast.
But no reinforcements could be sent to them, for the whole
of the British troops were now in action, and their allies
had for the most part long before left the field.

Every gun was brought to the front, the remains of the
cavalry gathered together as a reserve; and some of the
Prussians now approaching the left, the cavalry there were
brought to the centre to aid in the defence of the threatened
point. Just as these arrangements were completed the
enemy advanced in tremendous force from the inclosure of
La Haye Sainte, and with their fire so completely mastered
that of the remnants of the infantry, that their light guns
were brought up to within a hundred yards of the British
line and opened with grape upon the squares, Two Hano-
verian battalions were almost annihilated, the brigade of
the German legion almost ceased to exist.

A Brunswick cavalry regiment that had hitherto fought
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gallantly lost heart and would have fled had not the British
cavalry behind them prevented them from doing so.

In the meantime the Imperial Guard in two heavy columns,
led by Ney himself, were advancing, the guards being fol-
lowed by every available man of the infantry and cavalry.
One of these columns skirted the inclosure of the Hougou-
mont, the other moved against the centre. They pressed

| forward until they reached the top of the slope, and a hun-
dred cannon were brought up and unlimbered, while the
artillery on the opposite slope rained round shot and shell
upon the British squares and artillery. The English guns
tried in vain to answer them: they were wholly overmatched.
Gun after gun was dismounted, horses and men destroyed;
but as soon as the leading column of the guards reached
the point when their own guns had to cease fire, the English
artillery opened again, and terrible was the havoc they made
in the dense columns. Still the guard pressed on until they
reached the top of the crest; and then the British guards
leapt to their feet and poured in a tremendous volley at
close quarters, fell on the flank of the column, broke it, and
hurled it down the hill
I The guards were recalled and prepared to oppose the
second column, but their aid was not needed; the 52nd
| threw themselves upon its flank, the 71st and 95th swept
its head with their volleys, and as the column broke and
retired the Duke of Wellington gave the orders the men
had been longing for since the fight began. The squares
| broke into lines, and the British, cheering wildly, descended
| the crest. The French retreat became a rout, cavalry and
infantry fell upon them, the artillery plied them with their
fire, the Prussians poured down upon their flank. By eight
clock the splendid army of Napoleon was a mass of dis-
organized fugitives.
For ten hours the battle had raged. To the men in the
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squares it scemed a lifetime. “When shall we get at them ?
when shall we get at them?” was their constant cry as the
round shot swept their ranks, although from thei powluon
behind the crest they could see nothing of their enemies.
Nothing is harder than to suffer in inactivity, and the efforts
of the officers were principally directed to appeasing the im-
patience of their men. “Our turn will come presently, lads.”
“Yes, but. who will be alive when it does come!?” a quer;
which was very hard to answer, as hour by hour the ranks
melted away. Although they kept a cheerful countenance
and spoke hopefully to the men, it seemed to the officers
hemselves that the prospect was well nigh hopeless. Pic-
ton’s brigade mustered scarce half their strength when the
battle began. They were to have fought in the second line
this day; but the defection of their allies in front of them
had placed them in the front, and upon them and upon the
defenders of Hougoumont the brunt of the battle had fallen,
and as the squares grew smaller and smaller it seer
to the officers that the end must come before

“This cannot last,” Captain O'Connor said to Ralph when
the day was but half over. “They will never beat us, but
by the time they get here there will be nobody left to beat
I don't think we are more than two hundred strong now,
and every minute the force is diminis I don'’t wonder
nen are impatient. We bargained for fighting, but T
never reckoned on standing for hours to be shot at without
even a chance to reply.”

It was just after this that the French cavalry burst upon
the squares; but this cheered rather than depressed the
spirits of the men. For a time they were free from the
artillery fire, and now had a chance of active work. Thus
s the fire
aughed and joked, and it was with
the cuirassiers fall back before the cha

long.
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cavalry, for they knew that the moment this screen was
removed the French artillery would open again.

Ralph's chief sensation was that of wonder that he was.
alive; so overwhelming was the din, so incessant the rain of
shot, it seemed to him a marvel how anyone could remain
alive within its range.

Almost mechanically he repeated the orders, “Close up,
close up!” as the square dwindled and dwindled. He longed
as impatiently as the men for the advance, and would have
gladly charged against impossible odds rather than remain
immovable under fire. 'When the order at length came he
did not hear it. Just after the storm of fire that heralded
the advance of the guards broke out, a round shot struck
him high up on the loft arm. He was conscious only of &
dull, numbing sensation, and after that knew no more of
what was taking place.

It was pitch dark before he became conscious.  Fires were
burning at various points along the ridge; for when the
victory was complete the British retired to the position
they had held so long, and the Prussian cavalry took up
the pursuit. Fires had been lighted with broken gun
carriages and shattered artillery wagons, and parties with
torches were collecting the wounded. Ralph found that his
head was being supported, and that a hand was pouring
spirits and water down his throat. The hand was a shaky
one, and its owner was crying loudly. As he opened his
eyes the man broke into a torrent of thankful exclamations.

“The Lord be praised, Mr. Conway. Sure, I thought you
were dead and kilt entirely.”

“Is that you, Denis?”

“Sure and it's no one else, your honour.”

“Is the battle over”

“Tt is that. The French are miles away, and the Proosians
at their heels.”



AT THE MOMENT OF VICTORY:
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“What has happened to me, Denis?”

“Well, your honour’s hurt a bit in the arm, but it will all
come right presently.”

It was well for Ralph that he had been struck before the
order came for the advance, for as he fell the one surviving
surgeon of the regiment had at once attended to him, I
fixed a tourniquet on the stump of his arm, tied the artes
and roughly bandaged it. Had he not boen instantly seen
to he would have bled to death in a few minutes.

Denis now called to one of the parties who were moving
about with stretchers. Ralph was lifted on to it and carried
to the village of Waterloo, where he was placed in an
ambulance wagon, which, as soon as it was full, started for
Brussels.

The fighting was now over, and Denis asked leave to
accompany his master. The rout of the enemy had been
so thorough and complete that it was not thought probable
any serious resistance could be offered to the advance of the
allied armies to Paris, and he therefore obtained leave with-
out difficulty to remain with b
from exhaustion rather than pain on the journey to Brussels,
and several times became almost unconmscious. At four
'elock in the morning the ambulance stopped at a hand-
some house that its owner had placed at the disposal of the
authorities for the use of wounded officers. He was carried
upstairs and placed in bed in a room on the second storey.
Denis at once proceeded to install himself the He brought
down a mattress from a room above, laid it in the corner,
throwing his greatcoat over it, then as soon as he thought
the shops were open he hurried out and bought a kettle and
saucepan, two cups and tumblers, a small basin, and several
other articles

“There, your honour,” he said as he returned. “Now we
have got iverything we need, and I can make soups and
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drinks for your honour, and boil myself a tater widout
having to go hunting all over the house for the things to do
it with.”

A few minutes later two surgeons entered the room and
examined Ralph’s arm. They agreed at once that it was
necessary to amputate it three inches higher up. Ralph
winced when he heard the news.

“It won't hurt you very much,” one of the surgeons said.
“The nerves are all numbed with the shock they have
had, but it is absolutely necessary in order that a neat
stump may be made of it. The bone is all projecting now;
and even if the wound healed over, which I don’t think it
would, you would have trouble with it all your life.”

“Of course if it must be done it must,” Ralph said.
“There isn’t much left of it now.”

“There is not enough to be of much use,” the surgeon
agreed; “but even a shorter stump that you can fit appliances
on to will be a great deal more handy than one with which
nothing can be done.”

The operation was performed at once, and although Ralph
had to press his lips hard together to prevent himself from
crying out, he did find it less painful than he had ex-
pected. .

“There, you will do now,” the surgeon said. “Here, my
man, take that basin and a tumbler and run downstairs to
the kitchen. They will give you some broth there and some
weak spirits and water. Bring them up at once.”

Ralph took a spoonful or two of the broth, and a sip of
the spirits, and then lay back and presently dozed off to
sleep. Denis had followed the surgeons out of the room.

“What instructions is there, your honours?”

“Your master is just to be kept quiet. If he is thirsty
give him some lemonade. You can obtain that or anything
else you require below.”
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“And about myself, sir. T wouldn’t speak ahout it, but T
have had nothing to eat since yesterday morning, and T don’t
like leaving Mr. Conway alone even to buy myself a mouth-
ful.”

“You will not have regular rations, but all officers’ servants
and orderlies will obtain food below. Meals will be served
t in the morning, one, and six. You take down
your pannikin, and can either eat your food there or bring it
up here as you choose. Breakfast will not be ready for two
hours yet; but there are several others in the same plight as
yourself, and you will find plenty to eat below.”

Denis took his place by his master’s bedside until he saw
that he was sound asleep, then taking the pannikin from the
top of the knapsack he stole noiselessly out, and in two or
three minutes later returned with the pannikin full of soup,
a small loaf, and a ration of wine.

“By jabers,” he said to himself as he sat down to eat
them, “these are good quarters entirely. T should wish for
nothing better if it wasn’t for the master lying there.
Laslun«'i to eat and drink, and a room fit for a king.
Nothing to do but to wait upon his honour. I suppose
after to-day I shall be able to stale out for a few minutes
sometimes for a draw of me pipe. It would never do to be
smoking here. The master wouldn’t mind it; but T expect
them doctors would be for sending me back to my regiment
if they were to come in and smell it.”

After he had finished his meal, Denis took his seat by
Ralph's bedside; but he was thoroughly exhausted. He
1 not slept a wink since the night before the battle, and
after the fatigue of the day had heen tramping all night by
the side of the ambulance, which was constantly stopped by
the numerous vehicles that had broken down or been over-
turned by the way. After waking up suddenly with a jerk
once or twice, he muttered to himself, “T will just take five
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minutes on the bed, then I shall be all right again,” and
threw himself down on his mattress with his greatcoat for
a pillow, and slept for several hours. So heavy was his
slamber that he was not even roused when the surgeons
came round at ten o'clock to see how Ralph was. He had
just woke.

“How do you feel, Mr. Conway?”

«1 feel quite comfortable,” Ralph said, but shall be glad
of a drink. Where is my man?”

“He is asleep there in the corner,” the surgeon said.
T will give you a drink. of lemonade. The poor fellow
is worn out, no doubt.”

“Oh, yes; please don’t wake him,” Ralph said. I am
glad he is asleep; for he had all that terrible day yesterday,
and was on his feet all night. I sha’n’t want anything but
this lemonade; and I have no doubt I shall go straight off
to sleep again as soon as you have gone.”

[t was not until just one o’clock that Denis woke. Heat
once got up and went to Ralph’s side. The latter opened
his eyes.

“How do you feel now, your honour?”

«Oh, T am getting on very well, Denis. My arm hardly
hurts me at all at present. I expect it will ache worse
presently.”

“I have been having a few minutes’ sleep, your honour.
And now, if you don’t want me for a minute, I will run
down and see about breakfast. I should think it must be
nearly ready.”

“See about dinner you mean, Denis.  Why, it's just one
o'clock.”

“One o’clock!  Your honour must be draming.”

“I don’t think so, Denis. There is my watch on the
table.”

“Why, your honour does not mean to say,” Denis said in
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great astonishment, “that I have he(m sleeping for five hours?
The watch must have gone wro

“The watch is right enough, Denis. T heard it strike
twelve by the church clocks before I dozed off last time.
‘Why, the surgeons came in at ten o'clock and gave me some
lemonade.”

“And me to know nothing about it! Denis Mull
you ought to be ashamed of yourself—slaping like a pig in
a stye, with your master laying wounded there beside you,
and no one to look after him. I just laid down for five
minutes’ nap, your honour, seeing that you had gone off
into a heautiful sleep, and never dreamt of more than that.”

«Tt was the best thing you could do, Denis. You had
been twenty-four hours on your feet, and you would have
been fit. for nothing if you hadn’t had a good rest. Now
go downstairs and get your dinner, and when you come
back again you can bring me up a basin of broth and a piece
of bread. I begin to feel hungry; and that's a capital sign,
T believe.”

‘When Ralph had finished his broth he said to Denis, “I
sha'n’t want anything now for some time, Denis. You can
put a glass of lemonade within reach of my hand, and then
I shall do very well for an hour or two. I am quite sure
you must be dying for a pipe; so go out and take a turn.
Tt will freshen you up; and you can bring me be at
news you can gather as to the losses yesterday, and whether
the army started in pursuit of the French.”

It was some time before Denis would consent to leave the

st, seeing that Ralph really wished it, he
went out for an hour, and returned full of the rumours he
had picked up of the terrible losses of the British, and the
utiter rout of the French army. The next morning Ralph
had a great surprise; for just as he had finished his breakfast
there was a tap at the door, and a lady entered. Ralph

k w
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could hardly believe his eyes as his mother ran forward to
the bed. But the pressure of her arms and her kisses soon
showed him that it was a reality.

“Why, mother darling!” he exclaimed, “how on earth
did you get here?”

T came across in a smack to Ostend, Ralph, and then
came on by carriage. I got here last night, and learnt at the
quartermaster-general’s office that you were wounded and
were somewhere in Brussels, at least they believed you
were here somewhere, but they could not say where. They
let me have a copy of the list of the houses that had been
allotted for the use of wounded officers. It was too late to
begin the search last night, but I have been three hours
going round this morning. I saw the surgeon downstairs
and he told me—" and her lips quivered and her eyes filled
with tears.

“That I had lost my left arm, mother. Well, that is
nothing to fret about when thousands have been killed.
One can do very well without a left arm; and I think, on
the whole, that I have been wonderfully lucky. Denis!”
But Denis was not in the room, having, as soon as he had
discovered who Ralph’s visitor was, gone out to leave them
alone. “And have you made this journey all by yourself,
mother?”

“No, my dear. Mr. Tallboys was good enough to come
over to take care of me by the way.”

“Mr. Tallboys, mother! How did he know that you
were coming?”

“Well, I told him, Ralph. But that is a long story, and
you shall hear it another day. The doctor said you had better

not do much talking now. Mr. Tallboys will stay here a
day or two and then go home. I intend to take a room
somewhere close by and install myself here as your head
nurse.”
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“I sha’'n’t want much nursing, mother; but I shall be
delighted to have you with me. I have a capital servant.
The man I told you about in my letters. He is a most amusing
fellow, and very much attached to me. Do you know, he
got leave directly the battle was over, and was all night
\\Anlkmu by the side of the ambulance wagon. He is a
capital fellow. By the way, mother, I suppose the will has
not turned up yet! You said in your last letter you had
great hopes of its being found.”

“It has been found, Ralph; and it is all just as we
supposed. But how it was found, or anything about it, you
mustn’t ask at present. It is a long story, and I must
insist now that you lie quiet and go to sleep.”

“Well, T will try, mother. Will you just look outside the
door and sce if Denis is there? Denis, this is my mother,”
1 as the soldier came in. “She has come over to help
will be principally with me in the day-
time, you will be at liberty to be out whenever you I

“Sure, and I am glad the lady has come, Mr. Conw:
though I would have done the best I could for you. Still,
a man is but a poor crater in a sick-room. Can I get you
anything, ma'am 1
“Well, I have had nothing this morning, Denis; and if
ou could get me a cup of tea and some bread and butter,
f it is not against the rules, I should be very glad.”

“Sure, T will do that, ma’am, with the greatest pleasure in
life,” Denis said; and presently returned bringing up a tray
with tea, bread and butter, uul a plate of cold meat.

«Js there anything else, ma’am®”

“Well, Den should be very much obli
note from me to a gentleman named
you will find at the Hotel de L’Europe. Give it to him your-
Self if you can. He will be glad to hear from you about my
son, how he is going on and so on.”

1 if you will
allboys, whom

talk
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Tor the next few days Ralph’s arm was exceedingly pain-
ful, attended by a certain amount of fever. At the end of
that time he began to improve, and his wound made steady
progress towards recovery. After staying for four days at
Brussels, Mr. Tallboys had returned home. Mrs. Conway
and Denis divided the nursing between them, sitting up on
alternate nights.

A fortnight after Mrs. Conway’s arrival Ralph said,
«Now, mother, T shall be up tomorrow, and can therefore
be considered as fairly convalescent, so there can be no
reason now why you should not tell the story about the
finding of the will. You told me in one of your letters
before Christmas that Mr. Tallboys had failed altogether.
So how did it come to be found?”

Mrs. Conway thereupon told the story. When she came
to the point where she had gone as a servant to the Hall,
Ralph interrupted her with a loud protest. “I don't like
that, mother; I don’t like the idea of your having gone as a
servant, whatever the stake was. If I had been at home
and had known it, I certainly would not have let you go,
not if there had been ten fortunes to be gained by it. The
idea of your having to go and live as a scnam, and work
for people like that, is horrid!”

“There was nothing very unpleasant ot it, Ralph. T
had plenty to do and to think about, and the time passed a
great deal more rapidly than it would have done if I had
been staying at home all by myself. It would have been
very lonely and dull then; and I can assure you that I con-
sidered it no hardship at all being at the Hall. But you must
not interrupt me in my story. If you do I shall tell you
nothing more about it until you get home to England.”

This threat effectually sealed Ralph’s lips, and beyond
occasional exclamations he said nothing until the story was
ended.
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“Well, it's all very wonderful, mother,” he said; “and I
should never have thought for a moment that you were so
brave, and could have put things together like that, and
could have carried out such a scheme. But I am awfull
glad you have succeeded; because you had set your mind
on it, and the money will I hope make you quite comfort-
able. How much was it after all, mother? You never told
me that.”

It is half of Mr. Penfold’s estates, and of the money he
had invested, which is a very large sum, Ralph; although
I do not know how much.”

“Half the estate! Why, it will make me quite a rich man.
I never dreamt it was anything like that. T thought most
ely it was enough to continue the allowance that he said
he should make me. Why, mother, it is tremendous! And
what becomes of the other half?”

“That is left to Mahel Withers, Ralph. You two divide
everything that he left.”

«Well, that certainly is rather hard upon his sisters,”
Ralph said; “and T don’t blame them for being against
it. Though, of course, it was not right to keep the will
hidden.”

«Mr. Penfold did not leave anything to them, because
they are both very well provided for. Their father left
them a handsome sum at his death; and they have been
living at the Hall ever since, and can have spent nothing,
they must be very amply provided for. Their brother,
therefore, naturally considered he was perfectly at liberty to
leave his property as he chose. I do not think the Miss
Penfolds have the slightest reason to grumble, after livis
as they ]n\n done for the last twenty years at their Innklm s

expes
“Of course that makes a difference,” Ralph agreed; “it
certainly didn’t seem nice that Mabel and I, who are no
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relation by blood to Mr. Penfold, should come into the pro-
perty that his sisters expected would be theirs. But, of
course, now you explain it, it is different.”

I do not think in any case, Ralph, Mr. Penfold would
have left his fortune to his sisters. He was a man very
averse to exerting his own will, and I am sure that he sub-
mitted to, rather than liked, his sisters’ residence at the

. Hall. T know that he considered, and justly, that they had

once committed a cruel wrong upon him, and had in a way
spoilt his life. I question whether he really ever forgave
them.”

«T see, mother,” Ralph said. “Well now, about myself;
I should think there can be no occasion for me to continue
in the army unless I like?”

T hope you won't like, Ralph. In the first place T want
to have you with me; and in the second, you will be a large
landowner, and pr operty has its duties.”

“Well, there is no necessity to decide about that at pre-
sent. The doctor said yesterday I should certainly get
three months’ sick leave before I rejoined. By all we hear
the fighting is at an end, and there is no fear whatever
that Napoleon will have it in his power to cause trouble in
the future. They will take care of that, whatever they do
with him. Tf there is going to be peace everywhere, I do
not know that I should care very much ahout staying in
the army; but, as I said, we need not decide at present.”

Ten days later, Ralph was so far recovered that he was
able to return home with his mother. As soon as she in-
formed him of her arrival at Dover, Mr. Tallboys wrote to tell
her that he had had an interview in London with the Miss
Penfolds’ lawyer, who informed him that he had instrue-
tions from his clients to examine the will, and if satisfied of
its genuineness, to offer no opposition whatever to its being
proved. Mr. Tallboys had thereupon shown him the will,
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and had no difficulty in convincing him that it was the

document he himself had drawn up, and Mr. Penfold had
signed in his presence.
“The lawyer has placed all the deeds and documents ve-

lating to Mr. Penfold’s property in my hands, and, as I w
of course before well aware, my late client died worth a
very considerable property in addition to his large estates
in this country. For the last twenty years his
ceded his expenditure by an average of three thousand
and as the surpluses have been judiciously invested,

income has

a ye:
and as the prices of all funds and stocks now stand vastly
higher than they did during the course of the long war,
their total value now amounts to something over a hundred

and thirty thousand pounds.

“The property in this country was valued, at the time Mr.
Penfold drew up his will, at eighty thousand pounds; t
estates he left to your son, and the sum of eighty thousand
pounds, in various investments, to Miss Withers, and
directed that the residue, whatever it might be at his death,
should be equally divided between them. Your son’s share,
therefore, will amount to about twenty-five thousand
pounds. I may say that the outlying farms, which were
settled by deed as a security for the four hundred pounds
annually paid to you, are not included in the above valuation,
but are ordered to revert to the main estate upon your
decease.

“The ﬁunulllm; will all be completed in the course of a
from the totals to be divided
must be deducted lhc legacy duties, which, as your son and

Withe gers by blood to the testator, will be
Mr. 'lﬂt!llm) added that he heard the youn
fold was now recovering from her serious illness,
as not probable she would ever be again herself
He had received, he said, a letter that morning from their
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solicitor, saying, that as soon as Miss Eleanor Penfold could
be moved, which it was hoped would be in the course of
another week, the ladies would vacate possession of the
Hall

A fortnight later Mrs. Conway and Ralph leit Dover for
London, leaving orders with an agent to sell the furniture
of their house. All Ralph’s old friends on the shore had
been made happy with handsome presents. After a short
stay in London they went down, and Ralph took possession
of the Hall. He soon found there was abundance of occu-
pation for his time on the estate, and that this would be
increased when, as would doubtless be the case, he was
placed on the Commission of Peace for the county, as Her-
bert Penfold had been before him.

As soon as Ralph had completely recovered his health and
strength he told his mother that she must spare him for a
week, as he had promised that he would on the first oppor-
tunity go over to Dunkirk to see his friend Jacques.

He crossed by the packet from Dover to Calais, and thence
Dy coach to Dunkirk. Here he inquired among the fisher-
men for Jacques, and found that he had returned hefore
Napoleon broke out from Elba, and that he was owner
of a fishing smack which was now at sea. The next day
Jacques returned, and his delight at meeting Ralph was
unbounded. He took him home to his neat cottage, where
his pretty young wife was already installed. Ralph re-
mained two days with him, and obtained a promise from
him that he would once a year sail over to Weymouth and
pay him a visit.

“I am a rich man, Jacques, now. At present I see that
you want nothing, but should any accident befall your fishing
boat, or you have need for money from any other cause,
write to me, and the money for a new boat or for any other
purpose shall be yours at once. I could afford to give you
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a hundred boats without hurting myself, so do not hesitate
for a moment in letting me know if I can Jelp you. It
will be a real pleasure to me to do so.”

Jacques kept his promise, and never missed coming over
once a year to pay Ralph a visit, and as his five sons one
after another grew up to be able to manage boats for them-
selves, they were each presented one by Ralph. Jacques
himself prospered as a fisherman, and never required the
assistance Ralph would have been glad to give him.

Neither Ralph nor Mabel Withers was informed of the
expression of Mr. Penfold’s hopes in his will that they would
d, the two mothers g cordially
i ofeat the carrying out of Mr.
vishes as for the young people to have any
picions of them. They were still but boy and girl, and were
now perfectly happy in their unrestrained intercourse, for
not a day passed that the two families did not see something.
of each other; but had tl ad a suspicion of the truth it
would have rendered them shy and awkward with each
other, and have thrown them much more widely apart.

“We both hope that it will come about, Mrs. Conway,”
Mrs. Withers said one day; “and I certainly think there is
every prospect of it. Let us leave well alone, and allow it
to come about naturally and without interference.”

As soon as Ralph left the army he purchased Denis
Mulligan’s discharge, and the Irishman was installed as

Ralph’s special servant at the Hall, and remained
e to the end of his life. In due time the
|\1tuul change in the relations between the two young
people came about, and their youthful friendship ripened
into love. When Ralph was three-and-twenty, and Mabel
had just come of age, she changed her name and took up her
at the Hall, Mrs. Conway gladly handing over the

reins of government to her. She herself lived with her
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children, for she was almost as fond of Mabel as of Ralph,
to the end of a long life; and deep was the regret among
her children and grandchildren when she was at last laid
in Bilston Church, close to the resting-place of Herbert
Penfold.

THE END.
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For the Temple: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem. By
G. A Hextv, With 10 fullpage Tlustrations by Sotoxox J.
Sorowox: and a coloured Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine
edges, 6s.

N entyis evoromo of th foremast wrtersof st
prose pictures of the I owish resistance to
et of o oot wam of thavicatd Tt

ical tales

ud his graphic
adds anothe
s one of Mr. Hent

v

efforts.”—Graphis
“Th story is told with all the force of de seriptive power whi
author's war stories o famous, and many an o

O will deLght in this narrative of that awful p

has made tho
s the younger
‘Church Times.

g0 of istory

The Lion of the North: A Tale of Gustavus Adolphus and
the Wars of Religion. By G. A. Hextv. With 12 full;
Tllustrations by JoHN ScméNpERG. Crown 8vo, cloth el
olivine edges, 63.

‘A8 we might expect from M. Henty the talo s @ clever and instructive piece
o hitory, anl a4 Doya may bo trusted (o sead it conscientiousy, thy can hardly
fail to e roftd aa el as plased e 7

attempt, to infercst Titish u-n“v in the great deeds of the
wm. s in i w “.Hnm\mm Adolphus. Mackay, Hepbur, and Munro

el Ta Aic e s o Ukoas dosaeva ba1iva whoas lcipiiusd banad
:u.muxu ally the gori of the Taodern British army. A thenceum,

stirring story of stirring
classis of youttu et

‘This book should hold a place among the

The Young Carthaginian: A
Hannibal. By G. A. Hexty. With 12 full-
! o, RL swn 8vo, eloth eleg:

. STAN

ut, olivine edges, 6s.

“Thé effect of creting story, well construsted and vividly o, is en
hanced by the m.mw.”..» ty of ihe sconie buckground. From firt to last
nothing stays the interest of the

whote current varies i i

X
e orart Shfurday Mo
40ught t b popular with boye who s ot too il structed o tae dand
o0 to-he aifected by & graphic picture of the days and deeds of Hannibal’—
Athenaun,
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BY G. A. HENTY.

Az wetars of Rocesof adventare for boys M. Heaty stands in the very

With Wolfe in Canada: Or, The Winning of a Continent.
Hexty. With 12 full-page Ilustrations by Gorpox
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6.

A model of what a boys' story-hook should be.  Mr. Henty has a great
s into the deadfacts of story new 116, and as no pains ate spared by
m o ensurs ctricy fn Nistario el s books suppy usel s 1 sady
aswel a5 amscment. " Sctol G

m uctively as it is graphically told, but
iz talo of adventure and peril by flood

c which il bear retelling, aud (o which Mr. Henty, whose
carctul study of details is woi
adventures are told with much sy

by an enemy is espe

aly well destrived: " Spectator.

With Clive in India: Or, The Beginnings of an Empire.
By G. A. Hextr. With 12 full-page Illustrations by GorpoN
BrowNE.  Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6

£ s bk e Tty scond
and hriling Staatins. ctires add greatly to the

Saturday i
mougunh-rs ot stries

0o exceod himsall i trrig adventuros
st of the book

f adventure for boys Mr. Henty stan ey

omating about i Vol 53 the voek Yeudy 13

e dontytor w.m i his Tsiracive volume to plce in the bania

of their children "~ dcader

True to the 0ld Flag: A Tale of the American War of
Independence. By G. A. Hexty. With 12 full-page Tllustrations
by Gornox BrowNE.  Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 62,

ce o tho pluck and determization of the British soldies

jostilo red-

ofan American losaliet, who remains true to out mong
ekins in that very Hurin country e eared o s by the explots
ye and Chingachgook. " The I'nuu

b Hentysextensive peri
by sood and Retd, rombined it it of picturesie
sitors in tho homo circle.’—Daily News.

rative, make bis books

In Freedom’s Cause: A Story of Wallace and Bruce. By

. A. Hexty. With 12 full-page Tllustrations by GorpoN BRowNE.
Crown 8vo, cloth clegant, olivine edges, Gs.

nty Tias Droken new ground as an bist

s o8 Waeee ind Brace s Tl of strring action

“yridton in the

nts, 16 38 & tale of

illngs s mmml- =

cal novelist. Hia talo of the
il command ok

uthor's best stylo. | Full of the

creat i which a boy, once
4.,,:.,‘(“/' .

e in prose a more Tucid and spirit-stirring
ducnpuun ..r )mmm(khnm than'the on wich which tho author o

ipuion of Jamoknen than author fittingly closes

ost remarkable achieve:
Tas begun it, will 1
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BY G. A. HENTY.
Mr. Henty is one of our most successful writers of historical tales."—Scotsman.

Through the Fray: A Sto
G. A Hexty, With 12 full-p

y of the Luddite Riots. By
llustrations by H. M. Pack

Crown 8vo, loth clegant, olivine edges,

M. Henty fuspires 3 lovo and admiration for straghiforwardneas, truth, and
courage. This is one of the hest of the man books Mr. Henty hais prodiiced,
R dearrcs 1t amei b o T cing Desth=Standars

The interest of the story nover fly propose a competition for
the best list of novel writers for boys we m‘ Tittle douht that Sir. Henty's name
nd first, i

and often graphic sty Ther
o at wo fie enemics within s
L e e e R R D
be striven after by every *true’ boy."— Educational Times.

Under Drake’s Flag: A Tale of the Spanish Main. By
G. A. Henrr, Ilustrated by 12 full-p
Browse. Crown 8vo, cloth clegant, olivine

Pictures by Gornox

o not a dull chapter, nor, ndeed, 3 dull page in the ook but e
author has so carefally worked ubject that the excitng deeds of I
Theroes are never Icongruos o absurd. - Observer

auch a hook, 0 s the youth of this maitime countey aro likely &
iy, ety Dtegrap

e e sxpenaton s
sk Go bur Bl BALF Sy, - Hapers Aonthiy Mogasine

ough one woul

BY PROFESSOR A. J. CHURCH.

Two Thousand Years Ago: Or, The Adventures of a Roman
Boy. By Professor A, J. Cruror. With 12 full-page Ilustrations
by Apmiex Maie. €

own 8vo clntln!wun olivine edges, Gs.

“ Adventuros well worth the telling. ook i extremely entertaining as
vl as useful, and. thero'is'a oSkt fonpoeas i the Bauaan scones i
characters.”—The Times.

ntertain
ich is

ture

; in tho highest degree from heg
the livelier for its close connec
b w1 il ot ke s Sevasn G Kond i v
glish reader."—Guardian.

cming to nd, nd ull o adven
ith

We know of
again for the E

Robinson Crusoe. By Davier DErc Tllustrated by above

100 Pictures by GorpoN BROWNE Crown 8vo, cloth elegant,

olivine e
of tho best issue, it nokabsolutely tho bt of Defoss work which has
ever m(.,u Starde
T

ges, 6.

1 have come acros 1t you know

ditio or o has
ust glance at any oo of these hundred i uslr\h
Bim " Tru

Ilummnn Crusos

ot
nd ou will go oo forther sfeld in
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN.

ophlr Fean is . the front”rauk of writers of tories for boya.”

Liverpool

Quicksilver: Or a Boy with no Skid to his Wheel.
Groxce Maxviiie Fexs. With 10 full-page Illustrations by
me Dapp.  Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6:

¢ Quicksler s Ll shortof an fnpiration T ittt prico of story veitara
for Doy ~Gev\me Manvillo Fonn- 1ias surpassed himsell: 1t 15 y\. ok for
o] er.
capitally tol, it abound in graphic yud wlldescrived scenes,
cllent and manly tone througuout " Tie Guardian.
e i u be read an

Fenn's Implmcsl Sttt aud doso

ool-boy in- the la .
T SEeTer MERIRLL N Bdnnty e e, ot emmuatcg

Dick o’ the Fens: A Romance of the Great East Swamp. By
G. Maxviuie Fexs. With 12 full-page Tlustrations by FRaNK
mnn Crown 8vo, cloth clegant, olivine edges, 1.

consclentio o iat bovs wil i it capialseading 14 i

o ...mmn i m)ucry ant the myctery s Keptup fo e i

ich in efect ‘Calonring; and it has a historical interest " Time

st {atandod.toe
oy praised a5

s and spirit as Diek o the Fons: 1t s 115 authob's mastar:

d
ke e by ot

Devon Boys: A Tale of the North Shore. By G. MaNvILLE
Fesy. With 12 full - page Tllustrations by GorpoN BROWNE.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, Gs

dulity of its young heroes

“+An admirable story, s remarkabie for th
orth Devon Tt 1n

asforthe excellont deserptions of‘const scencry and lfe
one o the Teat books we have seen thia oson, d e

o do ot know that i Feun veached a higher level than ho h
n Deton Boye. 15, muet be it In the very (ront TASk of Chriatias bOOkR o

Brownsmith’s Boy: A Romance in a Garden. By G. Max-
viLLe Fexy. With 12 full-page Illustrations by GornoN BROWNE.
(,.J“ n 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s.

s ok rs amon the bt v ltgethor th best,of the saien
rbops. s Beah i b o Sminai's oy pior
< Bruenmils I il i
¢ wil e & very dull oy’ it down without m’.fnnw u.yu it had
‘gone on for at least 100 pages more."—North British Mail
In the King's Name: Or the Cruise of the Kestrel. By
G. Maxvie Fews, Tllustrated by 12 full page Pictures by
Gonox Browse. Crown 8vo, cloth clegant, olivine edges, 6
story, {ull u! ncident and adventure, and told in the lively

Fenils suth an adept.”~Globe,
b

"Th bt of il r productions in this field. Tt has the gre
of always “moving o, adventire following adventure in constant sic
Daily News

ty
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN.

5 know Mr. w
in s oolmation. - Pall Melt

tories having won for him a foremost place
7

Guinea.
trations by

Bunyip Land: The Story of a Wild Journey in Ne
By G. Manviue Fexs, W 1l
GoRDON Browse. Crown 8vo, cleth eleg
“r

tare se that a quiet
such fascinating literature provi
“4no of tho best tales of advonture

the ‘Inventivencss erne, and tl te
of spirit which hase he ‘Englsh victorious in o ‘many felds. ' Dai
Chronicte

The Golden Magnet: A Tale of the Land of the Incas. By
¢ Fexx. Tlustrated by 12 full-page Pictures by Gor-
Crown 8vo, cloth clegant, olivine edges,

(Thip s, wo think, tho best boys book Mr. Fenn has produced. - . . The

Mustrations are perfect in theix Gl

1o mote welcome prosent
will be read with bre Golde
sime oo that attracted Rotelgh and the heroes of Weti

Doy, Theref3 nota dul

BY HARRY COLLINGWOOD.

The Log of the “Flying Fish:” A Story of Aerial

nd

Submarine Peril and Adventure. By Harry Cortixawoon, With
12 full-page Tllustrations by Goroox BrowsE.  Crown 8vo, cloth

elegant, olivine edges, 6s.

“4Tho Flying Fihactnally surpassos all Jules Vernes crentions with iner
ible spec i s throueh the i, ki ovar the wurtace o the water, ud
along_ the ocean hed. . We strongly recommend our school-boy friends o possess
S oamactyes of hok Tog." 4 herimue

BY SARAH DOUDNEY.

Under False Colours. By Saran Dovpxer. With 12 full-
page Tllustrations by G. G. KiLburse. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant,
olivine edges,

‘aThis fs a charming story. aboun
pathos.  Its
Eery il who akes an
Saath Doudney hta o superior aa & weitee of high-toned stories—pure in
sty in conception, and widhskifuly wronglit out plats; but e have
s Tady's pen equal in dramatic energy to her latest work—
nder Falss Coloura."--Christian Leaier

¢ in delicato tonches of sentiment and
Tt will be read with & warm interest by




.

8 BLACKIE & SON'S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

BY G. A. HENTY.

‘The brightest of all the living writers whose office it s to enchant the boys.”
—Christian Leader.

One of the 28th: A Tale of Waterloo. By G. A. Hexry,
With 8 full-page Tllustrations by W. H. OvEREND, and 2 Maps.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 6.

Herbert Penfold, being desirous of hcncﬁnng the daughter of an inti-
mate friend, and Ralph Cum\w the son of a lady to whom he had onco
zagod, draws up a will dividing his property between them uml
L»b«'l:« it in a hiding-place only kunwn to members of his own fami

is death his two sisters determine to keep silence, and the .nlﬂmnrwl
faild to bring it to

i tho hotui af % servant.

res the will. In the mean-

adveniures. Tho boat
private alply

been e

reh for tho will, though ap
mother ot lph, howevet
us and excitin
g h..\ h\mscll passed through
in which ho is fishing ; 5 by
abling on board, is forced to servo
entored by  British frigat
some mu“. service in Ireland, ta i
which ith the lo of an arm, but with o mbstantial Fortuno,
ased by his marriage with his

The Cat of Bubastes: A Story of Ancient Egypt. By
G. A Hexty, With 8 full-page Tllustrations by J. R. WEGUELIN,
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5.

e pictures of Egyptian domestic life, of

rently thorough

enjoyable. We I

“he storyis high

sport, of religi ol of uu.«n s which oy sl e seen vividly
portriyed "y’ the brush of Bgyptian artists."The Spectator
s siory fiouh o criiea ageaent ot Fi, the sacrd cat to the

ki
to Asia with which it closes, is vcry shitfully constructed an
dventures, 1t is admirably illn

fairly excelled himself in this 'mmlml;ln o
ave mecer cxamiyed o story ook that we cau recommend i
‘more confidence as a boy’s reward.”

The Dragon and the Raven: Or, The Days of King
Alfred. By G. A. Hextr. With 8 full-page m\mmium by
C.J. Stanuaxp, RL  Crown 8vo, cloth elegant,

;n.h;.,. the et sty of the caly days o England which has yo ben tod.*

—Court Jonrnal,

‘W know of no popular bok n which the tiring fncdents of Al eign
are made accessivle fo young readers as they are here.'—Seof

St. George for England: A Tale of Cressy and Poitiers.
By G. A. Hextv. With 8 full page Tlustrations by Gomox
BrowsE, in black and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5s.

clone s ol well,producing  strog sory at anco nstuctive

“Mr, Henty
and eutertmmm

= i Yo supplement,on thelr behalr

the Discotieat abonss o S Walter o8t n the land
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BY G. A. HENTY.
“Mr. Henty is the king of story-tellers for boys."—Sword and Trowel,

The Bravest of the Brave: With Peterborough in Spais
By G. A. Hexty, W m. 8 full-page Pictures by H. M. Pacer.
Crown 8vo, cloth eleg:

of the moral pury rce the

Mr. Henty of i to enf

nlmnuwnhmm. ndness, |\1ml| pensabi to the
king of gonticmae Britiey 1ads il ‘read 5t of the

Bt ith Dloastne mad grob; of that welare o Mo - Dy Teeprinh

never loses
i v

For Name and Fame: Or, Through Afghan Passes. PRy
G ¢ Tllustrations by Gopox Brows,

ure of the book, unnhrm it scomen of avaptur, s s Honest
(05 50 12108 5 Chio s ot Aghan ooyl =Dy
‘+Not only a rousing story, replete with allthe varied forms ”;m tementof o
i, bt what s ol imore use territory b
st for 1 long G Soglishomer, a8
et

In the Reign of Terror: The Adventures of a Westminster
Boy. By G. A. Tv. With 8 full-page Tllustrations by J.
SonoNBERG. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s.

the W

Ty Sancwit tminter oy, may
His adyentures will delight boys’ by the
The story is one of M Henty's best."—

y be said to beat Mr. Hen
N el s e taey Gopiat
atunday Review:

Orange and Green: A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick.
. He With 8 full-page Illustrations hy GORDON
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edg:

An oxtremely aprited story based on the eland, rendered
T e of oy the slee of Limorick./—Sat. Reviewn

ho mtivo i freo from (he ice of prejudice, and siprles vith lite as
vivacions as if what s being described were really passing before the

Orange and should be in. the hands of every young ‘Student ot Trish
ntory witttout delay t Morning News.

By Sheer Pluck: A Tale of the Ashanti W
Hexty. With 8 full-page Pictures by Gornox Brow
8vo, cloth elegant, 5s.

By Sheer Phuck will v cagerly eead. Th guthors personal knovedgsof the

west const has been turned o good advan .

unmu, the baok is everything that could bo desired, setting before the boys
a bright aid bracing ideal of the Eoglish gentleman “—Christian Leader.

Crown
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BY G. A. HENTY.

“Mr. G. A Henty's fame as a writer of boys' stories is deserved and secure,"—
Cork Herald:

A Final Reckoning: A Tale of Bush Life in Australia.
By G. A Hevtr. With 8 fullpage Ilustrations by W. B.
WoLLes. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, s.

b best - . - The drawings
= Saduday favi.

terest. Tho episodes

s, s AL

uation of an hououwrable, manly, and

[<Exhibits Mr. Henty's talent asa story-tll
the uncom rit of really illustr
Py Doy will rea m ﬂnlslur\ with e

Tonkye Lok, The 55
even heroic charact

Bt Fa

Facmg Death: Or ch» Hero of the Vaughan Pit. A Tale of
Mines. By G. A. Hexty. With 8 full-page Tllustrations
Bum\m: (G 8vo, cloth elegar
5 fther,godfahor clrcyman, o shoolmstr fon holokont for

go0d book to it t0 4 boy who is worth his salt, this is the book we
Sould recommmend.* d.

BY F. FRANKFORT MOORE.

Highways and High Seas: Cyril Harley’s Adventures on
both. By F. Fraxront Moore. With 8 full-page Tllustrations
by AurReD PEARsE Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, s,

Tho story belongs to o poriod when bighways moant posto
conches, and aymen, shen high seas mean aptains,
fr priv

) the horo—a.boy who has somé
re e e Vot Sea i by Wi a0 o humour
tha \1\nl|n« u. »1.“““,“.‘1 ntally how littlo real cournge
tly bout tho favourito law-breakorsof fieti
e mond of dho higheat Gotrage i fhers and load
ic adventures of Lxu.uhlwly exciting kind. A cort
pi s given 1o the st Jight, traco of ninsteonth contury
Tslico S the picturing of eighteenth century lifs and manner.

here freque
um might gi
to To

Under Hatches: Or Ned Woodthorpe’s Adventures. By F.
FrankrOT Mookk. With 8 full-page Illustrations by A, Fones-
miEw, Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, Gs.

2. Moore has nover shown bimaeltso thoronghly qualifed o write books
for boys as hie has done in Und e
sAdrstrateseastory, it o S it e mmnlnnmry;mlulvlvluw,
far better written th iy of boAk 1ot Daer
“The story ...“m; Js omo that will Just sui Im_\ulll o werkd gre Tho
1 1urmm.ml Patey, the Irish steward, will b found

racters are we
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN.

e can i his way to the heartsof 1ads moro readily th
Auumﬂmm Guardian. 2

7 Mr. Fenn."—

Yussuf the Guide: Being the Strange Story of the T
in Asia Minor of l,mm the Lawyer, Preston the Professor,
Lawrence the Sicl By G. Manvn Fr With b full.
Tllustrations by JouN SCHGNBERG. Crown 8vo, cloth cleg

“The narrative will take its readers into scenes that will have great 1o
and atraction for them, aud the expericnces with the b Gands will b especially
delightful to Seatsn

Menhardoe: A Story of Cornish Nets and Mines.
Manvr With 8 full-page Tllustrations by
Lw\»n 8vo, cloth el

nt,

o real living boys, with thelr vitues . faults, Th
they the soil, salt with the
sova ani oo bocte Al

water, and
inkled with

s excellent. Josh

A description of Will Mar
the illustrations,

delighttully amusing
= Suturday Revie

Mother Carey’s Chicken: Her Voyage to the Unknown

alooded n

ent int. min
‘We miay cordially pr

Tsle. By G 7ENN.  With 8 full-page Tllustrations by

A. Fongstier. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges,
47ules Verno Nimslt never constructed  more marvellous tale, 1t containy
the svingly markel Englly {opares hat e dvays compicnons in M Fonnts
anly vigout of hia sentiment,

storiesa Tumour racy of the Brtish soil
o Yt 1A ik e oalati (oo e maash

the story becomes excting.  Mr. Fen
Keeps i vonders i buspense Uit is not intermiiol for o moment, .m the
énouument t & murpriss whial s 28 Drobaie as 16 1 searting - Open

Patience Wins: Or, War in the Works. By G. MaxviLLe
Fexs. With 8 fullpage Illustrations by GomDoN BROWNE.
Grown 8vo, cloth Llunm. 5s.

* Au excellent story, the interest be
0ka ol Kind! whioh has some

ustained from st tolast. Oue of the

fore s this your " Saturaay fe

. Foun s at b beat In Patince Iing o broe asceptabi to
youthful readers, and will give e et that Wik m\ as the real state of
one of our largest mauufacturing towns not many years ago.”—Guardian.

Nat the Naturalist: A Boy’s Adventures in the Eastern
Seas. By G. MaxviLLe Fe: ‘With 8 full-p: Pictures. Crown
8vo, cloth elegant, 5

ng tho Dest of tho many good baoks for Doy that have come out tis

ot of ok encourages independonce of sharaser, develops resourse,
and Sachon & oy &0 Kool his Gpes Opan. " Saturday Revie
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BY HARRY COLLINGWOOD.

The Missing Mer« man. By Harey C NGWi
With 8 full-page Tllustrations by W. H. OvEREsp. Crown 8vo,
cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5.

Dresai 2 e 7 s o e ot o il g

uthor's Dest sea stories.The hero is s erolc as any boy

g 1 extremely hapby.’— Britih Ieekly

stories for boys, aud the
ndard

The Rover’s Secret: A Tale of the Pirate C:
of Cuba. By Harry Coruixewoon. With 8
tions by W. C. Sraons. Crown 8vo, cloth elega

“Tho R

vs and Lagoons
all-page Tlhustra-
¢, ol

s See s, and s
e wnalloy x m natre to boys.  The Mustrations afe frésh aud

 far the best sea story we hiave read for

certain o
Vigorous."—Saturday Hevis
The Pirate Island: A Story of the South By
}{um\' Coruxewoon.  Tllustrated by 8 full-page Pictures by
> 7. wasp and J. R. Wewts. Crown 8vo, cloth el , 6

A capitalstoryof tho sea;indee

repec

v superior i o
elist o the bottor known Mr. Clarke Russoll.'— e Time
et viid il praphio Ianguage. 1 would be dmoul 0 flod &
mors Shbtouginy delignital i Dok - Gusrdian.

The Congo Rovers: A Story of the Slave Squadron. By
With 8 full- ]nm Tllustrations by J.
Crown 8vo, clnth elegant,

o better sea story has Iately been written than the Congo Rovers. It is a8
acigunl s sy ooy comi Godre. - Morming Fout

BY ASCOTT R. HOPE,

The Seven Wise Scholars. By Ascorr R. Hore. With
nearly One Hundred Tllustrations by GorvoN Browne. Square
8vo, cloth elegant, gilt edges, 5s.

with fllustrations, more laughter-
o dlod"—Stgfld [ndependent
“ A capital story, fall of fun and happy would put the
o B < am t s I agiastvs ohild oA e
a source of Keen delight. —Seotsman

The Wigwam and the War-path: Stories of the Red
Indians. By Ascorr R. Hore. With 8 full-page Pictures by
Gorpox Browse. Crown 8vo, cloth elégant, 5s.

A1 the sories are told well in simple spirited Langusge and with o fuines of
el that ks the matractive e wellas Tteresting " ournal of Education
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BY G. NORWAY.
The Loss of John Humble Wha
of It. By G
Joun SomixnERG.

Led to It, and what
Nomwav. With 8 full-page Tllustrations by
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, oli

ne edges, 5s.

John Humble, ax
of the el Jcing, but 1o th
coast, in which Kolf shows both

Portemouth, . Ho escapes from an English gun-brig to

the Tor, which is driven from hor courso in a voy

wrecked on a desolate shore. The survivors experic 4
long sojourn in the Arctic cirele, with inadequate means of supporting life,

but ultimataly, with tho aid of somo friondly but thiovish Lapps, they suo-
reindeer station and s

y throughont s sing v.,\)

5, W mdividual Sharactors aro frosh and Wwoll marked

pleasant vein of humour relieves the stress of the more tr

the story

, and a
sic incidents in

BY ROSA MULHOLLAND.

Giannetta: A Girl's Story of Herself. By Rosa MULHOLLAND.
e Tllustrations by LookHART BocLe. Crown 8vo,

ks f he senon. e mu ny,
ng girl's s object
T i o Saou aocesof s g Hiaek A oiost
“Schoolmistre

vide

Shaits 1 the fomale character

Perseverance Island: Or the Robinson Crusoe of the 19th
Century. By Doveras Frazar. Wit 12 full-page Ilustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5.

his second Robinson, Orusoo is crtainly o marvellous man, s dotormi-
nation o overcomo all fificultcs and his subsequont ould

this a capital book for boys. It 1s altogeth to
Robinson Crusoe."—Glasgow Herald.

oot

Gulliver's Travels. Illustrated by more than 100 Pictures
by Gorpox BrowNe. Crown 8vo, cloth ele

ant, olivine edges, 5s.

Belp o the admisablo lustrations, and a ittle Julicious skipping, it has
enchanted a family p arying from six to sixty. Which of the other
Chirltmas Uooks could stand this test?"—Journal of Bducation.

s, Gordon Browne is, to my thinking, ing
spirited, and. br
s also, a8

pravly tho most
t of out illustrators of hoys; and one of e mosh
ilustrations of - Gulliver” amply testty
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NEW EDITION OF THE UNIVERSE.

The Universe: Or the Infinitely Great and the Infinitely Little.
A Sketch of Contrasts in Creation, and Marvels
explained by Natural Scionce. By F. A. PovcmEr, s, With
272 Engravings on wood, of which o full-page size, and a
Coloured Frontispicce. Tenth Edition, medium 8vo, cloth elegant,
gilt edges, 7. 6. also moroceo antique, 16s.

Professor Fouchots book, Which i admirally, s

2o can Roneatly commen,
tis copiously illustrate

and a great deal

intere: nost exclting roman
remembe ‘m,,mmp.n. tandard.

any book o in English is so likely to stimulate in the
Touag aa Ibtarcut e tho Yhysloal Dhencmene e Foreargh ity Eavam

This bo
more ».m; o be

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD.

At the Back of the North Wind. By Grorce Mac
Doxaw, LLD. Tilustrations by Amrsun Huomes.
Crown 8vo, cloth cxmm olivine edges, 5

““In At the Back of the M
one on common earth. The story is thoroughly origi
‘and underlaid with carnest but not too obtrusive to

rth Wi wo stand with ono foct i fairyland and
i 1 pathos,

Ranald Bannerman’s Boyhood. By Groroe MacDoNaLD,
LLD. With 36 Tlustrations by Arravn Hucnes, New Edition.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s.

“The sympathy with boyture in Ranald Banerman's Boyhoud i perloct
i abesutlot pitureof oo, Seaching by s impreaions aid suggentons
ahn6bie thongs. . Dricich Quarterty Reve
The Princess and the Goblin. By Groree MacDoxaLp,
LLD. With 30 Tlustrations by Anraor Huones, and 2 full-
page Pictures l:y H. Perserick.  Crown 8vo, cloth 6.

be—interesting, instructive, and
01 the very best gifthooks we have

rox Mac DoALD,

The Princess and Curdie. By Ge
AMES Crown

LLD. With 8 full-page Tllustrations by J
8vo, cloth extra, 5. 6d.
(- There s th tnest anl vt gonin o this bl

would do wisely oceasionally
Tiond A e with Cardie And dh Pracets;

it story. Upgrown people
apers and mag
efteld ndependent.
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BY SARAH TYTLER.
Or, The Old Fashion and the New. By
With 8 full-page lustrations by C. T. GARL
th clegant, olivine edges, s.

*40mo o the mast effective and quictly Toumorous ot Miss Sar
; ot e agseoubie aad vesy wall writeen

Girl Neighbour:
Saran TyTLE
Crown 8vo, clof

BY MARY C. ROWSELL.

Thorndyke Manor: A Tale of Jacobite Times. By Mary
C. RowseLn.  With 6 full-page Tllustrations by L. LESLTE BROOKE.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3. 6d.

Thorndyke Manor is an old hou
is convenient, on account ¢
Jacot

S el e

proved by his sist e 5 ’

Traitor or Patriot? A Tale of the Rye-House Plot. By
Manx C. Rowseut. With 6 full-page Pictures, Crown 8vo, cloth
elegant, Bs. 6d.

A romantic love apisods, whoss truo characters aro lifelike beings, ot dry ticks
an i1 many historical tales. - Grop

BY ALICE CORKRAN.

Meg’s Friend. By Auce Comknax. With 6 full-page
Tllustrations by Ropert Fowrer. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.

i Another o Miss Corkran's i

a for girls marmated in that st

and ploturesaue siyle whicl marks (o no of the first amongst

Writers for young people. e Speetator

Margery Merton’s Girlhood. By Avtick Corxi With
ge Tllustrations by GorpoN BrowNe. Crown 8vo, cloth
ok for girls we can warmly commend. There i a delightful

experiences and. trials of a young English girl who studies
Katurday Review 2

Down the Snow Stairs: Or, From Good-night to Good-

morning. By Arice Corkrax. With 60 character Tlustrations

by GorpoN Browne. New Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth elegant,

ok for children."—d
hearipg
Christi

the mark of genius. It is

ndeod s Liklo Pigein's
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BY JOHN C. HUTCHESON.

Afloat at Last: A Sailor Boy's Log of his Life at Sea. By
Jony C. HutonesoN. With 6 full page Tllustrations by W. H.
OvEREND. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d.

H\vtchem reputation for the realistic treatment of life at sea will

sustained Iv\ the prmmwlumu ~the narra tiva of a boy's experi-
ences on board
el in the Tha very of on which she is

A, everything is described with the accurs oy 7 of porfoct practisal

knowledge of ships and sailors; an f the story range from

tho broad humours of : to the prils of flight from and fight
with the pirates of the China Seas. The captain, the mate, th Trish boat-
swain, the Portuguese steward, and the Chinese cook, are fresh and
cloverly-drawn characters, and. the reader throughout hab tho sensa thit

he is on & real voyage with

The White Squall: A Story of the Sargasso Sea. By Jomy
C. Hutonesox. With 6 full-page Tllustrations by JorN SoRONBERG.
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d.

Fer awriters havo mado such fapid improvement in the courso ot n o years
s has the author of (hs capital vory Boy: it difficult fo lay
down the baok ¢ B lo the enid. '~
e Sketches of troplesl e aroo good a7 tmetnea to el ua ot Tom
Cringle and the Cruise of the ZLime

|
|
|
‘ The Wreck of the Nancy Bel ‘ast Away on Ker-

Or
guelen Land. By Jonx C. Huromesox. Tilustrated by 6 full-page

Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth ety 3, s‘

Afull
o i Ryl Tat &
orew " Thg if i tho Antarotio Teelund 1s wall tre

|
’: Picked up at Sea: Or the Gold Miners of Minturne Creek.

<l m, 1ifeliko parly, possengen and
Alhenaum,

By Jon C. Hutonesox. With 6 full-page Pictures. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 3. 6d.

The auttiors uccess with this book it 0 marked that it may well encourago him
to further efforts, Th dsseription of minia i i tho Far-west is tho And aceu-
rate."—Standard.

Sir Waltex-s Ward: A Tale of the Crusades. By Wiruiax
rABD. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Warrer Pacer.
(‘rown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

on ptablo present elther to loys or
e caboar ot Do, In pl o ».ri”.,..».ﬁ
his numerous and exciting adventure

Stories of 0ld Renown: Tales of Knights and Heroes.
By Ascorr R. Hor. With 100 Tllustrations by Goroox BEowNE.
New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d.

4 el it bk wirhyof g e Therl o enurto
say, not & it in the book, not  story which will not bear a secor
e Gardian.

= 4
=9
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BY CAROLINE AUSTIN.

Cousin Geoffrey and I. By Carouive Avstiv. With 6
full-page Illustrations by W. PaRkinsoN. Crown 8vo, cloth
elegant, 3. 6d.

f unprovided for
opendant upon, tho
Life i kept from being entirely

ffrey, who at longth mects vith
I =

liveliood. on ds in doing this, until the
o ‘uthugmml Lk gt cousin Geoffrey and herself together again,
and solves the problom of tho missing will

Hugh Herbert's Inheritance. By Carovixe Avsiv.

With 6 fullpage Tlustrations by C. T. GakLaxp. Crown Svo,

cloth elegant, 3s. 6d.

Vil pleaso by fts simpliity, its tondemess, and. its healthy iuteresting
G Jly written. "—Seotsnan

vl ..m 5 xu(mh written, full of interest, and excellent in tone."—School
Guardia

BY E. S. BROOKS.

Storied Holidays: A ¢
Brooks. With 12 full-p
“rown 8vo, cloth

le of Red-letter Days. By E. §.
Illustrations by Howarp PyLe

legant,
book

. 6d.

a senior boy, and is eminently readable from

e dowrigh
chit e

“Hoplata with intoreat from hapter L. to fnis n can, be confdently recon:

mended as one of the gems of Mes ckie's collection.”—Teachers’ At

Chivalric Days: Stories of Courtesy
Olden Times. By E. S. Brooks. W
GorpDON BrowNE and other Artists, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

and Courage in the
h 20 Tllustrations by

“We have seldom come across a prettier collection o tales. These chavming
stoviosof boys aud girleofolden daysare no mere ftitionsor maginaey sheiches
but a and actual i et sayinga and doings,  The Hlusttations are
1 Gordon Browne's happiest style." —Literary World

Historic Boys: Their Endeavours, their Achievement
their Times. By E. yoks. With 12 full-page Ilustrati

R. B. Birox and JoRN ScHONBERG. Crown 8vo, cloth extr
“ A wholes ok, manly in tone, its charact hes enlivencd by brisk
o wivise Adhoolasters £o put i on helr et ot prites " Knowiedge




—
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BY MRS. E. R. PITMAN.

Garnered Sheaves. A Tale for Boys. By M. E. R.

Proay. With 4 full-page Tllustrations.  Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
35, 6d.
““This is a story of the e ok lstryting aith n
God, and commending p,u.m,, minds all 4 and. true."—Kev.

Spuigeon's Suword an
Life’s Daily Ministry: A Story of Everyday Service for
others. By Mrs. E. R. Prmuax.  With 4 full-page Tllustrations.
, 35, 6d.
Shows exquisite onchea of 8 mastor hand not only made a cloe
tudy of human . bt she has acquired the artits skil fn
inraphic ,l:lhm the Eharaoterstics of the benuital and the good i
My Governess Life: Or Earning my Living. By Mrs. E.
R Pimuax. With 4 full-page Tllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3. 6d.

gl of sound. teaching and bright examples of eharacter"—Sunday-chock

BY MRS. R. H. READ.

Silver Mill: A Tale of the Don Valley. By Mus. R. H. Reap.
With 6 full-page Tlustrations by Jomy SonoNuERG. Crown 8vo,
cloth elegant, 35, ew

T stor The plot f interestn
though hmvwht up in o
i in whic & of the hook 1
turday Reeton
Dora: Or a Girl without a Home. By Mrs. R. H. Reap, With
6 full-page Tllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d.
o of rubbish, o got & story so puro and hialthy

and the heroine, Ruth, a
well deserves the more
The.  aro very

“A good girl
Iady by birth,

“14 ia o alight thing, in an a
this,"—Tke Acaden

BY ELIZABETH J. LYSAGHT.

Brother and Sister: Or the Trials of the Moore Family.
By Euuapers J. Lysacut. With 6 full-page Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6.

42 prtty o, and well ol The ot ia loverly constucted, . tho moral

1 excellent. ' dena:
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L1u°h and Learn: A Pleasant Guide to Home Instruction
and Amusement. The
JENNETT HUMPHREYS,

Jostrated. Sq. cr. 8

Laugl an e, o most comprebenivo book for tho murseey
what has long been wanted, ans whereb

‘amusements of every kin \ innumerable pleasant
games and ocoupations, rliymes to bo loarat, songs for the very Littls ones,
1 il

action songs, and u rill

The Search for the Talisman: A Story of Labrador.
By HExty Frirn, With 6 full-page Tlustrations by J. SoHGNBERG.

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6.

“Mr. Friths volume will he among those most read and highest valued. The
adveniiees tmong scals, wiics, i ochers abrador will delight many a

an at {hé same e give i opparéanity to widen lis know
Todgo of the Esquimaux, the heroes of many tales "~ Pall Madl Ga

Self-Exiled: A Story of the High Sea t Africa. B
J. A. Stevarr.  With 6 full-page Illustrations by J. SHONBERG
Crown 8vo, cloth elogant, 3. 64

4T iy cram ull o thriling aituations. The number of mirsculons escapes
1 doat 1 a0 103 shapca which. the horo ex of ' few
Tonths must b sulcient to satisty the uost voracious appetite, — Sehoolmaster,

and Ea

Reefer and Rifleman: A Tale of «1.(- Two Services. By

7th Tnniskillings. With 6 full-page

Tlustr i

n~|r\ Joux Sont F Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3. 6d.
amphihious story of our fighting with the Frenchmen in
o Dot ot Dk G oty WA FaL R g ot o s i S T

The Bubbling Teapot. A Wonder Story. By Mrs. L. W.
wrNEY. With 12 full-page Pictures by WALTER SATTERGEE.
, cloth extr

Dr. Jolliffe’s Boys: A Tale of Weston School. By Lewis
Hover. With 6 full-page Pictures, Crown 8vo, cloth extra

people who apprec Brown's Seh will find this story &
v bock. “Thero is i

Tl Suiiine; lanco of eration and caricaturs, aud |m|un
Thorality aa charactorized the mastorpiece of air. Hughes,"— Newcasie Jour
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BLACKIE'S HALF-CROWN SERIES.

Tllustrated by eminent Artists. In crown 8vo, cloth elegant.

New VoLumEs.

The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds. By Gorbox SrasLes,
cn MD, RN.

boy, who likes to picture ‘himself as the Hermit Hunter of the

\\'1\41\ receives an original but excellent kind u! training from a sailo

naturalist uncle, and at length goes lo sea with t] |m|vo o( one day tlx

the lost son of his uncle's close friend, Captain ll«. ‘bert e suc

tracing him through tho forcsts of Ecuador, wh e ‘abducted boy | i
fiun chicf, Afterwards ho is discovored on an island whih

a treasure storo by the buccancers. Tho he

panied through his many adventures by the very king of cats, T i

a place amongst the most famous anirosls of Sokion.

Miriam’s Ambitiol
EvERETT-GREE
Miran's ambition s to mako somo one hapgy, and her ndaavour to
carry it out in tho case of an invalid boy, asant train of
romantie incident lving o mystery “mm i lemn S
veral lives. A xh.«rmmg foil to he and elder sister is to
b«. found in Miss Babs, a small «.w,uuu of In« whose humoi‘uuﬁ child-talk
is ono of the most attractivo features of an excellent story.

White Lilac: Or The Queen of the May. By Ay Wartox.

When the vicar's wife proposed to call Mrs. White's daughter by the
Heathen name of Lila, all tho villagors shook their heads; aud they con-
tinued to shako them sagely when Lilac's father was shot dead by poachers
Just before the christening, and when, years after, her mothor died on the
Yery day Lilao was crowned Queen of the May. And yot Whito Lilao

roved i fortuns to the eltisesto whose charge th fel— veritable good

brownio, who brought luck wlo t. Tho story of hor lfeformy
a most roodablo and admirablo rustio vdyl s tald with a fine sense of
Tustio character.

: A Story for Children. By EveLysy

Little Lady Clare. By EveLyx EVERETT-GREEN.

“ Cex ding us in its quaintoess and tender
s i quite e of the best sories

inly one of the pretticst, rem
yu.uu.h of 3. Ewings dellghtful s,
Green's clever pon has yet given Lite

We would par icalarly bring It wader. the motios ot those 1n chargs of girls
schools. The story is admirably told." Schoclmaster.

The Eversley Secrets. By E: v EVERETT-GREEN.
11 omnofth bt hiliren's storie of tho your."—Acude
A clover and w oy Evorsley in o very b

Detanpls s il king SAERerolSon & gook Bk

The Brig ‘“‘Audacious.” By Avrax Covk.

g picturo of high
ridian,

This is a real boys' book. We have great pleasure in recommending 1t."—
gtk Teacer
“right and vivacious i syle, and fresh and wholesoue as & breath of ea s




BLACKIE & SON'S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 21

HALF-CROWN SERIES—Continued.

The Saucy May. By H. Frirn.

“4The book i certalaly both terest
“Mr. Frith
to il yaung

and exciting."—Spectator.
hves aw pictars ot on the ocean wave which will be acceptable
e feld Independent.

Jasper's Conquest. By Evizapern J. L

“one
o i

SAGHT.

 hoys' books of the
‘aud yet conveys a splen

It is full of stirring adv
id moral throughout. - Sch

Sturdy and Strong: Or, How George Andrews u
By G. A. Henry

o history of u hero of everyday i
oty ind. Sanate plack carty i, Raturally,
T &b ndtanse o Aoalty o dotmencls s

Gutta-Percha Willie, The Working Genius.
Mac Doxat, LLD.
i wespace wo would (i guote

Tor your hoys aud girls to read
Yealli o Shemr Prastical Teacher

ove of truth g
Doverty to m\m e He
Empi

By GEoRGE

e rives sad ot \lu,lmm hat

The War of the Axe: Or Adventures in South Africa. F
J. Pu
“The gtoryofthls Al scap rom he Callcsf & marvllons it of writ
e Siors 1s well and briiantly told, and the Hlustrations are esp
good nd effcetive. — Litorary World
The Lads of Little Clayton: Stories of Village Boy Life.
By R.

iROVES.

o

pital book for boys. They will learn from its pages what true hoy cour.
age s, They will learn further £ avoid all that is petty and mean if they read
tho tiles aright. - They may be read o a class with great profit."—Sehoolmaster

Ten Boys who lived on the Road from Long Ago to Now.
% By JaxE Axprews. With 20 Hlustrations.

e ot his o very gy one, amdis admiably carried qut. e
3t the work with cxquisit achers

Nt pariicutarty Interesting and uggostive. —Prastcal Toacher
s in easy terms of the manners of the diflerent ages,
¢ i3 mot what a boy has, but what he s, that

(d the world to him,' "4 thengeun.

‘
1l up to the mor
valuable to the worl

A Waif of the Sea: Or the Lost Found. By Kare Woop.

athos and interest,

o and sountey, tull ot
7t

“the story will appeal to mothers who
i thoie cidron, s powertally ss to the
" Morning Advertis

By
have felt ¢
Hearts aud sympathies of
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HALF-CROWN SERIES—Continued.

Winnie’s Secret: A Story of Faith and Patience. By Kate
Woon.

of the best story-hooks we have read. Girls will be charmed with the
taleg it Qeighti thes ovesphing Vorus o o e Schsoletadier

Miss Willowburn's Offer. By Sanan Doupxey.

““Patience Willowburn s one of Mies Dondney's hestcreations, and it the an
personality in the B e suid o gie it the charactar of & book o
£or yonng Tadies bt fof irls "5

A Garland for Girls. By Louisa M. Arcorr.
e Galand wil dght our
fragran o deste T
 hese Lt talsave th boa e of g storin”Chritian World

Hetty Gray: Or Nobody’s Bairn. By Rosa MULHOLLAND.

A charming story for young folke  Tetty is a deightiul ereature.-piqu
tender, A trae-—aad hor aryiag foriuses are perlectly realistic, - World

Brothers in Arms: A Story of the Crusades. By F. Bay-
¥oRD HARRISON.
(LFlLof stiking fciden, i vory iy fratod, . may sty b chioen 1
0 prove interssting to young peoplo of both sexes.” - Guardin
The Ball of Fortune: Or Ned Somerset’s Inheritance. By
c.m\m PEARCE.

ply and bri written, Thero is plenty

y for boys. 1t is si o
A bhroughont »-Journal of Education

pital s
S0 tho tereatis sus

Miss Fenwick’s Failures: Or “Peggy Pepper-Pot.” By
Esut Stoart.
R e s

« s
will put no nous

Gytha’s Message: A Tale of Saxon England. By Esa
Lesue.
“Thin . charmingly Gld stars. 14 thosor of ok that al il and some
boys like, and can ony got good from. “—Journal of Educatio
My Mistress the Queen: A Tale of the 17th Century. By
M. A. PavLL

“The style is pure and graceful, the presentation of manners and character
has been well studied, and the story is fall of interest."—Seotsman.
This s 8 charming book. The old-tino sentiment ‘which pervades the volume

The
renders it all the more alluring,”—Western Mercury.
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HALF-CROWN SERIES Continued.

The Stories of Wasa and Menzikoff: The Deliverer of
Sweden, and the Favourite of Czar Peter
Both a stories worth tlling more than once, aud i . baypy thought o
Bavs Dt thatn side b9 slder Fiuturols himselt has o miore’ Saggoutive
parison." Spectator,
Stories of the Sea in Former Days: Narratives of

Wreck and Rescue.

Next to an orginal sentalo of sustained interogt come wellsketoied collc.
i of mabinse el il walTensig which swalen tHo Symmoachioe by th xa
ot fact. " Biories of tho Sea” are a very good specimen of the kind."—-The Times,

Tales of Captivity and Exile.

“Tt would be difficult to place in the hands of young people a hook which
comabings nterent And.thatenioHion 1 . Higher Aotren s o imaester Oorio

Famous Discoveries by Sea and Land.

uch & volume may providentially sie up some youths by tho divine e
Kindlod by Cices 1e0t D1 ol 6o 1oy Ohen sther ds, wad sbow thest voet
Tesources.'—Perthahire Advertiser
Stirring Events of History.

“+The yolumo wil fary hold its pace among thoso which mko the smallee
ways of history pleasant nd attractive, 1t is o ift-hook in which the interest
Wil mot Vo extiausted with one reuding. ' Guardian.

Adventures in Field, Flood, and Forest. Stories of

and Daring.

ung people which Mossrs. Blackie excel
i all question stc mirably. The pre.
Sent book cannot fail o bo read With itercst and advantage.”—cademy.

Jack o’ Lanthorn: A Tale of Adventure. By Hexry Frira,

e narrativo s crushed full ofsiring fcident, and s ure to be a pimo
favourite with our Boys, who Wil b assisted by it in mastering & suflciently
iting ehaptes 1 he Hstory ot Bagiane s Chrstian Loader

The Family Failing. By Diriey Dar

onco an amusiug and an inferestig story, and a canial lesson on the
valub of Gontentedness fo yorug and 010 alise. " Aberdeon Journa

The Joyous Story of Toto. By Lauvra E. Ricmaros.

With 30 humorous and fanciful Tllustrations by E. H. GARRErT.
excellent bogk for clil i ppreciate a little
dallokia e Tt should s unique
e i o o tho tiou o oy a Birmingham G:
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BLACKIE’S TWO-SHILLING SERIES.

Tllustrated by eminent Artists. In crown 8vo, cloth elegant.

New VoLuaes.
Sam Silvan’s Sacrifice: The Story of Two Fatherless Boys.
I By Jesse COLMAN.

Tho stary of two brothers-—the (-Mur 2 1 of good and sleady dispo
the Younger norvon aker and more selfish.

e e R upylads
ey ot &
Tn the end.the elder. brother's generous sare
results in his is own life to save that of his brother, who realizes
When it i too late the full meas indebtedness.

A Warrior King: The Story of a Boy’s Adventures in
Africa. By J. EVELYN.

Adrian Englofied, an English boy of sixteon, sccompa s father or
xploration inlad from tho West Cout AT the

a journ
Bahds of the Berinaquas, o becomes tho friend o ther princo, Moryos,
but is on the point of being sacrifced whon i is — pture of

the fsuelah by a neighbouring hosil tribe. e is soon e ok
the Beringuuas, and saves the life of Moryosi, The twa tribos aro ult-
Ctals anttat ol A e e 1 fsenh e Tt

Insect Ways on Summer Days in Garden, Forest, Field,
nd Stream. By Jexxerr Howenreys.  With 70 Tllustrations.

y instructive but delightal to evory
ad retlect upon 1 s of nature.”

prove not o
begiuming 1o inquir

Susan. By Auy WALTON.

Clever Tittle story, written with somo 1
creat dea) o Height 1ncs Chdrens Teolngs
“A Pair of Clogs"’ Aud other Stories. By Ayy WALTON.

nd unusnally true to nature. For children between
be thoroughly commended. " Academy.

mour. e anthorcss shows &
not "Pall Mall Gazette,

Decidedly inte :
nine and fonstoen Tos DSOE
The Hawthorns. By Axr Warrox.
“A 1 5 vivid and clover stady of chili-life, At this apecies of work
Aoy Walton has o periors - Chrishan eader
Dorothy’s Dilemma: A Tale of the Time of Charles I.
1By CAROLINE AvsTIX.

Iy well.told stor
Dorothy, is & chary

il bo warmly welcomed, by children.
ing creation.”—Court Journal

“An ex
The little herol

Marie’s Home: Or, A Glimpse of the Past. By CAROLINE
AuvsTr

An exulsitely toll story. Tho heroh
could wish

a type of girlhood as ono

fino
e aur Title British dumacls of to-dag . Christion Leader
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TWO SHILLING SERIES—Continued.

Warner's Chase: Or the Gentle Heart. By Axvie S,

i Ml Waeron, the Heroi, who soften tho hard, heartof herrich uncle
hus u a1 s tho fortunes, we have & fine ideal of real
omaniy gooneal’L Sehooimas

A good ok for boys an gils. There is o sckly goodyiam in 1t but s tone
of quict and true religion that Keeps its own place.— Lertishire Advertis

Aboard the ‘“Atalanta:” The Story of a Truant. By
Hexgy Frunm
e story i very interest

hoy after reading it w
away from school under alm

Swax.

i the deseiptions most graphic. Wo doubt
1d be tempted to the great mistake of running
i prssan whatavero-Practical feacher,

The Penang Pirate and Tur Losr Prxxace. By Jomy C.
HUTOHESON.
<A ook which boys will thoroughly enjoy: rattling, adventurous, and romantic,
and the storics are thoroughiy healthy in tone."—dberdeen Journal

Teddy: The Story of a “Little Pickle.” By Jorx C. Hurcmesox.

Ho i and when at

fer the discip-

musing Tittle fellow with a rich fund of animal spirit:
Tength o 065 t0 s with Uncls Jack he speedily sobers down
line of life."—Saturday Review.

Lmda and the Boys.

sentilly o hid' book, and will be heatly ppreciated b the

y CecILiA SELBY LOWNDES.

but fs full of the kind of humour

Swiss Stories for Children and those who Love
Children. From the German of MADAM JOHANNA SPYRI.
By Luoy WHERLOCK.
“ Charming sorigs. They ao rich in loeal colouring,and, what s ette,in
pathos."—The Times
“Tiese most delighttul children's s arecxsentially for hldron, but woull
{ancints o1ter ahd 165 onthusiastic minds with their délicate romance and 4
e aiut ot fhe hakd e ofthe Swia pessnatry. ' Spestato.

The Squire’s Grandson: A Devonshire Story. By J. M.

CALLWELL.
« A healthy tone pervades this story, and the lessons of courage, flial affection,
i devotion to diy on the part of the young hero cannot fail o favourably

fmpress all young readers. sty

Magna Charta Stories: Or Struggles for Freedom in the
Olden Time. Bdited by ARTavR GImaax, A With 12 full-
page Tllustrations.

jence, which ought to be in the hands of all boya."—

irA book o apocial ¢
atio
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TWO-SHILLING SERIES—Continued.

The Wings of Courage; Axp Tuk CLoUD - SPINNER.
Translated from the French of GEORGE SAND, by Mrs. COBKRAN.

“Mrs. Corkran has
two charming little storie

ratitudo by translating into readablo English thess

Chirp and Chatter: Or, Lessoxs rrox FieLp axp TREE.
By Auce Baxks. With 54 Tllustrations by GORDON BROWNE.
We sce the humbling infiunce of Iove on the hauglty harvestno

touchel by e sty of the o nt, and may profi by the mor

of " the disobedie e Grtoiogs v sperted aind Tyt~ The Zunet

Four Little Mischiefs. By Rosa MurmoLLaxn.

“ Graphically written, and abounds in tonches of
reeman. A charming bright story abori

moug and nt
W ateliman

New Light through 0ld Windows. A S
mummn-m»les of Asop. By Greaso Gow,

he most delightflly-written lit
e e e

eries of Stories

tociesone ca il it Ukraurs
told."— Glasgow Herald.

Little Tottie, and Two Other Stories. By THOMAS ARCHER.
We can warmly commend all three storio
¥ the younger ones,"—Schoolmaster.

the book is & most alluring prize

Naughty Miss Bunny: Her Tricks and Troubles. By
Craa MULHOLLAND.

nanghty s postivly dlightul,  Papas shoukd not omit. Naughty
i Bunny froms their it of Javentle prosonte.’—Land and Wat

Adventures of Mrs. Wishing-to-be, and other Stories.
By Avrice CORKRAN.

s Bimply  charming book fo Ltte gt Saturday Rev
n the style and spirlt to win the hearts of children#—Daily News.

Her Words and Ways. By Mgs. R. H. Rean.

Woodeuts, and a Frontispiece in colours.

“ Prottily told and prettily illustrated " —Guardi
o o bo . greek vourte ik soing sBllaren -kl Guardien

Fairy Fancy: What she Heard and Saw. By Mgs. R. H.
Reap. With many Woodeuts and a Coloured Frontispiece.

1AL is plessant, nice renting. with o Ittle knowlodge of
other matders gently Introduced and divested of dryness "~

tural history and
tical Teacher.
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BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES.
With Tllustrations in Colour,
cloth elegant.

nd black and tint. In crown 8vo,

NEw VoLuses.

Tales of Daring and Danger. By G. A. Hesty.
A selection of five of Mr, Henty's \hurb stories nl Jul\‘cnlun: by land and
"o salumo coniainytho narraive of an oficors Lear-shosting cxp-
ditin, and bis ubsequent capiivity among the Dacoi
an Indian fakir and (o Drcich of i e
Hw w:c of his own life, a miner who

o Gulch, ich a boy &
B o ded e, s e Do

The Seven Golden Keys. By Jaues E. Arvowp.

Hilda gains entranco int fuiry-land, and is thoro s olden casket

with/seven 1ocka." "o obtaln th freastiroiit oGhtains, 1t is Aocamary €

Sho should. mako seven Journeys to find the keys, and in her travels i

passe s sovon important ossons
—to speak tho truth, to be mm ot to s appearances, to hold f;

Tt e e e

Books, as well as ono of the most instructive

a number of adventures and

The Story of a Queen. By Mary C. RowskLL.

A Pleasant v on f Mario of

Brabant, 1o Mgk, the
L e rathr than in a horo, tho ook has no ack of
and will bo road with no loss cagornoss by boys than by irl

To the latter it will g .H\m,,m of pationt, stre
hood, to.the forme # will feach many lessons in trut

‘and noble
alnees and ohivalry.

Joan's Adventures, At the North Pole and Elsewhere. By Avuioe
CORKRAN.

“This is a most deli fairy story. e charming sty
rrua e ks 1t epast b e tiong o s Andecess

d ensy prose
Spectator

Edwy: Or Was oo Coward? By Assarrs Loran

i3 charming story, and sufliently varied to uit hildren of all ages.”
—Tip e

Fl]larl wlth Gold By JENNIE PERRETT.
e talo is intere ind gracefully told. Miss Perrotts description of lifo

Gt Gk Jocucy thct vLLSINGe & et oA Spestalor

The Battleﬁeld Treasure. By F. Bavrorp HARRISON.

on is a 1ad of the Tom Brown type, and his search for treasure and

he 86qhel e §are £0 Drove nteresting b DOYE - Brgisn Teacher

By Order of Queen Maude: A Story of Home Life. By Loursa
Crow.

The tae i brghtly and clavely 13 and forms ono af the baat children's
books which the season has produced.”—dcadem
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BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES—Continued.

Our General: A Story for Girls. By Euzanera J. Lysacur.

A young girl of indomitabl spiit, to whom all insinctvely turn fo guld-
ance-a noble pattern for girls." ~Guandia

Aunt Hesba's Charge. By rmz\mn J LYSAGHT.

n book tells h ftened by the influence
of b Ladiah kil v et umxnulull) et S s hate e Lysag
style is bright and pleasant. " Acade

Iea the Haven. By Axwie S. Swax.

tary more attractive, by reason of its breezy freshness, as well as for the
practical 1ssoms Bt conveya. T Ghvistian Laader:

Our Fran!

“These stor
—Academy.

And other Stories. By Axy WALTON.
e of the sort that children of the clever kind are sure to like."”

The Late Miss Hollingford. By Rosa Mcmm.unn.

5 ook for girls published this season approaches the charm of fts
taling, Whteh will 6 CLRALy ApprouAit by parsass of A goh e Siamart

The Pedlar and His Dog. By Maxy C. Ruw«ru.

+Tho opening chapt description of Necton Fair, wil foroibly romin
many reaors of .\,Um Hliot " Taken atogeiner 1t 1s ' deighetal om

Yarns on the Beach By ¢
““This little hook should find spe

uln-mnlw4\1|4Imlunlur ud are
The Echo,

A. Hexry,
ial favour among hoys. The yarns are
dmirably calculated to foster & manly spi

A Terrible Coward. By G. Maxviie Fexx.
135 mch .t oy il dlight to read, and a they e certtn to prof
Tom Finch’s Monkey: And other Yams. B

ies o an altogether unexceptionale ha
zen books of s Lo

J. €. HUTomESON.
cter, with adventures sufficient

Grantley's Girls, And tho Storics Sho Told Them,, By
THOMAS ARCH

‘people could not be found."—Northern Chroniele,

Down and Up Again: Deing some Account of the e
ople they Met,

ly,
and the O By GREGsoN Gow.

The story i .
ted altogether b pesse

v tald. with some fairly dramatic incidents, aud cale
ung people. —Scoteman
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BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES—Continued.

The Troublcs zmd Tx‘lumphs of Little Tim. A City Story.
SREGRON G

An undorcurent, of sympathy wi

abilty o desceine. thele Toslig emiently

marked features in Mr N. B. Mail,

The Happy Lad:

th the struggles of tho poor, and
istic of Dicke

Gow's story.

of Peasant Life in Norway. From the

Norwegian of Bjornson.
s prety story has matural eloquenco whioh seems {0 carry us back
o some of the Tove stories of tho Bible w Bre
The Patriot Martyr: And other Narratives of Female Heroism in
Peace and War,
(16 should b xead with interest by oyery el who loves o learn what

plish in times of dan

her sex ¢

Madges Mistake: A Recollstion of Girlhood. By Awi E.
ARNSTRONG.

£his delighttul it tale. Tt abounds
stol Tim

Wo cannot, speak too hig
10 ndercoting sk Tanghapte factienta.

Box of Stories. Packed for Young Folk by Horaor HAPPYMAN.

When I was a Boy in China.
native of China, now resident in the United States
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1s.

the advantage of having
His book 1 as interesting to

By Yax Piou Lo
Tllustrated.

n written not only by a
Jults a8

his ltle ok s
in a man of culture
The Guardian

et Informative vl
and private 1ife
" The Seottiuh Leados

A ingly inercsting, Dt
5 a peep into th
B ok s Bormaps Hever etors been pfforde

THE SHILLING SERIES OF BOOKS
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

5mo, neatly bound in cloth extra. Each book contains

res and a Coloured Illustration.

Square 1
128 pag
New Voruses.
By JULIA GovpaTD,
OBy

Mr. Lipscombe's Apples.
s: or the Charge
against Her Wil

The Castle on the Shore.
An Emigrant Boy's Stor
Jock and his Friend
John a’ Dale.

By MARY C. RowseiL
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BLACKIE'S SHILLING SERIES—Continued.

In the Summer Holidays. By JEx-
NETT HUMPHEEYS,

How the Strike Began. By Eania
LESLIE

Tom Watkins’ Mistake, Ty Bsa

Twn Little Brothers. By M. HaR-

RIET M. CATES.
Tales from the Russi The New Boy at Merriton. By
Kubalensky. JULIA GODDARD.
Cinderella’s, Cous The Children of Haycombe. By
es. By PENEL ANIE S,
Their New Home. By Awvs 5 | The Cruise of tho “Fotrel.” Ty
FENY. A Hotaes.

Janie's Holiday. By C. REDFORD. (I Wike Erincses S TARE S
L e e o | B“"d Boy or-Diesdan st
b s Sister.

Hatto's Tower. By MARY C. Row- | jop o, Toalani

+ A Story of the Far

Pmy Lovehzlrn 's Favourites. BY | stonies from Sh“k.,sp.m.

py | Every Man i Flua Or a City
A Jetsam: or ot Ateat. Ty | EVepY AR I bis, i
l‘xresldn l'zllrkcs nnd Flower

The Redfords: An I Fancles.  Stories for Girls,

By Mrs, GEORGE C
Missy. Dy F. Baxsown Hawmsoy, |

Hidden Seed; or. A ¥
Tite S5 Eane Tasine

To um Sea. In Ships: Stories of Suf-

s | Jackes V{cmry. and other Stories
about Do,

Ursula’s Aunt. By A
Jack’s Two Sovereigns. By Axxii

Story of a King, told by ono of his
Soldiers.
Prince Alexls, or  BEAUTY AND THE
ALittle Adventurer: or HowTommy Brast
R s Father | Littie Daniel: a Story of a Flood on

By nmason Gom

the R
Olive Mount. Ey AN & FEXN. | Sasha tho Serf: and other Storiesof
Three Little Ones. Their Haps and HysinTie

Mishaps. By C. LANGTON | True Stories of Foreign History.

ISTRATION:

THROUGHOUT PRINTED IN COLOURS.
410, ONE

sHILLING EAcH,
GORDON BROWNE'S SERIES OF
OLD FAIRY TALES.
1. HOP O° MY THUMB. 2. BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.

Each book contais 32 pages S illustrated on every page
by P inted in colours.
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THE NINEPENNY SERIES OF BOOKS FOR
CHILDREN.

Neatly bound in cloth extra.

New Vorum
By BEATRI

Things will Take a Turn.
The Lost Thimble:
Max or Baby: the Story of a very

Jack-a-Dandy; or the Heir of Castle Fergus
A Day of Adventures: A Story for little Girls
nd other Storie:

The Golden Plums,

The Queen of Squats.
HORNIBROOK.

Shusks: A Stry tor Boys. By s

Sy|vls Bronka . HARRIET M

ByA.S.F
By Mrs. M

'nm L!l,v.\e Cousi
In Cloudland.

Jack and the Gypsies. By Kate
Woop.

Hans the Painter. By Mrx C.
Row:

Little Troublesome. By Tsspi
HORNIBROOK.

My Lady May: And one other Story
By HARRIER BOULTNOOD.

adap 1 for the soung
Tonce. " Sehsolmistres,

and other Stories.

TsApEL

gond charagter porvados all those books
ons deduced are such
We comnat. t00 Highy command thetn 1 thelt sxcel:

Each contains 96 pages and a Coloured
Tllustration.

2 HARRAD!
By Mrs
Tittle Boy

RAV
By aur T
y E.J

By O mconea ke
By FRANCES CLARE.
By Mrs

| A Little Hero. Mus-
GRAVE.

Prince Jon's Pilgrimage. By
JUSSIE FLEMING.

Harold’s Ambi Or a Dream of
Fame. By JENNIE PERRETT.

| Seppert the Drummer Boy. By
[ARY C. ROWSELL
| Aboard the Mersey. By Mra
GEORGE CUPPLE:
A Blind Pupil. By ANNTE S. FENN.
Lost and Found. By Mrs. CARL

ROTHER

Fisherman Grim, By Mary C.
ROWSELL

ey are admie

SOMETHING FOR THE VERY LITTLE ONES.

Fully Tlustrated with Woodeuts and Coloured Plates.
Sixpen

cloth.

Tales Easy and Small for the
lotters than three, By

01d Dick Grey and Aunt Kate's Way

our lottors. By JENNETT HUMP
Maud’s Doll and Her Walk.
more than four letters.
In Holiday Time.
ettors.

And ather Stori
0 HUMPHREY

By Mrs. A 1. G

Whisk and Buzz.

Youngest of AlL
© Hu

In Picture and Talk.
By JENNETT HU

64 pp., 32mo,

In no word will you see more
o

Stories in little words of not more than
e
In little words of not
MPHREYS.
s In little words of not more than five
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THE SIXPENNY SERIES FOR CHILDREN.
Neatly bound in cloth extra, Each contains 64 pages and a Coloured Cut.

A Little Man of War, By L. E.
TImDEMAN
Lady Daisy. By CAROLINE STEWART.

By H. MARY WILSON.

d Violin. ByJ. LOCKHART.

Mischievous Jack. By A. CORKRAN.
i TIDDEMAN.

Pet’s Project. By CORA LANGTON.

The Chosen Treat. By Crusriorrs

Dew.
Ch

Little Neighbours. By ANMIE .
N

Jim; A Storyof CHld Tite, By G-

Lm.h C\lrwsuy ;0r AGerman Chist-
Saru Lhe Wonl-gsthereh "y

mry “Storles: tod by P EL0PE.

Little Mop:

Mrs. CHARLE
The Tree Cake: o
y W. L. ROOPER.

Belpfuln

iseworthy seres o Prizo Books
moral lesson, such as lionesty,

Nurse Peggy, and Little Dog Trip,
Fanny’s King. By DARLEY DALE.
‘ Wild Marsh Marigolds. ByD. DAL
| Kitty's Cousin. By Hawsau b,

Cleared at Last.
‘ DARD.

By Juua Gon-

olly Forbes. By ANNIE 8.

A Year with Nellle, ByA.S. Frxy,
The Little Brown Bird.
The Maid of Domremy : aud other

Litle Eri: Story of Honesty.
Uncle Ben the Whaler.

The Palace of Luxury.

The Charcoal Burner.

Willy Black: a Story of Doing Right.
The Horse and His Ways.

The Shoemaker’s Present.
Lights to Walk by.
The Little Merchant.
Nicholina: a Story about an Ieebers,
Moat o g sorloe s s

A SERIES OF FOURPENNY REWARD BOOKS.

Each 64 pages, 18mo, Tllustrated, in

A Start in Life. By J. LCKHARL.

Happy Childhood. By Anir v
ENOIX. DAY

Dorothy's Claok. Do.
Toddy. By L E. TIDDEMAN.
Slnﬂesnhonlmyl)nlls By vrizons

e Gat Timothy.
Delia’s Boots. L RoorEn.
Poat o tha Bl s e

A Kitten's Adventures. By Caxo.
LINE STEWART
By AxNIE

Holidays at Sunnycroft.

Clim . By
A Year at Coverley.

By Do

LONDON: BLACKIE

GLASGOW,

& SON,
EDINBURGH,

icturo Boards.

Phil Foster. ByJ. LoOKHATT.

| Papa’s Birthday. Ty W. L. Roors.
The Charm Fairy. By PENELOVE

v Little Children.

Worthy of Trust, By IL B Mo

Bravo and Trus, Ty Gasoson Gov.
Johnnle Tupper's Temptation. Do
| Maudie and Bertio. Do
| The Children nd tho Water-Lily.
onDARD:
Poor Tom olliven
Fritz's Experiment.

| Christmas-Box.

By Do,
By Lerimia

49 OLD BAILEY, EC.
AND DUBLIN,
















