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WHEN THE SHIP COMES HOME. 
CHAPTER I, RELEASE. 

A CONVICT ! That is what I was in the 
year 1851—a conrict, with a sentence on 
my head of twenty years' penal servitude, 
fifteen of them still to elapse, for forgery 
and embezzlement, the crime having been 
committed under circumstances (as the 
judge remarked) of the most revolting 
and exaggerated ingratitude—a convict in 
New South Wales, 

It seemed to me at the time, and it 
seems to me still, but a small thing for 
which»I received a remission of the un
finished term of years, compared with the 
thing for which I was found guilty and 
received my sentence. There was a rising, 
a sudden and purposeless rising, among 
the conricts, and, at a critical moment. 
Heaven in its mercy put into my head to 
do what they called an heroic deed. I t 
saved the lives, they said, of the governor 
and one or two prison-warders, and it gave 
me my freedom. Let us say no more 
about it. 

My freedom! What did that mean to 
me ? Let me try, bitter as is the recollection 
of that time, to recaU something of what it 
meant, something of what my prison-life 
had been. 

I was in prison for five years and three 
months. When my serritude began, I 
used to lie sleepless at night; sometimes 
stupidly wondering; sometimes moaning 
in agony of misery; sometimes praying for 
swift and speedy death; sometimes asking 
bitterly if prayer were any use, if there 

was anyone at all to hear and pity outside 
the white stone wall; sometimes meditating 
on some possible mode of, suicide to end it 
all—because, you see, I was innocent. 

At the beginning of my imprisonment, 
when I slept, my thoughts would fly back 
to the happy days of liberty, I saw myself 
at school; I was risiting my patron, master, 
and benefactor, Mr. Baldwin, to whom my 
dead father had been a faithful and trusted 
servant. He questioned me, according to 
his wont, on my progress in the classes; 
he patted me on the head when I showed 
him my prizes; and when, at sixteen, he 
took me away from the school, where he 
had paid for my education, it was to give 
me a desk in his counting-house, with the 
promise of advancement should I deserve 
it. As the years went on, I saw myself 
pushed up with as much rapidity as was 
fair to others. Responsible work was put 
into my hands. At twenty I enjoyed such 
confidence as the head of a great City 
house could bestow on a young clerk, and 
I was allowed such a salary that I could 
live comfortably, and have my little sister 
Ruth—my only sister—to live with me. 
When my dreams reached this point I 
generally awoke with a star^ and a rush 
of thoughts, confused at first, but swiftly 
resolring themselves into the ghastly truth. 
For then followed the dreadful end—my 
good old master in the witness-box, telling, 
vrith sobs of a broken voice, how he had 
loved and trusted me; the immediate and 
unanimous finding of the verdict; the 
voice of the judge—cold, stern, never to 
be forgotten—stating that, in the face of 
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the facts before him, he must make a 
signal example of as black a case as had 
ever been revealed in a court of justice. 
The sentence of the court would be twenty 
years of penal servitude. And after that my 
little Ruth—oh ! my pretty, innocent, help
less little sister of ten—weeping before 
me, when she came to take her leave of me, 
and I not able to do anything—not the 
least single thing—not able to say any 
word, not the least single word of comfort— 
too miserable even to assert my innocence! 
I cannot bear even now to think about it. 
For I was innocent. 
. After a few months of prison-life I left 
off dreaming of the past. Then the present 
was with me, night and day—a present 
without joy, hope, or uncertainty; a present 
without pain, shame, or suffering, save for 
the leaden weight of degradation which 
never leaves a prisoner. Yet no open sense 
of disgrace, because there were none to look 
in my face and shame me with a glance. 
You do not feel disgrace before a warder 
or an official, and yet the shame is that 
part of the punishment which the judge 
always forgets; it comes after the sentence 
is worked out. There was no suffering, 
because the day's work brought the night's 
fatigue, and there was no one at fall of even
ing in my solitary cell to keep me awake with 
reproaches ; but always that heavy load 
upon the brain, and the present, mono
tonous and dreadful as it was, with me 
night and day, I ceased in a very few 
months to think, to feel, to look forward. 
I became a machine; even the thought of 
my innocence died out of me by degrees. 
I supposed that, somehow, I must have 
done it—perhaps in madness, perhaps in a 
dream; or rather I accepted the present, 
and forgot the past, I even forgot poor 
little Ruth, and ceased to wonder what 
had become of her; I forgot what I had 
been. I was a conrict; there was nothing 
before me but prison aU my life. 

The seasons roUed on; the bright sun 
overhead beat down upon the bare prison 
yards; the moonlight streamed through the 
bars of my window. Summer followed 
winter, and was foUowed by winter again. 
Outside the prison, the world "went on 
in its quiet colonial way. No doubt, 
vrithin a stone's throw of my ceU, women 
were wooed, children were b o m ; there 
were rejoicings and thanksgivings in fami
lies, vrith mirth of boys and girls, and 
smUes of mothers. Inside, I for one 
thought no more of such things as love 
and happiness; I thought of nothing. But 

for one happy change in my work, 1 think 
I should have drifted downwards slowly 
into that dismal slough of stupid madness 
once plunged in which the patient can no 
longer think of anything, not even hia 
own sorrowful life, or do anything, save 
sit and watch vacuously the hands of the 
prison-clock creep round, the shadows 
shift across the stone floor, and the white
wash grow dull as the night creeps 
through the bars. That change came 
when I had been at Sydney a twelve
month. They put me, because I was well-
educated and intelligent, into the apothe
cary's room. There were a few medical 
books of reference, which I was allowed in 
the intervals of work to read. And so by 
degrees, a new-interest was awakened in 
my brain, and in a draggled, brcken-
vringed fashion, I began to live again. 
What I read in the day I thought over 
at night, until I knew all that the books 
had to teach me. The doctor brought 
more books, and I read them, and he 
taught me things not to be learaed in 
books. Thus I became in Fome sort a 
physician and a surgeon. Once,'when I 
showed the doctor what I knew, he 
startled me into long - forgotten hope. 
"When your time is out," said he, "you 
might become an apothecary, they always 
want them in the coolie ships." 

Time out! I felt a sudden giddiness, as 
the blood rushed to my head. Time out! 
A h ! When ? For there were fifteen 
years yet to serve; and even vrith a 
ticket-of-leave there were nine years be
fore me. Twenty years of age when I was 
sentenced; twenty-five when the doctor 
spoke those kindly words of forecast; I 
might be forty before my release could be 
counted on, for they are hard on forgers. 
What sort of life was there beyond that 
fortieth year, for a man who has to begin 
over again, and carry such a burden of 
disgrace as mine. 

Enough about the conrict-time. I re
ceived in due course a full remission of 
the remaining period. When I came 
away, the governor offered to shake hands 
with me, because he said I was a brave 
man. I asked him to shake hands with 
me because I was an innocent man, and 
he shook his head; then I thanked him, bnt 
refused to take the proffered hand. For 
the sense of my innocence came back to 
me, strong and clear, on the moming of my 
release. Then the chaplain rebuked me, 
and rightly. Why should the governor-
why should anyone—bcHeve me inno-
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cent ? Only the doctor stood my friend. 
" I have read your case," he said, " and 
it's the clearest case I ever did read; 
either you are the forger or the devil; and 
since you have worked for me, Warneford, 
I beUeve upon my honour that it was the 
devil. But no one else will ever believe 
that. Good-bye, my lad, and God prosper 
yon." So that I had my little mite of 
comfort. In all this great world there was 
one man who thought my assertions true. 
Stay— t̂here was another man; one who 
not only believed, but knew me inno
cent. The man who did it. But who was 
he ? For I had no enemy in the world, 
and there was no one whom I could even 
reasonably suspect, 

I left the prison with an angry heart 
when I ought to have been most grateful, 
for I realised more bitterly when I breathed 
the free air again, that, for the rest of my 
miserable life, I was to be a marked man. 
Gro where I would, fly to the uttermost 
parts of the earth, there was no spot so 
retired, no place so remote, but that some 
echo of the past might visit it, breathing 
my name and my story; there would be 
no moment when I should feel safe from 
the fear that some finger might reach forth 
from the crowd, and point rae out as Warne
ford the Forger—Warneford the Convict. 
Why, the governor said that the papers 
were ringing with my " heroic deed." So 
much the worse for me, because it would 
make concealment more difficult. Grate
ful ? Why should I be grateful, I asked, 
for being delivered from an unjust bond
age, with the stigma of dishonour branded 
on my brow, plain for all men to read ? 
Time enough to think of gratitude, when 
I could plead before the world a proved 
and manifest innocence. 

The city of Sydney in those days was a 
qniet and peaceful place, not on the way 
to get rich, and with little to talk about. 
They wanted to make much of me and 
my exploit; offers of employment came in; 
people reasoned with me that, if I stayed 
there, I sbonlr) certainly get on; they 
pointed out other men who had worked 
their term, and stayed in the settlement, 
and were now flourishing and respected 
citizens. But I could not stay; there 
was no rest possible for me tUl I was 
back in London, I wanted to see the old 
place again, I thought if I could have a 
qniet three months on board a ship, I 
could pnt things together in my mind 
better than I could do in the prison, and 
perhaps get a clue. Because, you see, I 

never had been able, from the very begin
ning, to put things clearly to myself. 
Before the trial, t had but one thing to 
say—I did not do i t ; of that alone I was 
certain. When my case came on, I stood 
like one in a dream, while the circum
stantial evidence piled itself up, and even 
my counsel could find nothing to say for 
me. After the sentence, I was as a man 
who is stunned. 

And then another thought came over 
me as I stood outside the prison-wall, a 
thought which should have softened any 
heart—the thought of little Ruth. She was 
ten years old when I left her—fifteen now. 
What was become of her ? I t had been 
my earnest wish that I might bring her 
up to be a gentlewoman like her mother 
before her—a sweet Christian maid as her 
dead mother was before her—and strong in 
goodness, as her dead father had been. 
Now—what had become of her ? And 
whose fault—whose fault ? I t was mock
ing grace of sunshine and sweetness of 
spring, it was bitterness of beauty in 
flowers and tender grasses wet with dew, 
that I saw for the first time for many 
years. The free air that I felt around me 
could bring no salve or comfort to a 
mined life; it could not drive away the 
thought of another whose wreck was due 
to my own. 

So the freedom which was restored to 
me threatened to become a curse, and, 
vrith angry heart, I shook off the Sydney 
dust from my feet, and started for Mel
bourne. I would go there; I had a little 
money, which I had earned by my apothe
cary work. I would take the cheapest 
passage home under another name; it 
might be that no one would know that a 
convict was on board, and so I could sit 
quietly during a long three-months' voyage 
and think. Just then I could not think 
clearly, because I was mad and blind with 
reawakened rage; and, in my bitterness, I 
cursed the day that gave me birth. A 
conrict released before his time ! Why, if 
people looked at me, I knew in my heart 
that they were saying, "Tha t is George 
Warneford, the famous forger, let off for 
courage in the mutiny. But anyone can 
see that he is a convict; that is apparent 
from his face." " And whose fault ? " 
I cried in my blind anguish; "whose 
fault ? " 

As I strode along the faintly-worn tracks 
and silent paths of that lonely country, 
there grew up in me a purpose and a 
hope. The purpose was to hide myself 
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when I arrived in England—^to get, if 
possible, some sort of occupation which 
would leave my evenings free for thought, 
and to devote all that thought to the 
steady following up of every clue that 
might present itself. My hope was to 
stand one day before the world—^my pri
soner in one hand, my proofs in the other 
—and demand revenge. 

And all that follows is the history of 
how this purpose got itself carried out, in 
what manner my hope was achieved, and 
what sort of revenge I perpetrated at last. 

CHAPTEll II. " MURDER ON BOARD ! " 

I WORKED my way to Melbourne on foot, 
hoarding my money, as if in some vague 
way it was going to assist me in my pur
pose. Heaven help me with my purpose ! 
In the moming I was resolute and con
fident. I would get back to London; on 
the voyage I would set down all that I 
could remember, to the smallest detail— 
every little fact of that happy, bygone time 
before this eril thing fell upon me. No 
doubt I should find a clue at last; some
how I would follow it up, step by step, till 
my proofs accumulated to irresistible evi
dence. I pictured myself, under the 
glamour of that bright sunshine of Aus
tralia, standing before the prosperous deril 
who had done the deed—he was always 
prosperous and happy in my dreams—and 
dragging him before justice. I was myself 
standing before the old man—my bene
factor—denouncing his readiness to be
lieve, his unrelenting persecution when he 
did believe; always hurrying onwards a 
full and complete revenge, till not one of 
those who had had a hand in my unmerited 
ruin, should remain without his share of a 
cup of bitterness. 

In the night I saw things in their grim 
reality; I saw how weak I was ; I saw 
the hopelessness of my task; and I fore
saw how I was to creep back to my native 
country, pardoned, it is true, for good 
conduct, but branded tUl death with the 
gallows-tree mark of forger and thief. 
And at such a time I was wiUing to go 
back to my prison, and serve out the rest 
of my life in the apothecary's-room. 

Lurid hope that seemed golden, or dark 
despair, it mattered nothing, because, in 
hope or despair, my miserable life was 
before me—life stretches long before the 
eyes at twenty-five—and it had to be got 
through somehow. 

Always, in those days, the thought of 
myself and my wrongs ! The wrong was 

so great, the min so overwhelming^ that 
there was no room left in my mind for 
any other feeling. For instance, I arrived 
in the colony of Victoria in the days when 
the whisper of gold was running like wild
fire through its scattered hamlets, and along 
its giant sheep-runs; but when other men's 
nerves thrilled at the chance of boundless 
wealth waiting to be picked up, I listened 
coldly. Again, to this day I have no 
sense or recollection of what the country 
was like through which I toUed alone, 
from station to station, in my resolution 
to get to the place where my face 
at least, if not my name, should be un
known, I know I walked through wild 
and savage districts, where there were 
dangers of thirst, dangers of reptiles, and 
dangers of treacherous natives. I beheve 
that I sometimes slept out for days to
gether, I know that I was always alone, 
except that sometimes a friendly shepherd 
in an up-country station gave me tea and 
damper. What it was like, that great con
tinent through which I journeyed on foot, 
I cannot say, because I walked along with 
open eyes which saw not, ears which never 
heard, and senses which never felt anything. 
Only, as I said before, the light and sun
shine witched me into confidence, which 
the darkness tore away. And the agony 
was like the agony of Prometheus when 
the eagle tore away his liver. 

I think in those days I must have been 
mad, for, if I had not been mad, I must 
have known that there was still one heart, 
somewhere in England, beating with love 
for me, one voice going up in prayer for 
me day and night. But, if I thought of 
Ruth at all, it was to remember how my 
ruin was hers, and it made me morê  
fiercely mad. 

I t was not difficult at Melbourne to get 
a ship bound for London. The harbour was 
full of ships, whose crews had deserted and 
gone off to the gold-fields. Now and then the 
captains had deserted their ships as well. 
They all seemed bound for London, be
cause the port of Melbourne was then a 
very little place, and its trade was small; 
the trouble was that there were no crews 
to carry back the ships, I had to cast 
about and wait, I was the only man, I 
believe, in all that colony who neither 
looked to find gold for himself in the 
diggings, nor tried to make money out of 
those who were starting for the diggings. 

After a few weeks of restless waiting-
each day that kept me from a risionary 
revenge was a day lost—I discovered that 
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a vessel would probably sail immediately. 
I got this information, in an indirect way, 
from a man whose business it was to 
plunder the diggers at starting. He was 
a great scoundrel, I remember, and I used 
to compare him piling up money hand over 
hand by dishonest tricks and cheatings,with 
myself, the released felon of a blameless life. 
He asked me no questions, either where I 
was from or whither I was going. He took 
the money for my board, and he bade me 
hold myself in readiness for a start; and 
one day I got the word and went on 
board the clipper sailing vessel, Lucy Der
rick, bound from Melbourne to London. 
I was a steerage passenger, the only one, 
because no other poor man in his senses 
would leave Melbourne at such a time. 
There was only one saloon passenger, and 
she was a young lady; of course no one 
but a lady would leave Melbourne when 
the very air was dry with thirst for gold. 
She was under the charge, I learned, of the 
captain, and was sent home in order that 
her father, a lawyer by profession, might 
go up to Ballarat and make his fortune in 
the gold-fields. 

The captain was a gray-headed man of 
sixty-five or so, a man with a face scarred 
and scored in a thousand lines. I t was a 
hard and stem face. This was well, be
cause he had hard, stern work before him. 
The chief officer, a young fellow of five-
and-twenty, on the contrary, showed in 
his face, which was mUd and soft-eyed, 
that he was not the man to command a 
crew of roughs and rowdies. 

I say nothing against him, and in the 
end he fought it out to the death. There 
were a second and third mate too—one 
was a boy of sixteen, not yet out of his 
articles, the other was a rough, trusty 
fellow, every inch a saUor. As for the 
saloon passenger — she was to be my 
queen and mistress. Helen Elwood was 
her name. Her father brought her on 
board half an hour after I embarked, 
and took a hasty leave of her. I noticed 
neither him nor her, because, in truth, I 
was stiU dazed by the long dream, in which 
I had walked all the way from Sydney to 
Melbourne—my dream of a purpose. I 
sat in the bows, with my bundle beside 
me, hardly noted when the anchor was 
weighed, and presently the ship spread her 
white sails, and we slipped away out to 
sea. 

Then I began to look about me. The first 
thing I noticed was that tho men were 
drunk; and I learned afterwards that if 

they had not been drunk they would not 
have been got on board at all. Then I saw 
the captain and officers drive them to work 
with blows. The men were like brute beasts, 
butlneversaw brute beasts so knocked down 
and belaboured ; they were drank, but they 
understood enough to turn round when 
the officer was past, and swear savagely. 
On the quarter-deck, cHnging to the tatf-
raU, and gazing at the receding shores, was 
the young lady, all alone. At the wheel 
stood a man with his legs wide apart, his 
eyes screwed up, and his head on one 
side; he was an oldish man. I put him 
down as the quartermaster or boatswain, 
and I was right. Every now and then he 
jerked his head in the direction of the 
young lady, and I knew that he was en
couraging her, but of course I could not 
hear what he said, if, indeed, he did say 
anything. 

All that first day the captain and the 
officers drove and ordered the men about, 
as if they had been so many negro slaves. 
When night fell things were a little ship
shape, and the men seemed gradually 
coming round. When I turned in the watch 
was set, and though neither the captain 
nor the chief officer left the deck, it was 
manifest that some sort of order was estab
lished, and that the captain meant to have 
things his way. 

His own way it was for a month or 
more. 

I suppose there was never got together, 
since ships first began to sail the ocean, a 
crew so utterly blackguard as the crew of 
the Lucy Derrick. As a steerage pas
senger my place was forward, and I sat all 
day close to the forecastle, listening per
force to the oaths with which they inter
larded their language, and the stories 
they told. Now, as an ex-convict re
turning from Sydney, there ought to have 
been nothing in the whole scale of human 
wickedness unfamUiar to me. Truth to 
say there was very little. He who has 
been in a convict-ship, and has made the 
dismal voyage across the ocean with Her 
Majesty's felons, has had every opportunity 
of learning what a hell might be made of 
this fair earth, if men had their own 
wicked way. Somehow it might have 
been that my abject misery at the time 
blinded my eyes, and stopped my ears. 1 he 
voyage, with its sufferings by night, its 
despair by day, and tho horror of my 
companionship, was all forgotten; so that, 
as I lay upon the deck, the imprecations 
and foul language of the crew of the Lncy 
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Derrick, as tbey got together on the fore
castle, awakened nio from that stupor of 
thoncrht into which I was fallen, as some 
unexpected noise at night falls upon the 
ears of an uneasy dreamer, and awakens 
him to reality. No one in the ship said 
anything to me, or took any notice of 
me. " I t is because I am a convict," I 
whispered to myself. I t was not. I t was 
only because no one took tho trouble to 
ascertain who and what the only steerage 
passenger was, I took my meals with 
the second and third mates, and we ex
changed littlo conversation. I suppose 
they thought I was sulky. Between meals 
I went on deck, and stayed there; and for 
want of anything to do looked about me, 
and watched the men. 

In a few weeks after leaving land I 
became aware of several significant things. 
The first was that the officers never went 
forward alone, and that they were always 
armed; then that they were gloomy, 
and seemed to be watching the men. I 
noticed too—being, so to speak, among the 
sailors—that they whispered together a 
good deal. Among them was a young 
fellow of five-and-twenty or so, who 
seemed the leader in the whisperings. He 
never passed another sailor without saying 
something in a low voice; and when he 
passed me, he had a way, which exasperated 
me, of grinning and nodding. He was a 
smooth-faced man, with what seemed at 
first to be an upward twist of the right 
lip. This, which was the scar of a 
knife-wound, caught probably in some 
midnight broil, gave him a sinister appear
ance. His eyes were close together, and 
bright; his forehead was high, but reced
ing; and he looked, in spite of his sea
going dress, less like a saUor than any man 
I ever saw afloat. Yet he was handy aloft, 
or on deck; and I have seen him on a windy 
day astride on the end of a yard, marline-
spike in hand, doing his work as fearlessly 
and as weU as the best of them. What
ever the men whispered together, I made 
up my mind that this fellow was the leader; 
and I read, out of my conrict experience, 
in his face, that he was as reckless a 
ruffian as ever shook an unchained leg 
outside a gaol. Other things I noticed. 
The boatswain, who at first seemed to 
spend his whole time at the wheel, some
times gave up his post to the fourth officer, 
and came forward. Then there were no 
whisperings; but the men kept aloof from 
him, all but Boston Tom, which was the 
name of the smooth-cheeked viUain. Boston 

Tom always spoke to him, nnd spoke him 
fair, addressing him a.s "Mister Oroil," 
Ben Croil, as I afterwards learned to call 
him, was a man of five-and-fifty or sixty 
years of age; short of stature, thin and 
wiry; his hair cropped close, and quite 
gray; his face covered all over with crows'-
feet; his eyes, which he had a trick of 
shutting up one after the other vriiile he 
looked at you, of a curiously pale and 
delicate blue. As a young man, Ben Oroil 
must have been singularly handsome, as 
indeed he was proud of telling. In his 
age bo had a face which you trusted; and. 
as for his mind—but we shall come to old 
Ben's inner-self presently. For his sake 
I love and respect the race of boatswains, 
quartermasters, and non-commissioned 
officers generally of Her Majesty's navy, 
and of all the ships, steamers, and ocean-
craft afloat. For if Merchant Jack is rude 
and rough, drunken and disreputable, his 
immediate superior is, as a rule, steady as 
a lion, temperate as a Newfoundland dog, 
and as true as the queen of my heart. 

There was a ship's boy on board—^there 
I always is. I have heard it stated that the 
bodies of ships' boys are inhabited by the 
souls of those who were once cruel ships* 
captains; other people think that they are 
possessed by the souls of ships'prorisioners, 
ships' outfitters, pursers, navy agents, and 
crimps. I do not know which is the true 
theory. Both sides agree that the lot of 
all ships' boys is miserable, that none of 
them ever arrive at years of maturity, and 
that their sufferings, while in the flesh for 
the second time, are regulated by the eril 
they wrought in their former lives. Our 
boy was a curly-headed youngster of 
twelve; not a nice boy to look at, because 
he never washed, and was ignorant of a 
comb. I soon found out that he not only 
knew what was going on in the forecastle, 
but that he went aft, and told the boat
swain everything he knew; so one day I 
got that boy alone, whUe he was coUing 
some rope, and I said to him: "Dan, 
tell Mr. Croil that he may depend upon 
me. I know what you pretend to be so 
busy at the wheel for; I guess what you 
tell him; and I have seen yon listening 
among the men. You teU Mr. CioU 
that he may depend upon me if he wants 
me." The boy feU to trembling aU over, 
and he looked round carefully to see if 
any of the men were within hearing. As 
there was no one, he told me in a quick, 
hurried way, that if he was found out he 
would be murdered; that there was a plot 
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among the men, headed by Boston Tom; 
and that he told everything—that is, as 
much as he could learn—to the boatswain, 
^80 that the men knew perfectly well 
that the captain and the officers were all 
armed to the teeth; but that they were 
waiting for an opportunity, and would 
make or find one before long, for they 
were aU mad to be back at the gold-fields. 

Now this information, which corrobo
rated my suspicions, served to rouse me 
altogether from my brooding, and I began 
to think what a selfish, heartless creature 
I must be to sit in the corner, and mope 
over my own misfortunes, when there was 
this'danger hanging over ship and cargo. 
And being, as one may say, wide-awake 
again, of course I remembered the young 
lady we had on board; and my heart grew 
mad to think of her falling into the hands 
of Boston Tom and his gang of ruffians. 
So I was glad to think I had sent that mes
sage, and resolved to do my own duty. 
However, there was nothing to do just 
then but to wait until I should have a 
message from the boatswain; so I sat in 
my usual place and waited. 

The boy took my message, but no answer 
came that day at aU. In the night a 
strange thing happened. I t was fair-
weather saUing, with the trade-wind blow
ing nearly aft, so that all saUs were set, 
and the ship slipped through the water 
without so much as rolling. I was sound 
asleep in my bunk, when I heard voices, as 
it seemed, in my ear. They were brought 
to me, I am sure, by a special act of Provi
dence, for I never could understand, other
wise, how I managed to hear them. First, 
there fell a faint buzzing on my ear^ which 
I, being drowsy and heavy to sleep, did not 
much Usten to ; then I heard words plain, 
and I listened; the conversation came to 
me in bits, but I made out enough. I t 
was erident that the crew intended to 
mutiny—to choose the very next night, as 
I gathered (but I was wrong) for their 
purpose; and to carry the ship back to 
Australia, when they would scuttle her, 
and land as near the gold-fields as pos
sible. Once there they would separate; 
and so, every man for himself. And then I 
heard my own name mentioned, but I 
could not hear what was to be. done vrith 
me. After that the voices were silent, and 
I lay awake thinking what to do next. Now 
this sort of talk was not likely to make me 
sleep, therefore I got up, dressed quickly, and 
was ready, as well as broad awake, when, 
half an hour later, just after one in the morn

ing, I heard steps and a whispering of men 
outside the door of my cabin, which was 
unlocked. " I'll do it at once," I heard a 
voice say, which I thought I knew for that 
of Boston Tom. " I wUl do it at once; and 
if anybody asks after him, say he must 
have fallen overboard. Where's the 
spike ? " One of the two went away; I 
heard his bare feet on the boards. I 
stepped lightly out of the bunk, and put 
my hand upon my knife—such a knife as 
diggers and up-country men used to carry 
—a knife that would do for any pur
pose ; at all events I would sell my life as 
dearly as I could. The door opened, and 
I slipped to the side of the cabin, which, 
as iu most old-fashioned sailing-ships, was 
of a good size, though, of course, not a 
state cabin. I could feel the breath of 
the murderer, as he pushed his head in, 
and called me. I t was afterwards that I 
remembered how strange a thing it was 
that he should know my real name, 
because I had shipped under another. 
" You, Warneford," he said, in a hoarse 
voice, " get up and come on deck. Wake 
up, do you hear? Come out, forging 
convict, and see the captain. Sulkin', are 
you ? Then this will wake you up." I heard 
a blow—two blows—on the pUlows of the 
bunk, and stepping swiftly behind him, 
I found myself on the forward companion 
in total darkness. I knew where I was, 
however, and the way. As quick as thought 
I ran up the ladder and over the deck, 
breathing more freely. Here I was safe, 
because it was not the watch of the men 
below, and at least there were three hours 
left for consideration. 

There was nothing unusual in my ap
pearance on deck at night. The air was 
hot and oppressive below; on deck it was 
cool. I had often stretched myself on such 
nights on the tarpaulins, and slept as 
soundly upon them as in my cabin; no 
one among the conspirators would think 
it strange to find me thus. Presently I 
puUed myself together a bit, and made up 
my mind, things being as they were, to jjo 
straight to the officer of the watch. He 
was walking up and down, a boatswain's 
whistle hanging round his neck. When 
he saw me, he held it in readiness. 

"Murder on board, sir," I reported as 
calmly as I could. 

"Ay, ay," he replied. "Yery like; go 
aft and see the bo's'n," 

I t was a strange reply, but I under
stood, later on, that it had been already 
resolved to accept my services, and to 
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trust me with firearms. So when I went 
aft, the boatswain pulled out a revolver, a 
knife, and some ammunition, which he had 
ready for me. 

" There," he said, " do your duty by the 
ship, young fellow; we shall want you 
to-morrow night belike, or maybe sooner. 
But go below and turn in." 

This I would not do. I waited for the 
officer, and begged him to listen to me 
again, while I told him my story, 

" I take it, sir," said the boatswain, 
" that tbey may try it on tC-night. I t 
isn't a bad dodge, you see, to get the day 
altered a bit in case of treachery; and if 
you'll allow me, sir, I'll tell off the 
passenger for the young lady," 

" Six pistols against twenty-five men," 
said the officer. " I think we can fight it 
out without waking the young lady." 

But the boatswain urged that he had got 
everything ready for her ; that she would 
be frightened down below, and might come 
up on deck in the thick of the fight, and 
get harmed; so that it was finally resolved 
to awaken her, and bring her up on deck. 

"Now, mister," said the boatswain to me, 
" you look like a man who's got his eyes 
open, and his head set on right end u p ; 
you listen to me. When the young lady 
comes on deck, I shall put her in this 
boat." There was a gig hanging to the 
stern davits; these were turned round in 
readiness for the boat to be lowered. " If 
things go wrong, as they will sometimes 
go wrong in this world's gear, lower away " 
(he showed me the rope) " and sling your
self in after her; then, if no one else 
comes, cut her adrift, because we shall be 
dead. When I whistle, or the chief officer 
whistles, don't wait, not even for a parting 
shot, but lower yourself away with her, 
and take your chance." 

The prospect of a fight steadied my 
nerves, and, after a careful examination 
of the rope, on which all might depend, 
and looking to my revolver, which was 
fully loaded and capped, I began to feel 
excited. 

All this took time, the fourth officer was 
giring orders to the men on watch, which 
prevented them noticing me talk at the 
wheel; and it struck six bells, which was 
three o'clock in the morning, when I saw 
the young lady dressed, and on the deck. 

" W h a t is i t ? " she asked; "teU me 
what is wrong, Mr. Croil." 

" B e brave, young lady," he said; 
"nothing is wrong, I hope, but plenty 
may be. Here's the captain." 

I noticed the captain's stem &oe as 
he came slowly aft, and I thought that, 
if the attack was made that night, some 
lives might be sent to a sudden reckoning. 
He was as steady as a rock, 

"Miss Elwood," he said, "we expect a 
little mutiny, and we are quite ready for 
i t ; but we have asked you on deck to keep 
you as safe as possible. They have got no 
firearms, but we may have an ugly tussle. 
Let me help you into the boat—so. There 
are rugs and wraps, and you must make 
yourself as cosy as possible. To-morrow 
morning, if we get safely through the 
night, we will have them in irons; but if 
they try it on to-night, we must fight 
them." 

The young lady obeyed with a shudder, 
but said no word. Then the captain 
looked round. The chief officer, with the 
third officer, was forward; vrith himself 
was the second mate, and behind him was 
the boatswain, steering the ship, 

" How's her head, bo's'n ? " ', 
"Nor'-west by west, sir." 
" And the trade straight as a line; the 

ship may navigate herself for half an hour. 
What's that, for'ard ? " he asked, pointing. 

"Mutineers," said the boatswain, quietly. 
" Steady all," said the captain, "You, 

sir "—he turned to me—" remember your 
post," 

In the dim twilight of the starlit night, 
for the moon was down, I saw creeping up 
the companion for'ard, one, two, three, 
half-a-dozen black forms. With the others 
I watched and waited, my pulse beating 
quicker, but my nerves, I think, steady. 
Then there was a shout and a rush. We 
heard the crack, crack of the pistols of the 
two officers forward, and we saw them 
retreating before the twenty desperadoes, 
who, armed with knives stuc^ on sticks, 
marline-spikes, and hatchets, pressed on
wards, with a roar, like so many escaped 
derils. The boatswain pushed me back as 
I made a movement with the captain, 

" T o your place, sir," he said, "and 
remember the whistle; " but I fired my 
pistol once—for in the darkness I saw a 
figure creeping under the shade of the taff-
raU towards the helm. Perhaps it might 
be the leader, Boston Tom; but I could 
not see, I fired and he dropped; a moment 
after I heard the whistle of the boatswain. 
In an instant I let go the rope, and the 
boat dropped svriftly into the water. 

In all my liPe I shall never forget that 
scene on the deck which I caught as I 
sprang over the side, and lowered myself, 
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hand over hand, into the boat. The 
pistol-shots were sUent now, and it seemed 
as if vrith a mighty stamping and mad 
shouting, there were a dozen figures fight
ing one, whUe the battle raged over the 
agonised forms of the dying and the dead. 
Like a photograph the image was painted 
on my brain, and has remained there ever 
since. Sometimes still, after all these 
years, I awaken at night to hear the cries 
and oaths of the sailors, the crack of the 
captain's pistols, and to reproach myself 
for not baring done more to save the ship. 
Bat I did my duty. 

The young lady was crouched, trembling, 
in the stem of the boat. I reassured her 
with a word—there was no time for more, 
for almost as soon as I reached the boat 
another form came hand over hand down 
the rope, and I sprang up, pistol in hand, 
to meet him. But it was the boatswain; he 
had a knife, as he descended, between his 
teeth, and he held the rope for a moment 
in his hand. Half-a-dozen faces appeared 
m the blackness peering over the taffrail 
at him. The night air was heavy vvith 
oaths, shrieks, and groans. " VUlains, 
murderers, cut-throats ! " he cried; " you 
shaU be hanged, every mother's son. I 
know your names—I've got your record 
in my pocket." He severed the rope with 
a dexterous sweep of his knife; instantly 
the great ship seemed half a mile ahead of 
ns, as she slipped through the water before 
the strong trade-wind. The boatswain 
shook his fist at her, as if the men on 
board could see and hear. 

" There goes the Lucy Derrick," he said, 
"as sweet a clipper as ever saUed the seas, 
lost through a crew of mutineering, cut
throat viUains. They shaU hang, every 
one—that's settled—they shall all hang, if 
I hunt them round the world." 

"Where are the officers ?" I asked. 
" Brained, all of them—knocked on the 

head, and murdered. There, my p r e t t y -
there, don't cry—don't take on. If the 
captain's gone, he died in defence of his 
ship—gone to heaven the captain is, with 
his three officers. In heaven, this minute. 
They've no caU to be ashamed or afraid. 
Done their duty like men. No call; else 
what good expecting of a man to do his 
duty ? And as for us, we've got a tight 
little craft, in the track of the clipper ships, 
or near it, with a supply of provisions and 
water, and plenty of room on this broad 
ocean, in case bad weather comes on. Now, 
mister—what's your name, s i r ? " 

" My nanft ia Warneford." 

"Good, sir. You'U allow me to command 
this craft, if you please, through my being 
bred to the trade—not a gentleman, like 
you." 

" Y e s ; but perhaps I am not a gentle
man," I replied. 

"Then you are a brave man !" cried the 
girl. " I watched you from the boat. I saw 
you shoot that man creeping along on the 
deck like a snake. And I owe my life to 
you, and to Mr. Croil, But, oh ! it seems 
a poor and selfish thing to thank God 
for our lives, with all those good men 
murdered." 

" Look ! " cried Ben—^I shall call him 
Ben for the future—" they're 'bout ship, 
the lubbers ! Who'll teach them to navi
gate the vessel? Well, they can't saU 
over us, that's one comfort." 

I t was too dark for me to see more than 
the shape of the ship herself, standing out 
a black mass, with black masts and black 
sails, against the sky; but Ben's practised 
eye discovered that they were endeavouring 
to alter her course, for some reason of their 
own. 

We were tossing like a cockleshell on 
the water, which was smooth, save for a 
long, deep swell. We were all three very 
silent; and presently I heard a noise. 

" They are cmising in search of us," 
said Ben; " see, they've reefed all. Well, 
it is too dark for them to see us before 
daybreak, and if they cruise about tUl then 
—Mr. Warneford, you have your pistol! " 

There was but one chamber discharged 
in mine; Ben looked to his own. " W e 
shall be able to speak a boat," he said 
after awhile, " at far-off quarters or close; 
and speak her we will to a pretty tune; but, 
on such a night as this, they might as well 
look for King Pharaoh's chariot as for 
the captain's gig. Heart up, my pretty 1 
We'll stand by you; and in the morning 
we'll be off on another tack. Heart up 1" 

Then a curious thing happened—un
lucky, as it seemed then. I have learned 
since—for my dear girl has taught me-— 
to look on it as a special grace of Prori-
dence. Suddenly—having been before in a 
black darkness—we became as it were the 
centre of a great light; all round the boat 
there burst from the darkened bosom of 
the water lurid fiashes of fire. The short, 
crisp waves, as they rose to a head, broke 
not in white sea foam but in-liquid fire; 
the sweU of the ocean was like an up
heaval of dull red lava; the sea was crossed 
and seamed with long lines of fire-liko 
lightning, but that they remained or seemed 
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to remain constant. As the boat rocked 
on the hearing deep the flames, red and 
blue, shot from her sides; the skies, which 
were now overcast, reflected the l ight; 
the wind had dropped, and nearer and 
nearer still we could hear the dropping of 
the oars from the boat in search of us. I t 
was the phosphorescent light of the Indian 
Ocean. 

" Seems as if the Lord meant to have 
another life or two out of them murdering 
mutineers," said Ben. " Kind of beautiful, 
too, ain't it, miss ? Lord, I've seen it off 
Peru, when there was no pirates and 
mutineers in chase, as bright as this! That 
was on board the Conqueror, hundred-and-
twenty-gun man-o'-war; and the chaplain 
preached next day on the Lord's handi
work. Here they come, Mr. Warneford. 
Steady, and aim at the bow-oar ; I take 
the stroke; fire when I give the word, 
and get the sculls ready in case of a 
miss." 

They were about a quarter of a mile 
astern of us, pulling up hand over hand; 
because we never attempted — being in 
such bright light—to escape by rowing. 

I sat in the bows, pistol in hand, Ben 
was in the stern, and the young lady 
amidships. 

They hailed us to stop rowing. We 
were not pulling at all, so that no answer 

• was necessary, 
" A hundred yards, as I judge. Sculls 

out, and pistol ready to hand, Mr. Warne
ford. Don't let them run us down. Now 
give her headway; so, when I say * Port,' 
pull with your left as hard as you know, 
ship the sculls, and,let the bow-oar have 
it. Sit down, my pretty, shut both eyes, 
and say your prayers for me and Mr. 
Warneford, 'cos both on us needs them 
badly this very moment." 

" Boat ahoy! " I t was the voice of 
Boston Tom. "You, Warneford! You, 
George Warneford, convict and forger; 
'vast rowing, and give us up the bo's'n 
and the girl, then you shall go free; if 
you don't, we 'will murder you as well as 
him." 

We made no answer. 
The boat came near, 

four oars, and—as I 
Tom was in the stem. 

" R a n them down!" cried one of the 
crew, with an oath. All the time I was 
pulling quietly, so as to keep a steady way 
upon her, 

" Po r t ! " said Ben, suddenly. 
I obeyed orders, and puUed my left. 

I t was rowed by 
supposed—^Boston 

Instantly the gig swung round, and the 
heavy ship's boat shot past our stern; and, 
as she passed, Ben's pistol fired once, and 
a yell of anguish told that the shot had 
taken effect. 

As for myself, I could not recover in 
t ime; but one of the four oars was 
disabled. 

" Surrender! " shouted Boston Tom. 
" Easy, bow; pull, two; we'U mn them 
down. Surrender, you convict Warneford! 
If you won't take those terms, I'll give 
you better. Come on board with me, and 
I'll show you who really done it, and pat 
you ashore safe and sound. I'll give you 
your revenge; I'll establish your innocence: 
I'll " 

This time, as they were turning, I let 
fly without orders, aiming at the bow-oar; 
and I hit him somewhere, because there 
was another yell. 

They were within three-oars' length, 
but lying broadside on. 

"Pu l l back to your ship," said Ben, 
" pirates atid murderers, lest we take more 
lives ! We've shot enough here for aU 
your crew. Leave us, and wait for the 
time when I hang you al l !" 

In their haste, they had forgotten to 
bring the officers' pistols with them. 
Perhaps they could not find the powder 
and shot. Anyhow, there was not a 
sign or sound from the other boat, but 
the groaning and cries of the wounded 
men; and, after a pause, we saw the 
two who were left row back in silence 
towards the ship. That fight was over, 
at any rate. They passed away from the 
circle of phosphorescent light in which 
we lay, and so into outer darkness. 

Then we were silent for the space of an 
hour or more. The phosphorescence died 
away, and the stars came out again. Pre
sently in the east appeared the first faint 
streak of dawn, and Ben CroU broke the 
silence, 

" What was them words as Boston Tom 
addressed to you, Mr, Warneford ? " 

" H e called me convict and, thief; 
and he said No ! " Here a sudden 
rush of thought fiUed my brain as I com
prehended, for the first time, all the force 
of what he did say, and I could speak no 
more. 

" Conrict! Thief ! " Ben cried. " And 
you as steady as the best man of us aU! 
Done your duty like a man ! WeU—after 
that theer " 

Miss Elwood raised her head, and looked 
round in the gray of the dawrf. She saw 
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my shameful head bowed between my 
hands. Conrict and thief ! 

I felt her gentle hand in mine as she 
murmured, "The night is far spent and 
the day is at hand ; let us thank God for 
our lives, and for His great gifts to man of 
courage and fidelity. Let us pray to Him 
never to let us forget this night, to forgive 
ns all our trespasses, and to help us to 
forgive them that trespass against us." 

So, in the lone waters of the Southern 
Indian Ocean, when the sun climbed up the 
rosy waves, the light fell upon a group 
of three in a little boat, kneeling together, 
and glorifying God through the mouth 
of that innocent girl; and of the three 
there was one at least whose heart was 
humbled and softened. 

" Amen ! " cried Ben Croil, clearing his 
throat. " And now we will look about us." 

CHAPTER III. ST. P E T E R ' S ISLAND. 

WE looked about us. The day was 
npon us, and the sun, just risen, was 
already hot in our faces. The sea was calm, 
with a light breeze blowing from the trade 
quarter. The ship had disappeared. 

" No sail in sight, nor any shore," said 
Ben Croil, looking at a pocket compass. 
"Heart up, pretty." That was what he 
always said. "There's water on board, 
also prorisions, though not what we might 
wish for the likes of, you. I thought it 
might come to this, and I victualled her. 
There's land on the weather bow, if the 
Lord let us reach it. Land—an island. 
St. Peter's Island, where we'll be picked 
np when we get there. Mr. Warneford, 
sir, help me hoist the sail." We carried a 
mast, and one small sail. Ben managed 
the ropes, while I steered under his orders. 
But first we rigged up, by means of the 
spare oar, some rough kind of covering to 
protect our passenger; and then we sailed 
on in sUence, wrapped in our thoughts, 
while the boat danced upon the waves, 
learing its little track of white foam be
hind it. A peaceful, quiet, and happy day. 
Helen tells me that she was not afraid 
all that time, nor was I. We were in a 
little open boat on the open sea; we were 
dependent for our safety on the continuance 
of calm weather; we were dependent for 
landing anywhere on old Ben's knowledge 
of the seas, and recollection of the chart. 
He knew the latitude and longitude of 
the boat, making allowance in dead reckon-
mg for the time when we left the ship, and 
he knew the latitude and longitude of the 
nearest land. I drew a rough chart from 

his^ information on the back of a letter 
which Helen had in her pocket. I t had 
two places marked on it—the position of 
the ship Lucy Derrick at noon, September 
15th, 1851, and the island of St. Peter. 

I t was a rough-and-ready way of reckon
ing, but I managed to place the position 
of the ship as near as possible where we 
left her, and Ben began to study the chart. 

" Now, whether to put her head nor'-
west by nor', or give her an extra point in a 
northerly direction, beats me quite. And 
there's currents which, in these little, fair-
weather crafts, we aiu't able to guard 
against, and the wind, which beats her on 
and off like. But St. Peter's lies over there. 
Heart up, pretty. We'U fetch land to
morrow, with the blessing of the Lord." 

I t was Ben who served out the rations 
and the water, of which we had a keg, 
besides a bottle of rum, and two or three 
bottles of wine, which had found their 
way among Ben's stores. 

The sun went over our heads, and began 
to roll down into the west, but there was 
no life upon the waters except ourselves; 
no birds, no great or little fish, nothing to 
break the solitude. At a little after seven 
the sun went quite down, and in half ah 
hour we were in darkness. The breeze 
freshened, but Ben kept up the sail, till I 
told him that I was dropping to sleep from 
sheer weariness. Then he took in the 
canvas, and resumed his place in the stern. 
Like a thoughtless and ungrateful wretch 
as I was, I threw myself into the bottom 
of the boat, and should have been asleep 
in five minutes, but for our passenger, 
who called the crew to prayers. 

She was our chaplain, as well as our 
guardian angel; her sweet voice went up 
to heaven for us all as she sang the even
ing hymn. Then came over me—the first 
time for five years—that old feeling which 
is always new, that whether I lived or 
whether I died, all would somehow bo 
well; and with the feeling upon me I laid 
my tired head upon the boards, and was 
asleep in a moment. 

I t was far advanced in the night when 
I awoke to relieve Ben. He had stripped 
himself of his coat, and laid it over the 
shoulders of the sleeping girl, and was 
sitting in his shirt-sleeves. As I stepped 
lightly over her form to take the strings 
from his hand, he whispered me : 

" Mate, was that true—them words as 
Boston Tom spoke in the boat ? " 

" I have been a convict," I replied. 
" How did he know that ? " 
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" I cannot tell you; I wish to Heaven I 
could." 

" What did ho mean by saying he would 
tell you who really done i t ? Done 
what? " 

" Done the forgery for which I was 
condemned. I am innocent, Ben CroU. 
Before God, I am innocent." 

He was silent awhUe. 
" I can't see my way plain. One thing's 

got to be said. We may toss about in these 
seas till our water's gone; we may get cast 
away; we may be wrecked. I ain't so old 
but I can make a fight for life yet; and I 
ain't so young but what I may look to be 
called first. You may be innocent of that 
there forgery, or you may be guilty. No 
concern of mine. Innocent or guilty 
don't matter now; and whichever way it 
were, Mr. Warneford, the guilt of puttin' 
another man's name to a bit of paper is 
like the guilt of a baby crying at the 
wrong time, compared to the guUt of Ul-
treating the sweet young lady." 

" I pray God," I returned, " that He wUl 
deal with me in His wrath if I shall deal 
with her unworthily—that He will punish 
me afresh for the deed I never committed, 
if I prove myself unworthy of this charge." 

" That will do," said Ben; "and, now we 
understand each other, I think I'll turn in. 
Keep her head so. Steady." 

I let him sleep till the day vvas high. 
When the first cold breeze of the morning 
touched our lady's face, she opened her 
eyes, and presently sat up beside me, and 
we talked. 

That is to say, she talked. She told me 
about herself, how her mother was dead 
in England, and her father had taken her 
out to Australia five or six years ago. He 
was a barrister by profession, but he had 
no practice, and a very little money. So he 
went to Melbourne, bought a little piece 
of land with a log-house on it, and tried 
to practise there; only no clients came to 
him, or very few, and it was an uphill 
battle he had to fight. Then came the 
gold fever, and, like the rest of the world, 
he would be off to the diggings to make" 
his fortune, while his child was sent off 
home out of the way. 

All this history took a length of time to 
tell, and before it was done old Ben woke 
up with a start. He looked round the 
sea, as if to make quite sure that we had 
not gone to the bottom in his sleep; and 
then nodding cheerfully to his charge and 
to me, began to scan the horizon to the 
north and north-west. 

" Land! " he cried, pointing to what 
seemed a little bank of cloud, as big^ as a 
man's hand, rising out of the circle of 
which we were the centre. " Land ahead 
of us. Land thirty miles off. Heart up, 
my pretty, and a double ration for break
fast. Now, Mr. Warneford, the breeze is 
light, but we'll up sail and make what 
running we can. Maybe by noon we must 
get the sculls out." 

Our captivity in the boat had been too~ 
short for us to feel any of the sufferings or 
disappointed hopes, which make the story 
of a shipwreck so often tragic. We had 
suffered nothing beyond exposure on a 
summer sea for four-and-twenty hours. 
But the certainty of a speedy deliverance 
paled my cheek, and brought the tears to 
Miss Elwood's eyes. 

" Let us have morning prayers," she 
said; "and thank God for this deliver
ance." 

Ben Croil nodded. At the same time he 
cut an inch or so of tobacco for a fresh 
filling, and winked at me as much as to 
sfiy that we were not out of the wood yet. 

We were not, indeed. 
The land, as we drew nearer, seemed a 

long and low islet, without any hills, and 
covered with some sort of low-lying 
vegetation. I t was less than thirty miles 
from us, because while it was seven in the 
morning when it became visible,'by ten we 
were within a mile, beating about for the 
best place of landing. 

" T h e island of St, P e t e r ? " said Miss 
Elwood. " I never heard of that island; 
teU me about it, Mr, Croil." 

"No one never heard about it," said 
Ben, "except them as made the charts, 
because no one never goes there. Bnt 
they pass by, do the ships, and they wUl 
pick us up. I t may be to-morrow; it may 
be in a year's time; it may be in ten years' 
time. The whalers have been known to 
touch there, so there must be water; and 
where there's water there's birds, and 
where there's water there's fish; and so 
what I says again is. Heart up, my pretty. 
Luff, Mr. Warneford." 

There was a little creek, up which Ben 
steered the boat; it opened into a round 
bay or harbour, capable of holding half 
the ships in the world. On either side was 
the land, not in cliffs or hiUs, but in a low 
table-land. In one place a little cascade, 
ten or twenty feet high, fell into the blue 
water, with a rainbow hanging over it, 
and in another we saw the remains of a 
rude log-house, built out of boat-planks. 
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To this spot we steered, and landed on a 
point of gray sand, up which we two men 
pulled the boat high and dry above the 
tide. There we disembarked our young 
lady. The first thing to do was to visit 
the log-house. The door had fallen from 
its rude hinges, which had been of leather; 
there had been a rough kind of window-
shutter, which now lay on the ground; and 
the roof, which could never have been 
weather-tight, was buUt up with planks, 
of which half-a-dozen had been blown off. 
- We looked inside. 

On the fioor lay a skeleton. Dressed 
in rough saUor's clothes, the hands in 
gloves, the feet in great boots—a skeleton. 
He lay with his head upon his arm, as if 
he had given up the ghost painlessly. 
Reside him were a chair, a rude sort of 
table, and a bed. Shelves had been rigged 
up in the walls of the house, and on these 
stood stores. There were bottles still full of 
mm, tins of provisions, cases of biscuit, 
cases of candles—all sorts of things. 

We stood looking in horror at this 
spectacle of death, which greeted us on 
our landing, as if it were a bad omen. 

"Dead," said Ben CroU. "Dead this 
many a day; and no ships touched here all 
the time. WeU, he's left his house to us, 
Mr, Wameford; we must bury him some
how." . ^^ 

" And are we to live here—here—m the 
same house ? " cried Helen. " Oh, it wiU 
be hke liring in a charnel house." 

So it would ; but what were we to do ? 
Finally we hit on a compromise. We 

would take down the framework, when we 
had buried the skeleton, and rebuild the 
honse farther off. We looked in the dead 
man's pockets—there was not a scrap of 
paper to identify him by, not any morsel 
of writing anywhere, to show who he was, 
and what had been his history. 

Ben CroU took the boots, the overcoat, 
and the gloves, as well as a watch and a 
purse, containing some English money. 
Then we dug, with the aid of a two-inch 
board, a grave in the sand, and laid the 
poor bones to rest untU the Last Day, 
When we came back from our dreary job 
we found that Miss Elwood had been 
weeping, at least the tears stood in her 
eyes; but she brushed them away, and 
made herself helpful, mnning backwards 
and forwards to the boat and bringing up 
everything that she could carry. 

Our house was not finished for several 
days; but we made a tent for hor, and 
slept in front of it ourselves, so that no 
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harm might come to her except over our 
own bodies. In the daytime we were busy 
building. We found a bag of tools, part 
of the bequest of our poor Robinson Crusoe, 
which came in handy, as you may believe; 
and on the fourth day we had as neat a 
house, twelve feet high, and in the inside 
fifteen by ten, as you could expect to find. 
There was but one room; but we made 
two at night, by a curtain made out of 
the boat's sail. And when the house was 
finished, we sat down, and asked ourselves. 
What next ? 

Miss Elwood, while we were building, 
explored the whole island. There was not 
much to explore. I t was, as near as we 
could make out, a mile long by half-a-mile 
broad. There were two springs in it, one 
of which formed the little stream which 
poured its water into the bay where we 
landed. There were multitudes of sea-
birds running and flying about the place, 
whose eggs we took for our food. There 
was a sort of wood in one place, the trees 
of which were so blown down and beaten 
about by the wind that none of them were 
more tban ten feet high, while the branches 
were interlaced and mingled together in 
inextricable confusion. The middle part 
of the islet was, in fact, lower than the 
edges, and covered with grass; and at the 
western point there stood, aU by itself, a 
rock, about forty or fifty feet high, 
round which hovered and flew perpetually 
myriads of birds, 

I found a way to the top of this rock, 
and planted there our signal of distress—a 
long white streamer flying from the mast 
of the boat, which we managed to stick 
pretty firmly into a cleft of the rock. 

This rigged up, we settled down to our 
new life. « 

The manner of it was as follows : 
We began with morning prayers, said 

by our chaplain. Then breakfast. Then, 
in fine weather, Ben and I went fishing in 
the bay—not far from land, you may be 
sure, because Helen begged us, with tears in 
her eyes, not to risk being carried out to 
sea, and learing her alone upon the island. 
When we had luck, we would bring home 
enough fish for dinner and breakfast too. 
On such days we were sparing with our 
stores. Then for dinner, besides the fish, 
we had sea-birds' eggs, strong in taste but 
not unwholesome, boiled or fried; and some
times, lo vary the diet, we knocked down 
the birds themselves and roasted them. 
For firewood we had our little coppice to 
cut and hack at. Our supper was the 
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same as our dinner; and, as the evenings 
soon grew cold and chilly, we used, after 
supper, to sit all three together round the 
'fire of logs, and talk till Ben gave the word 
to turn in. Then evening prayers and 
sleep till dawn. 

Sitting before the fire in these long 
evenings of winter, when we did not care 
to waste our little stock of candles, it was 
natural that we should get to know each 
other, and it stood to reason that I should 
be asked to tell my story over and over 
again. At first I could see that old Ben 
distrusted me, A convict, he thought, 
must needs be a thief. Else how should 
he be a convict ? He trusted me, however, 
with the young lady; he could depend 
upon me for my share of duty. But that 
story of innocence was, for a long time, 
too much for him; and it was a joyful 
moment for me when, one evening, Ben 
held out his hand to me, 

" Theer," he said, " I can't help i t ; I've 
tried hard to help it, but I can't. My lad, 
you are as innocent as I am. You could 
not steal if you were to try. Show me 
the man as says you could! " 

I went through it all from the beginning, 
picking up a thread here and a forgotten 
detail there. Miss Elwood, Ustening, was 
putting it together, untU she knew as much 
as I knew myself. 

Ben Croil, taking small interest in the 
details, contented himself with the main 
facts. I t was enough for him that a great 
crime had been committed, and the wrong
doer never punished. While we talked in 
those long winter evenings, he sat silent in 
his own corner with his head against the 
wall, until the time arrived when he could 
smoke the one half pipe which he allowed 
himself for a daUy ration. 

And the story came to this. I tell it 
here because it was told so often during 
our stay on the island. 

On Friday morning, August 18th, 1846, 
I went as usual to the office in Lower 
Thames-street, being then a clerk in the 
firm of Batterick and Baldwin, of five 
years' standing, getting on for one-and-
twenty years of age, in the receipt of a 
salary, handsome for my age and standing, 
of a hundred and twenty pounds a-year. 
I lived just south of the Borough, between 
the church and Kennington-common, 
baring my little sister Ruth with me in 
lodgings. Ruth was at school all day, but 
had tea ready for zic when I reached 
home, which happened, unless a press of 
work kept me longer, not later than six. 

After tea I went through her lessons with 
the child, and at nine o'clock she went to 
bed. In those days it was reckoned a badr 
sign for a young City man to be out late at 
night, or to smoke, or to frequent taverns • 
and there were no music-halls or such 
places. Day after day that was my simple 
life. A week's holiday in the autumn 
gave me a run with Ruth to Heme 
Bay or Gravesend, just to smell the sea. 
There were a few old friends of my 
father's whom we visited at regular in
tervals, I knew nothing of the dissipa
tions and rices of the great city, and was 
as unsuspicious of them as if they did 
not exist. That was my life. The life 
of a hard-working City clerk, hoping by 
long years of patient work to rise to 
the higher levels of good salary and 
complete confidence. As I have said 
above, I had already risen above the 
heads of some, my seniors in point of 
age. 

Friday moming, August 18th, 1846, I 
was at the office door when the City clocks 
began striking nine. I was at my desk 
before the last stroke of the last clock had 
ceased. At ten I was sent for; Mr. Baldwin, 
the chief partner, wanted me. He was busy 
when I went in, and hardly looked up. 
He had a message of some importance to 
give me, which it would have taken time to 
write. He explained the circumstances 
at full length, and instructed me as to the 
form in which I was to set them forth. 
He was a precise gentleman, and liked to 
have things put in language as de^nite as 
possible. When I quite understood what 
I was to say, and how I was to say it, I 
asked him if there was anything else I 
could do for him. He looked round, and 
taking an envelope which lay at his elbow, 
half opened it and handed it to me. 

"You may cash that little cheque for 
me, Wameford, if you will be so kind," he 
said, " I will take it in gold," 

I took the envelope, without looking at 
the contents, and went away. 

After executing my first commission, and 
receiving a satisfactory answer, I returned 
to the office, and my foot was on the 
threshold when I suddenly remembered 
the cheque. I t was lucky, I thought, 
because Mr. Baldwin was in the clerks' 
office, and with him a gentleman, who I 
remembered afterwards was one of the 
partners in the firm of Sylvester, Cayley, 
and Co., our bankers. I ran to the bank 
as fast as I could, threw the envelope 
across the counter, and said, " Gold, please," 
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as I puUed out my handkerchief and wiped 
my forehead, for the day was hot. 

The clerk opened the cheque, looked at 
me with surprise for a moment, and then 
left the counter, while he went first to the 
door, and said something to the porter, and 
then walked into the inner room. He 
came back to me after two or three 
minutes, and said, " You must go inside, 
please; go quietly. I t ' s all up at last." 

Now I declare that I knew no more 
what he meant than a child, but I sup
posed there was some message for Mr. 

1 Baldwin, and I went into the inner room, 
filled with clerks, where the real business 
of the bank was transacted. Everybody 
looked at me oddly, as I walked to the end 
at which the partners and managers were 
to be found. One of them seemed to be 
waiting for me ; he pointed to a chair. 

" Sit down," he said, " and wait." 
The tone of his voice was not encourag

ing, but I obeyed and waited. Not a 
single thought crossed my brain that there 
was or could be anything wrong. 

In ten minutes or so a policeman ap
peared, and I understood I was to go with 
him, 

I thought it must be as a witness, and 
it was not tiU I was at the Mansion House 
that I knew I was arrested on a charge of 
forgery, 

I laughed; it was so absurd, that I 
laughed. 

" Send for Mr. Baldwin," I said. 
They put me in the dock for the pre-

luninary examination. Mr. Baldwin gave 
evidence. He was shaken and agitated ; 
he would not look me in the face. He 
broke down once or twice with emotion, 
but his evidence was clear. I t had been 
discovered a day or two before that a 
system of embezzlement, by way of 
forgery, had been in practice for some 
months. The signature of the firm had 
been forged by someone who knew how to 
imitate the handwriting of Mr. Baldwin. 
A sum—in all amounting to upwards of 
nine hundred pounds—had been thus frau
dulently obtained. To stop the forger 
Mr Baldwin had been asked by the 
bank to add a private mark to his 
name. On this morning he had placed 
in my hands, he said, an envelope con
taining a cheque • • for twelve pounds, 
with his signature having the private 
mark, and he had asked me to cash that 
cheque at the bank. He sworo positively 
that he had drawn that cheque, and no 
other, the day before — the counterfoil 
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proved that—yet the cheque I presented 
was for eighty pounds, and it had not the 
private mark. 

Observe, now, how the eridence grew 
more and more circumstantial. I had one 
cheque given me; I presented another. 
Doubtless I must have torn up the first on 
the way. Then an important circumstance. 
I came back from executing my commis
sion, but did not cash the cheque. I got 
as far as the door of the office; I was seen 
to look in and retreat hurriedly. Mr. 
Baldwin was in the clerks' room, with one 
of the partners of the bank. I walked fast, 
or rather ran, to the bank. I presented 
the cheque for eighty pounds in a quick, 
anxious way, and I asked for the whole 
amount in gold. NaturaUy it was as
sumed that I was going to abscond with 
the proceeds of my last forgery. In fact, 
no question at all was raised as to my 
guilt; that was concluded from the very 
beginning. The Lord Mayor refused bail, 
and I was sent at once to the prison, 
which I only left in order to be tried and 
convicted. 

That was the story. I told it again and 
again, while the wood fire crackled on the 
hearth. Miss Elwood asked me for every 
detail; she talked the matter over and 
looked at in all its lights, bat she always 
came back to one point. 

" Mr. Baldwin gave you a cheque which 
ho had drawn the day before. How could 
he swear that the envelope had not been 
changed by someone else ? " 

And there was another point. I t was 
assumed, though the charge was not 
pressed, that I had been the forger m tVe 
preceding frauds. Now no clerk could 
swear that I bad presented any other of 
the forged cheques. Also it was proved m 
the defence that my life was quite quiet, 
iunocent, and simple. Every hour of my 
day was laid open for the jury. No motive 
was discovered for the circumstance, no 
secret source of extravagance waa ascer
tained; and it was found that the frauds 
had been committed by means of a cheque
book—got Heaven knows where —not 
that in the possession of Mr. Baldwin, ^o 
attempt was made to find out how I could 
have obtained another cheque-book. ^ ^ 

But these were trifles light as air m 
. comparison with the weight of the circum
stances against me. , 1 x ^ 1 , 

Always Miss Elwood came back to the 
same point. 

" Who could have changed the envelope 
with Mr. Baldwin's cheque ? " 
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I do not say that the discussion of my 
story occupied the whole of our time on 
the island of St. Peter. We had work to 
do all day, and were often glad to turn in 
soon after dark. In the summer we walked 
and talked outside, and we were always 
looking for the ship that was to give us 
our release. 

At first we looked with certainty. Every 
morning I climbed up the rock, and looked 
round on the broad bosom of the sea. 
Every morning I made the same gesture of 
disappointment. In a few months we got 
to look on deliverance as a thing possible, 
indeed, but far off. After two years we no 
longer dared to hope. In the third year we 
sometimes looked at one another with 
eyes which said, what the tongue dared 
not utter, " W e are prisoners here for 
life." 

Our stores by this time had well nigh 
vanished, save for a few bottles of wine 
kept for medicine, the only medicine we 
had. Old Ben was fain to smoke a tobacco 
compounded of herbs which he gathered 
and dried. We had learned by this time 
the resources of our island, and knew 
exactly what variety it afforded, and what 
was best for us to eat. There was plenty, 
such as it was. The birds did not desert us, 
nor the fish ; there were eggs, there was a 
kind of wild lettuce, there was abundance 
of fresh water, and there was still a tin of 
biscuits for Miss Elwood in case she might 
take a dislike, as happened once, to the 
simple food of our island life. We fell 
into the way by degrees of arranging our 
days, as if there was never to be any change. 
For myself I almost think now that, but 
for one thing, I did not want any so far as 
I was concerned. The one thing was that 
I had come to an understanding with 
Miss Elwood. I t grew up by degrees. 
I t was long before I ventured to tell her 
what I felt. The words were forced from 
me one night when, old Ben being asleep 
on his stool with his head against the fire, 
my sweet mistress was more than usually 
kind—if it were possible for her to be kinder 
at one time than at another—and I was 
more than usuaUy forgetful of my con
dition. I remember—as if I should ever 
forget that moment!—that I took her hand 
as it lay upon her lap, and held it in mine 
while I looked in her face, and in her 
soft, sweet hazel eyes. I saw by the look 
in those eyes that she knew what I was 
burning to say, and I waited for the least 
token, any hint, that I was not to say it. 
I t was a night in our winter, the English I 

J u l y ; outside the hut, the wind whistled 
and the rain fell. 

I told her in three words what I had to 
say, and I was silent again. She said 
nothing, and I kissed her hand. 

" Speak to me, darHng, speak!" I 
whispered; " i f it is only to forbid me 
ever again to tell you what I feel." 

" George," she replied, bending low 
towards me, so that I felt her sweet 
breath, and caught the glow of the fire 
upon her blushing cheek, " we have been 
together more than two years; we have 
learned to read each other's souls. My 
beloved, if you have learned to love me, 
who am I that I should not learn to love 
you in return ? Tell me what is right te 
do. No, not now—not to-night; think it 
over, and tell me to-morrow." 

I passed that night in sleepless thought. 
Had I done wrong in speaking my mind ? 
And yet if we were to spend our lives in 
this forlorn and cast-away condition ! 
Could Helen marry me, if we were back 
in Melbourne or in London ? With what 
face could I ask it; how go to her father; 
how dare even to lift my eyes towards 
her? But here it was different; and in 
the morning I came to some sort of con
clusion. I told her what I thought was 
right for us both to do. I would not 
accept the great sacrifice of an engagement 
from her. I had been wrong, perhaps, in 
telling her my love, but it was too late to 
retract that. If relief came to us speedily, she 
should be free; if none came within a year, 
we would marry on the island; but should 
we before that time be taken from the 
place, we would only marry should it 
please God to make my innocence plain 
before all the world. 

She accepted my conditions. She said 
that she would marry me when and where 
I pleased, but for the sake of her father. 
If we got safe to England my character 
should be cleared, if that might be, for my 
own sake. She knew me, she said, and 
that was enough. 

We were happier, I think, after that. I 
began almost to hope even that no ship 
might come before the end of the year; but 
one day—it wanted but a month of the time 
—I saw, with a heart full of conflicting 
emotions, a whaler steering straight for 
our island. Ben Croil rushed up to 
the signal-rock, and began waving his 
streamers with frantic shouts. 

Helen and I looked at each other, and' 
the tears came into my eyes. 

" Helen," I said, " I am going back 
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again to the world as a r e tumed conrict. 
I have lost you for ever." 

" No, no ! " she cried, throwing herself 
into * my arms. " Never, George. W e 
will work together to solve this mystery; 
and if it is never solved, my love and my 
husband, the Lord will find out a way. 
Only wait and t r u s t ; and if the worst 
comes to the worst—if we are never to 
marry—we shall be brother and sister 
always. But , in all this wide world, do 
not forget tha t there is only one man 
whom I can ever love." 

And here I lay down the pen, and leave 
another to tell the story of how the sword 
of honour was restored to me. 

CHAPTER IV. DANCING AND DEPORTMENT. 

So far in tho heart of the City as to 
make one doubt whether it has not got 
clean beyond the heart, and gone over to 
the other side, stands a street of private 
houses, at sight of which the rare and 
casual stranger wonders what manner of 
people they be who dwell therein. Their 
only knowledge of London squares and the 
aristocracy must be derived from America-
square, to which the street is a near 
neighbour. Their knowledge of life must 
be taken from the Docks hard by, and from 
the Thames, which bears, within a stone's-
throw of their doors, its fresh freights 
from India and far Cathay. They have 
the Tower of London for a subject of per
petual contemplation ; and by penetrating 
Thames-street they may sometimes make 
acquaintance with the exteriors of those 
who come from the unknown glories 
of the western land — from the golden 
Belgravia and the ducal meadows of 
fair Tybumia. Bu t wherever they fare 
in search of the unknown and the pic
turesque, their lives are settled where 
there is a steady calm in the midst of tur
moil. The outer world seems to belong 
not to them, nor its t roubles; its fiercer 
joys they know n o t ; the battle rages 
round them, but not in their mids t ; and 
the citizens who dwell in Yendo-street are 
a peaceful folk, mostly poor, and nearly 
all contented. Half way up the street, 
on the left-hand side, is a house which, 
exactly like the rest in all other re
spects, differs from them in a look of 
extreme cleanliness, which, with a fresh
ness of green paint, makes it stand out 
from the neighbours as a house which 
claims the attention due to respectability 
of a high order. On the door is a large brass 
plate, on which is inscribed, " M. Lemire, 

Professor of Dancing, Calisthenics, and 
Depor tmen t ; " and ou a large card in 
the front window appears the same state
ment, followed by the daring assertion that 
" References are permitted to the highest 
Nobility, Gentry, and Proprietors of Schools 
in the Kingdom." Side by side with this 
placard was another of smaller dimensions, 
with the simple word " Lodgings" upon i t ; 
for Professor Lemire added to his artistic 
pursuit the business of letting lodgings, 
whenever lodgers should be induced by 
the voice of fame, or by a calm consider
ation of the advantage of the situation, to 
settle for a time in the neighbourhood of 
America-square. I t is proper to explain 
that hitherto—that is, since the hoisting 
of the placard, which was in a manner a 
flag of distress—no lodger had yet knocked 
at the door except one, and he had been, 
financially speaking, a failure. So the 
professor, albeit retaining the placard, 
thought little of his lodgings, and looked 
to his ar t for daily bread. 

Art, however, at the East-end of the 
City makes a precarious livelihood ; there 
were a few private schools, where the 
professor's services were required at a 
very moderate remuneration, and a sprink
ling of pupils could be got togetlier to 
form a winter class, to which he yearly 
looked forward with hopes always 
doomed to disappointment. The dapper 
little dancing-master made out of all 
a very slender income indeed, and the 
family table was frugal all the year 
round. The professor was, in this year 
1855 of which we write, between forty 
and fifty years of age. His father and his 
grandfather had been dancing-masters 
before him, in the same neighbourhood, 
when there were yet wealthy merchants 
living there, and dancing was a serious 
accomplishment. His son Rupert, he said, 
should try other fields; but for him—his 
lines were fixed. Professor Lemire was 
of Huguenot descent, and among the 
family treasures was the old sword 
which had been drawn at the great siege 
of La Rochelle; but all the warrior blood 
must have been exhausted at the period 
when the professor saw the light, for a 
more soft-hearted, tender, and sympathetic 
creature did not exist. He was a small, 
thin, and wiry man*; he had a clean-shaven 
face, bright black eyes, and black hai r ; he 
dressed in black too, with clothes fitting 
t ight to his elastic limbs; and he had ono pet 
vanity—he was proud of his irreproach
able linen. Madame Lemire was an English-
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woman, who had conquered the youthful 
professor's heart by an extraordinary de
votion to his own art, in which, however, 
her success was but moderate. She was 
taller, and a great deal heavier than her 
husband, whose genius she worshipped; 
she was also as tender-hearted. And she 
was prolific; no fewer than twelve children 
graced the board on which the family 
meals were spread, and often spread in an 
unsatisfactory manner. The children were 
all named in accordance with ancient 
Huguenot custom—either after old leaders 
of the cause, or after the Bible. The boys 
were Rupert, Guspard, Moise, Elie, and so 
on; the girls were Antoinette, Charlotte, 
Rebekah, and Marie. They were carefully 
instructed in the religion and language of 
their ancestors, so that they were bilingual, 
and talked French as well as English. They 
were also trained to consider that the queen 
and empress of all arts was the art of dan
cing ; that to dance well was a gift given to 
few, but to be aimed at by all; and that 
their father was the greatest living master 
of the mystery. The eldest of them, Rupert, 
promised to surpass his sire. Before he 
could walk he could dance. Before he 
could talk he showed capabilities with his 
legs, which brought tears of joy to his 
father's eyes. Long before he knew that 
speech may be represented, for purposes of 
persuasion, history, deceit, or love-making, 
by certain symbols called the alphabet, 
Rupert Lemire could reach a foot and a 
half above his own height with either toe, 
right or left; could lift either leg—not one 
leg only, mind you—over the head of every 
boy his own height; and could treat every 
limb in his body as if it were an inde
pendent organ, free to act exactly as it 
pleased, and unfettered by any of the 
ordinary laws of anatomy. He was taller 
by four or five inches than the father. He 
was eighteen years of age. There was 
nothing in the whole mystery of dancing 
which his father had to teach him; there was 
no harlequin at Christmas pantomimes at 
whom he did not secretly scoff in con
sidering his own powers. He regarded 
dancing as the highest of all the arts, 
as has been said; and yet there was one 
thing wanting. Much as he loved the 
art, he loved the ocean more—that is, he 
burned to love it more, because he had 
never seen i t ; and it went to his parents' 
hearts to see the boy of so much promise 
rejoice in putting off the tight profes
sional pants, and rush to the docks among 
the ships and sailors, clad in a suit of 

blue Iflannels, trying to look like the 
oldest of salts. 

The second in order to Rupert was 
Antoinette, If it may be spoken of 
Mademoiselle Lemire with all respect, 
she was for elasticity and mastery over 
her joints almost the equal of Rupert, 
She was sevent^een, and her function was to 
go to the ladies' school with her father, 
and help in teaching the girls. She was 
a great favourite, because, when she could 
get a clear stage, and no eyes but the 
girls' to watch her, she would execute all 
sorts of impossible things in dancing by 
herself, A clever girl, she had received 
from nature a mobile and sympathetic face 
—a face which exactly reproduced that of 
the first Lemire, hanging on the wall, the 
banished Huguenot; this old fellow, with 
the face which tried to be grim and was 
brimming over with fun. In fact Antoinette, 
who was, like Rupert, a dancer bom, re
sembled Michel Lemire, formerly merchant 
of Saintes, as much as a daughter can 
resemble her father. As for the other 
children, they were like each other, iu 
being one and all passionately fond of 
dancing. When ordinary children would 
have played\ games, the little Lemires 
played at dancing. When there was no 
school, the professor taught his children; 
all day long the sound of the kit was 
heard from the class-room, and the beat
ing of the childish feet upon the floor, 
as one after the other practised, and was 
instructed. 

There was one other inhabitant of the 
house, a young lady, a girl of Rupert's 
age, that is one year older than Nettie 
Lemire, and three years older than poor 
little Charlotte—the cripple of the famUy 
— a bright-faced, brown-eyed, brown-
haired maiden, of tall and lissom figure, 
bright of eye, ready with speech and smile, 
happy in little things, the real sister of 
the children, the real daughter of the 
professor, the right hand of madame. Her 
name was Ruth Warneford. Eight years 
before this date, when she was a child of 
ten years old, she was brought to the house 
by a servant, who said that he came-
from the house of Batterick and Baldwin, 
that this was the chUd about whom 
the correspondence had taken place, and 
that the box contained all her things. 
So she was left. At that time a dreadful 
thing had happened to the child, but 
she was too young yet quite to realise 
how dreadfal a thing it was. She 
had lost her only brother. When she 
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grew older and began to understand things, 
she comprehended tha t he had disgraced 
himself and was sent to prison; but no one 
told her the story. I t was Mr. Baldwin, 
the man whose name George Wameford 
had forged, who took her, friendless and 
deserted, from the lodgings in Kennington, 
and sent her to Professor Lemire to be 
brought up with his children. H e left 
her there because he found she was well 
treated and happy; and when she grew 
older he gave her a caution, which appeared 
to the little girl harsh and stern—never 
to breathe a word of her brother, never to 
think of him, and never to hope to see 
him again. The child obeyed, and among 
the other children only spoke of her brother, 
if she spoke of him at all, as one who had 
"gone away." She was grown up now, 
and she knew, a l a s ! whither he had 
gone. He had not passed away from her 
heart, but be was become a name, the 
mention of which touched some forgotten 
chord, and brought a feeling of ineffable 
sadness upon her soul. Bu t tha t was 
seldom. 

Ruth was at work now. She was a 
governess, earning her own littlo income, 
and paying the good people who were her 
second parents her own share of the house
hold expenses. Mr. Baldwin wished her to 
be independent. "You will be happier so," 
he said; "work is good for the soul. I 
hear nothing but good of you, young lady; 
work hard, and eat the bread of industry. 
If you fall into ill-health, if you meet 
with any bad fortune, if you fail through 
any misfortune, come at once to me. I wish 
to help you, for the sake of your father, 
and of .one"—here the old man's voice 
faltered for a moment—" one who was dear 
to me years ago, and who promised great 
things; but the promise was not kept. 
God bless you, Ruth W a m e f o r d ! " 

The girl understood tha t it was her 
brother—he who was gone—whom Mr. 
Baldwin had once loved, and she went 
away shamefaced. So tha t the shadow of 
this crime rested upon many hearts. The 
wreck of one poor human ship upon the 
ocean of life somehow drags down with it 
so many others; the sudden storm in which 
George Warneford went dovni disabled 
half-a-dozen gallant craft. 

So Ruth Warneford became a visiting 
governess. The neighbourhood of America-
square would not at first sight appear to 
offer the most desirable openmg for such a 
profession, Bn t then, if your ambition is 
bounded by the sum of eigbteenpence an 

hour at the outside; if you do not mind 
trudging a mile or two from bouse to 
house; if you are ready to begin work at 
eight, and to leave oft" at s ix ; if you do 
not look for pupils more genteel than the 
children of respectable tradesmen; and if 
you have youth and hope;—you may 
find America-square by no means a bad 
place as a base of operations. Ruth not 
only toUed all day when clients carae, 
but, when business was slack, filled 
up her time by teaching the younger 
members of the Lemire family; and 
the earnings of the girl were useful, 
and helped out the income of the family. 
Indeed, had it not been for Ruth, the 
dinner of soup and vegetables must 
often have been exchanged for the 
dinner of dry bread; for times were 
growing very hard with the professor. A 
dreary life for the gi r l ! hard work from 
morning till n ight ; and yet she endured 
it, and was happy. She had no holidays, 
and never went anywhere; still sho was 
happy—happy until one day came which 
shattered her little Castle of Delisrht. 

I t happened through her taking tho 
post—which she thont<ht great promotion 
—of organist to St. Ethelred's Church. 

CHAPTER V, MY BROTHER'S SIN, 

As organist of St. Ethelred's, Ruth had 
the privilege of practising iu the church 
on such afternoons as were available. 
She used to secure tho services of one of 
the younger Lemires, generally Charlotte, 
as blower; and it was at such times her 
rarest pleasure to sit before the grand old 
organ for long hours, playing till the 
evening shadows turned the obscurities of 
the old church into deep blackness, and 
softened the stiff outlines of the kneel
ing marble figures. St. Ethelred's is a 
church spared by the Great Fire, and half 
forgotten when it was a mark of grace 
to destroy the images of the dead. Here 
lie the mortal remains of many a dead 
lord mayor and alderman; here, kneeling 
gravely opposite each other,.are the etiigies 
of knight and dame ; here is a crusader 
with his legs crossed; here is the mitred 
abbot, the crozier turned away from his 
face to mark that he was no bishop, but 
yet greater than bishop in the administra
tion of his immense revenues; here are 
monuments of aU the centuries, from the 
fourteenth, stiff and mannered, but with 
lace-like delicate tracing, and onco with 
bright colours, now all faded and for
gotten, to the sprawling, tasteless tomb of 
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the last century. There will be no more 
monuments in the old church, and, in 
course of time, the desecrating hand of the 
City architect will remove the venerable 
stones and the monuments, to make room 
for a new street, or to build new city 
offices. But foremost among the tombs at 
present, is that of old Alderman Sower-
butts. St, Ethelred's is, as an uneducated 
describer might fairly put it, two churches 
side by side. The scanty congregation sit 
in the right-hand church, which faces the 
altar, and in the north side stand the 
tombs, except a few of the older ones, 
which are in the south wall. The tomb 
of Alderman Sowerbutts occupies a large 
part of the north aisle to itself. I t is a 
striking monument, containing many tons 
of marble, and surrounded by gilt railings. 
The worthy alderman died in the year 
1691, just about the period when benevo
lence, as shown in the establishment of 
almshouses and institutions of charitable 
education, was invented. By his will he 
directed that the bulk of his fortune should 
be expended in the maintenance, first, 
of he-uses for the reception of twelve 
widows of liverymen from his own guild; 
and secondly, of a school where twenty 
boys and twenty girls, born in the parish 
of St. Ethelred, should receive a sound 
Protestant education, free of all charges. 
This was very noble, and pleased every
body, except the lawful heii^ of Alderman 
Sowerbutts, who, for some generations 
afterwards, gnashed their teeth when they 
passed the church of St. Ethelred. There 
was another prorision in the will of the 
testa t»;r, by which it was directed that 
the rector of the parish, accompanied by 
his churchwardens, one of his trustees, the 
clerk, the schoolmaster, and six of the 
boys, should, once a year, risit the church, 
open liie tomb, and satisfy themselves that 
he—the deceased alderman—was actually 
there in the flesh, and not removed. Why 
this mortal dread of being taken out of 
the grave assailed the alderman, it is 
impossible to explain. But the fact is so, 
and until a very few years ago the annual 
procession was made with great solemnity. 

The church, old as it was, standing two 
feet below the street level, and four feet 
below the level of its little churchyard, 
piled high with the dust of five-and-twenty 
artioiiiately speaking generations, was 
Ruth Wameford's private sanctum, when 
she could spare an hour. She and little 
Charlotte, the lame girl, would sit in 
the quiet old place by themsrlves, alone 

and silent, watching the light from tho 
painted windows play upon the deserted 
aisles, or talking ih whispers, or the 
child would pump the bellows whUe 
Ruth played. They let themselves into 
the church by the vestry-door, and were 
secure against any chance visitors, while 
the busy city rushed to and fro among the 
alleys outside. No rural corner of green 
England, no country churchyard in the 
wildest country district could match the 
solitude and loneliness of this old City 
place of worship, on any afternoon in the 
week. 

Stay, there was one risitor. Ruth 
Warneford kept her Saturday afternoons 
for organ practice; any other day's freedom 
was a holiday, to be sure, but a holiday 
which made an inroad into her slender 
purse. Twenty years ago the Saturday 
half-holiday was a thing jast beginning to 
be talked about. Shops would not hear 
of it, merchants, as a rule, thought it a 
robbery of time due to them. Clerks 
hardly hoped to get it. But there was one 
clerk at least, John Wybrow by name, a 
member of St. Ethelred's choir, who must 
have got his Saturday half-holiday regu
larly. He never missed looking in at the 
church at four o'clock on that day, when 
Ruth was playing over the hymns for the 
next day's service, and poor little Charlotte 
sat behind, plying the pump-handle, with 
an attentive eye to the position of the little 
ball at the end of the string, and listening 
while the roll of the mighty music echoed 
along the walls, and high in the rafters of 
the roof. 

John Wybrow came every Saturday for 
nearly a year. I t was natural that ke, being 
a member of the choir, and their most useful 
tenor—in fact their only tenor—should 
like to try his part over beforehand; and 
who so able to help him as the organist ? 
The visit might therefore be regarded as 
official, and performed in the discharge of 
duty. So far it was praiseworthy, Ruth, 
who was not yet eighteen when she became 
organist, at a salary of twenty pounds a 
year, at first regarded the appearance of 
the tenor, who was then about twenty-two, 
entirely in this light, being in no way put 
to confusion by the fact that he was young, 
good - looking, and of the opposite sex. 
ftuth had nothing to do with the foolish 
thoughts which such a fortuitous concur
rence of qualities too often engenders. 
Her life was full of real business. Then, 
when the exercises were finished, when 
Ruth had played over two of her pieces, 
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while John Wybrow sat beside her and 
listened, what could be more in accord
ance with the dictates of natural politeness 
than that he should walk home with her, 
and help little Charlotte, who had to walk 
with a crutch, across the streets ? I t was 
not far to the professor's, and John Wybrow 
having succeeded somehow in getting in
side the house, grew to abuse this pririlege, 
by staying to tea every Saturday evening. 
The whole family of the Lemires liked him 
except one. Rupert , the eldest, for some 
reason of his own, chose to take offence at 
his coming, and in confidence to Antoinette, 
expressed his conviction tha t Mr. Wybrow 
was a pnppy. 

On those evenings this simple family got 
through their bread and butter and tea 
with mirth and merriment. 

And after the tea, of course, they would 
have a dance. 

None of your meaningless scampers 
k deux temps, as was then the new fashion 
in frivolous England. Not a t all. The 
professor, with grave air, assumed a violin 
in place of the usual kit, took up a position 
in the corner, and looking solemnly round, 
named the dances and the dancers. 

"Minuet de la Cour—Mr. Wybrow and 
Miss Warneford." 

Then would J( )hn Wybrow, with Castilian 
courtesy, lead Ruth, as grave as if she were 
dancing before a court, to her place, and 
with her go through the stately steps, 
while the children seated round criticised, 
not unkindly, but with severity. This 
was not a rehearsal, but a performance, 
and the professor permitted himself no 
observations. The minuet concluded, the 
perforniers sat down, amid a chorus of 
remarks and commentaries. 

" Pas de fascination—Mademoiselle An
toinette Lemire." 

Then would burst upon the eve r -de 
lighted gaze of the children, their eldest 
sister, in a miraculous robe of white muslin, 
clad in which, as in a cloud of glory, she 
displayed miracles of art . There were 
no criticisms upon her, only a rapturous 
round of applause, when, with parted lips, 
bright eyes, and panting breath, she finished 
the last pirouette as gracefully as Fanny 
Elsler herself, 

" La Tarantula—Monsieur Ruper t Lemire 
and Mademoiselle Antoinette Lemire," 

" Danse des Exiles, Souvenir de la Ro
chelle," 

This was a dance invented by the first 
Lemire who took to the dancing profession. 
It was executed first in solo, and then in full 

chorus, by the family altogether, assisted 
by Ruth and John Wybrow, Perhaps 
this finished the performance; perhaps 
there was a simple waltz ; perhaps, too, a t 
this juncture John Wybrow remembered 
that he bad taken the liberty of ordering 
a few oysters for supper, and so on ; the 
party finishing, as it began, in simple mirth 
and happiness, for Ruth was yet in that 
dreamy state of uncalculating happiness— 
a happy Fool's Paradise of innocence—to 
waken out of which is to realise one's 
humanity, with all its complicated forces 
of past, present, and future, its dangers 
and its passions. John Wybrow, during 
all these times, never told the girl that he 
loved her. Yet his hand-pressure grew 
always warmer, his voice grew always 
softer, his eyes rested always longer upon 
Ruth 's fair head, and he became every week 
more and more the brightness and joy of 
her life. If this does not constitute love 
on both sides, what does ? Yet the giri 
never thought of anything being said to 
alter the sweetness of this innocent pas
toral ; and the young man, for some reason, 
refrained from speaking the word which 
should break the spell. 

But the spell was broken, and rudely. 
I t was a Saturday afternoon in early 

autumn. The splendour of the season 
showed itself on country-sides in waving 
fields of ripened corn, in apple orchards 
ruddy with their fruit, in woods where 
the trees seemed to hang down their 
heavy foliage in the still heat, as if weary 
with excess of pleasure. In London it 
showed itself by hot and glaring streets; 
by announcements of cool drinks in public-
houses ; and by a smell as of an immense 
bakery, where all the children's mud-pies, 
the cabbage-stalks, the orange-peel, and 
the general refuse of a great city were 
being cooked in one large oven. In the 
church of St. Ethelred it showed itself by 
an unwonted splendour of the painted 
glass. The colours which fell on the tombs 
and monuments were brighter than usual; 
the knight and dame who knelt opposite 
to each other, with hands clasped at head 
and foot of their common grave, received 
the crimson rays upon their heads, and 
lost for a while the rigidity by which their 
sculptor had tried to represent dignity. 
The sunlight played upon the organ beside 
the altar, and fell in a cloud of colour 
upon the patient face of poor little Char
lotte Lemire, who was left there alone 
thinking. On the steps of the organ-loft 
sat, side by side, John Wybrow and Ruth 
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Wameford. Mark, that he has not spoken 
a word of love ; nor has she thought of 
love; yet they sit like lovers, only not 
hand-in-hand. 

The young man has been telling the girl 
of places which he knows, not far away, 
where stretch meadows, covered with 
flowers from spring to late autumn—the 
golden butter(^up, the meadow-sweet, the 
wild convolvulus, and the cowslip—where 
there are woods, and streams, and corn
fields. 

" Some day, Ruth, we wiU go and see 
them. Some day, when I am my own 
master." He added the last words under 
his breath. 

" Ah ! " she sighed, " I have no holi
day. I t is wrong to be always wishing 
for things; but oh! John, I do some
times long for a little change—just a few 
days in the country, such as I used to 
have when I was a little girl, before 
long ago. I t would be something to think 
of in the winter evenings, you see, espe-
ciallv if I thought I could go again." 

" Poor Ruth ! Poor child! I wish I 
could do something for you ; but I can
not yet. I am only a clerk now. Will 
you have a little more patience ? " 

"Now, you will think I am complaining. 
But indeed, indeed, I am not. I am very 
happy. I am sure I ought to be. Only 
now and then, when the sun is hot and 
the streets are close, and when young 
gentlemen like Mr. John Wybrow tell me 
of beautiful places, where rich people can 
wander and see sweet things why 
then, you see, it is hard not to feel a little, 
just a little, discontented. And if I am dis
contented, what ought poor little Charlotte 
to be ? " 

/ ' P o o r Charlotte!" 
" Look at her, John. She will sit there 

so long as I let her. To be in the quiet 
church soothes her nerves; she cannot 
bear the noise of the other children—she 
is happiest here. If I were a cripple, do 
you think I should be so patient as that 
poor child ? " 

Ruth shook her little head vrith a 
gesture of self-reproach. 

What further line the conversation 
might have taken cannot safely be asserted, 
because it was then interrupted by a great 
trampling of feet, and noise of men in the 
church porch. 

" I t is the alderman's day," said Ruth. 
" Let us sit here quietly, and we shall see it 
all. The railings of the tomb are opened." 

The doors were flung open, and there 

marched up the aisle a procession. First 
came the beadle, with the gold stick of 
office. He was foUowed by the rector, 
in full canonicals. After him, somewhat 
marring the effect by an ignoble limp, came 
the clerk. After the clergy followed the 
laity, consisting of two trustees, the school
master, and a tail of six boys. A stray 
gentleman, not belonging to the proces
sion, came in after the rest, and at sight 
of him both the spectators on the steps of 
the organ-loft started, and one of them, 
the young man, changed colour. 

" There is Mr. Baldwin, my benefactor," 
said Ruth quietly. She did not look up, 
or she would have seen John Wybrow 
turn pale and then flash crimson, 

Mr. Baldwin, leaning on a stick, seemed 
to be watching the ceremony at the monu
ment. This took ten minutes or so, when 
the procession re-formed, and marched 
solemnly out of the church again. 

An old woman, one of the almshouse 
widows, left the doors open for the stranger, 
who remained behind, 

Mr. Baldwin, who did not appear to be 
in any hurry, began to look round the 
church, taking the monuments one by one. 

" I must wait till he comes this way and 
speak to him," said Ruth. 

John Wybrow bit his lips, but said 
nothing. He, stood upright, arms folded, 
in an attitude which might have meant 
defiance. 

The old gentleman, adjusting his glasses, 
came slowly along the north wall, read
ing the inscriptions, and looking at the 
tombs. Ruth watched him with a smUe 
of amusement, 

"How surprised he will be to see me 
here," she whispered. 

He was surprised. In his surprise he 
looked, when he came upon the pair, from 
one to the other, dropping his glasses. 

" J o h n ! Ruth Warneford!" he said, 
" what is this ? what is this ? " 

Ruth stepped forward with a pretty 
laugh. " You are in my church, Mr. 
Baldwin," she said. " I am organist 
here." 

He looked more surprised than ever. 
Angry too. 

" Explain this, John," he said, without 
answering the girl. 

Then Ruth began to feel that there was 
something wrong. 

" There is nothing to explain, sir," said 
John, " This is Miss Warneford, whom 
you know. She is organist at St, Ethelred's. 
I sing here in the choir." 
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" So," said Mr. Baldwin, " that is aU, is 
i t ? " 

John Wybrow hesitated for a moment. 
Then he stepped forward to where Ruth 
was standing. 

**No, sir," he said; " t h a t is not all. 
This young lady knows me by my name, 
but she does not know that I am your 
nephew—that fact I have never told her. 
She learns it now for the first time." 

"You learn it," repeated Mr. Baldwin to 
Bnth, "for the first time ? " 

The words rang in the girl's ear like a 
warning. 

" In your presence, sir, and in this sacred 
place, I venture to tell her, also for the 
first time, that I love her." 

" That you love h e r ! " repeated Mr. 
Baldwin. He took a seat on the steps of 
the pulpit, and looked at the girl with eyes 
of pity. " That you love her! Poor girl! 
Poor g i r l ! " 

" And in your presence I ask her if she 
win marry me. Ruth, dear Ruth, forgive 
this rough speech, but my uncle forces it 
upon me. I know your goodness, your 
patience, and your trials. Come to me, 
my darling, and forget the trouble in a 
husband's love. Ruth, come! " 

He had taken her by the band and would 
have drawn her towards bim, but she 
looked in Mr. Baldwin's face. 
• "Your nephew ?" she faltered. 

" My nephew," he replied. 
" Ruth, my darling, come ! " 
She might have gone—she might have 

taken that single step, and fallen upon the 
breast that was yearning for her, but for 
the look in the old man's eyes. 

" Eemember ! " he said, solemnly, 
Ruth snatched her hand from her lover. 
"Do not remember," cried John, pas

sionately. " You have remembered long 
enough. I t is cruel to remember longer. 
What has the past to do with the present? " 

"Everything," said Mr.Baldwin,sadly— 
" everything, Ruth Warneford, I do not 
blame you. I t is not your fault that my 
nephew has met you. I t is his that you 
did not know what kind of conduct his has 
been towards you," 

" What conduct his has been!" repeated 
the young man fiercely. 

" Ask that in ten years' time, if I am 
living, and if you have found time to reflect. 
Girl I between you and my nephew there 
stands a ghost-—the shadow of a great 
wrong." 

"Alas! I know it," sobbed Ruth, " I 
know it." 

" There is no ghost. I t is the dream of a 
morbid brain, dwelling too much on things 
long gone and forgotten," said the young 
man. " Ruth, come out of the shadows 
into the light." 

" What was done by one of your blood 
eight years ago, separates you from me 
and mine unto the third and fourth gene
ration," said the old man. 

" W h a t was done yesterday matters 
nothing to-day," pleaded the young man, 
" Ruth ! do you think I have not known 
your story? Long the tale of George 
Warneford has been familiar to me—since 
I was a boy at school. What has it to do 
with you and me, and with our love ? " 

" I t stands between you," said his 
uncle. 

All the time Ruth looked steadily at the 
old man. There was no hope there, only 
a stern justice, before which she trembled, 

" I have been kind to you, Ruth Warne
ford," he said; " what the world calls 
kind. But let that pass. Remember, 
however, that it pains me, even to hear 
your name pronounced. I shall not 
relax in whatever help you may want; 
but, I ask you in return—it is a little 
thing—to send this young man away." 

A little thing ! Why, all in a moment, 
when John took her hand in his, she 
knew that it was her life, her happiness, 
her all, that she was asked to give up. 

She made no reply. 
" The idle attachments of youth," Mr. 

Baldwin went on, still sitting judicially on 
the pulpit stairs, while the guilty pair 
stood before him, " the idle attachments 
of youth are quickly made and quickly 
forgotten. You will laugh at this in a 
month, Ruth." 

" Ruth ! " the other pleaded, " Ruth ! 
remember our happy days together in this 
old church; our evenings at your homo; 
the sweet talk that we have held together 
—are these to go for nothing ? " 

"Wha t is love," asked the old man, 
" tba t it is to override the most sacred 
obligations, and make duty a mockery? 
Children, could you prosper with the 
memory of the past ever before you ? " 

" The past! Oh ! the past! Let the 
dead bury its dead," cried John. " Ruth ! 
if you will be mine, we wUl turn our 
backs on this city and its hateful memories; 
we will go to a new country where no one 
can reproach us ; we will live where the 
firm of Batterick and Baldwin is not 
known.' 

" Think of it, young lady," Mr. Baldwin 
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said bitterly. " He is prepared to sacri
fice his future and his own happiness, your 
future and your happiness—to say nothing 
of me—in order to gratify his whim. Yes, 
sir, a whim; the fancy for a pretty face. 
Pshaw, s ir! what do you know about 
goodness ? Do you think I don't know 
that this is a good girl ? Do you think I 
should treat her like this if I did not 
know it ? " 

Ruth took the old man's hand. He 
stood up as if to receive her, and she laid 
her head upon his left a rm; perhaps it 
was to hide her tears. 

" My mind is made up," she said. 
" John , Mr, Baldwin is right. I can never 
marry you. Heaven knows that until this 
day, even when I did not know that you 
were his nephew, I never thought of 
marrying you or anybody. What I feel 
now—that matters to no one;" she stopped 
herself proudly, "The disaster that fell 
upon me, eight years ago, is between us ; 
we can never pass that barrier. Farewell, 
John, and try not to think about me any 
more—never any more," 

" Ruth," he said, " hear me again. I t 
is not my fault that this disaster fell upon 
you. I t is not yours," 

"No , " she cried; " i t is the wiU of 
heaven, and we must bear it." 

He turned fiercely upon his uncle. 
" You have robbed me of my wife, sir," 

he said, " and you have lost your nephew. 
This day I leave your firm. The partner
ship that I was to have had on my next 
birthday—that partnership, on which I 
hoped to marry the sweetest and noblest 
girl in all the world, you may give to whom 
you please. Leave your money where you 
wish. I will never see you or speak to you 
again, unless it be to take my bride from 
you." He walked half down the church, 
leaving the girl clinging to his uncle's 
arm. 

Suddenly a thought struck him, and he 
returned. 

" Ruth," he said, with softened voice, 
" in this sacred place, before this altar, I 
have one more thing to say. In the years 
to come I shall wait for you. This foolish 
fancy, the persuasion of this selfish old 
man, who would keep aUve the miserable 
past to poison the present, who sacrifices 
two lives to gratify his revenge, will pass, 
I shall wait for you alone, till I hear that 
I may come. Remember, I can marry no 
one but you." 

He waited a moment for an answer. 
The girl left her hold of Mr. Baldwin's 

arm, and moved to the altar. There she feU 
upon her knees and prayed. John Wybrow 
still waited. When she rose again her faoe 
was lit up by the light of the western 
window, which poured full upon her, by 
her hair lying loose about her head like an 
aureole, so that she looked as a saint 
might look. 

"When what is impossible 'becomes 
possible, John; when George Wameford's 
guilt is changed into innocence, I shall be 
free to marry you. And not till then," 

John Wybrow knelt at her feet and 
kissed her unresisting hand. Then he 
turned and strode out of the church, 

" Brave girl! brave gir l ! " cried Mr. 
Baldwin. 

" Leave me in the church," she replied 
faintly. " I go in and out of the vestry 
door; leave me here. I have to think— 
to collect myself a little." 

The old man looked at her with eyes 
full of pity. 

"Forget that headstrong boy," he said; 
" he will be sorry afterwards for what he 
said to you as well as to me. We cannot 
undo the past, Ruth, but we may fight it 
down. We must bear our punishment, 
but we may bear it worthily, untU it be
comes a crown of glory. You are a good 
giri." 

He left her. And as he walked down 
the aisle Ruth might have noticed, had she 
looked up, that his form was bowed, and 
that he trembled as he went. But she 
did not look up. She stood still, clasping 
her hands before her; and, when the church-
door shut with a clang, she fell down upon 
the steps weeping and sobbing aloud. The 
echoes of the many-raftered roof took up 
her crying, and from among the silent 
tombs, from the dim recesses of the dar
kening church, there arose a voice and a 
whisper as of the dead, who weep with 
one who weeps. 

Then little Charlotte Lemire, who had 
been forgotten all this time, crept sorrow
fully from her nook within the organ-raUs 
and sat down beside Ruth's head, waiting. 

Presently Ruth felt her little fingers 
about her, soothing and petting, and she 
looked up. 

" R u t h , dear R u t h ; oh! Ruth, what 
can I do ? " cried the child. 

" Nothing, Lotty." Ruth arose and put 
on her hat, " Let us go. Please tell 
nobody anything at home, only that Mr. 
Wybrow will not come here any more, and 
that I have got a headache and am gone 
to bed," 
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That Saturday night there was sUence 
at the professor's. The violin was not 
brought o u t ; nor was there any dancing; 
and the children were sent to bed early. 
Also Nettie and Lotty spent the evening, 
as did their mother, in tears. 

CHAPTER VI. THE PROFESSOR LETS HIS 
LODGINGS. 

IT was almost two months after the 
dreadful day at St. Ethelred's , when the 
quiet of Yendo-street was disturbed by 
the clattering of a cab on the stones. I t 
stopped at the professor's, and the occu
pants, consisting of a lady and gentleman, 
with an old man of seafaring aspect, 
knocked at the door. 

To Madame Lemire's intense surprise, 
they asked for lodgings. 

Lodgings! she remembered their first 
venture in that line of business, and went 
in search of the professor. The professor, 
then engaged in teaching the youngest, 
aged two and a half, his earliest steps, 
also remembered tha t disastrous episode' 
in their life, and hesitated. 

The lady, who was a young lady, spoke 
for the party, 

" W e are easily satisfied," she said. 
" W e shall want three bedrooms and a 
sitting-room, but we require very little 
attendance. W e will give you a reference 
to a respectable lawyer, and we will pay 
the rent for three months in advance." 

The professor looked at his wife—here 
was a chance—and the rent three months 
in advance! In five minutes the party 
was upstairs, and madame, with Nettie, 
was devising means of stowing away the 
displaced children. 

Meantime the professor went in search 
of the lawyer referred to. As for his 
lodgers—who gave the name of Mr. and 
Miss Elwood and Mr. Croil—the lawyer 
knew all about Miss Elwood. The young 
lady's father had died in Australia, a t the 
diggings. But his little house and garden, 
now in the centre of a city, suddenly be
came great, and sold for a large sum. Yes, 
Mr. Lemire might depend on Miss Elwood. 
It was odd tha t he named Miss Elwood, and 
never spoke of her brother ; but that, after 
all, was no th ing ; and the professor went 
back with a light heart, and a full assur
ance of his rent for a whole year to come. 

He found Miss Elwood sitt ing among 
the children, and a t home with all of 
them ; and it was very funny, the children 
said, that when Ru th came in she knew 
Her at once, and said, " Y o u are R u t h 

Wameford," and then shook hands with 
her. Because, they said, how should 
she know Ruth, when she did not know 
Nettie ? 

In a few days the new lodgers were so 
far settled in the house, that thev seemed 
to form part of the family. The elder 
man, Croil by name—who slept on the 
second floor, and took two of the boys to 
share his room, when he found that they 
would otherwise have to sleep on the 
landings—was clearly an ancient mariner. 
He dressed in navy blue, and wore a fur 
cap of curious and sea-going cut. He was 
a little man ; with soft and dreamy eyes, of 
a light blue ; and with a very quiet manner 
of speaking. He generally carried in his 
left hand a cake of tobacco, with an open 
knife in his r i gh t ; and he cut the tobacco 
slowly as he went. 

At regular intervals he smoked: once 
before breakfast, once after, once on the 
point of eight bells, once after dinner, 
once towards tea-time, and once after, once 
before supper, and once after. " But not," 
as he remarked to young Rupert Lemire, 
the eldest-born, " not to be for ever with 
a pipe in your mouth—as if you might be 
the stove of a lighter. That 's not the way, 
my lad, for them as earns their bread upon 
blue water." 

He used the pavement of the street—at 
such times as it did not rain—for a pro
menade or smoking-saloon; when it was 
wet, he betook himself to his own room— 
a place which the children soon learned to 
regard as the home of all unimaginable 
del ights ; and they called him, after the 
first day, Ben, by bis special request. 
The last pipe of the day Ben took in the 
first-floor front, with the other new 
members of the party. 

They were a quiet pair. The man, 
about thirty years of age, looked older, by 
reason of the scattered gray hairs in his 
full brown beard, and the crow's-feet 
round his eyes. Across his forehead 
nature, or some trouble, had drawn a 
long deep l ine; the hair had fallen from 
his temples, leaving a wide and open 
brow; bis lips were flexible and mobile, 
but they were hidden by his heavy mous
tache and beard; his eyes were hazel, and 
had a dreamy far-off look, with a gaze as of 
one who waits and expects; his voice was 
low, and he spoke seldom. 

His sister, unlike him in face—so much 
unlike him that you would not have been 
able to trace even a faint family resemblance 
—resembled him in one respect, that her eyes. 
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which were large, and of a hazel tint, had 
the same far-off look, and, in repose, gazed 
out upon spjice like her brother's, as if 
waiting and expectinj?. She was tall, and 
of such a figure as the Graces love; her 
head, crowned with its glory of brown 
hair, was of such a shape as Canova would 
have desired for a model; her face out
lined as if by some poet, inspired with the 
sibter art of painting. 

I t was a face born for mirth and gaiety; 
but the gaiety had gone out of it, and left 
it prematurely grave. A look of care dwelt 
upon it for ever, save when she turned her 
eyes upon her brother, and then the sweetest 
smile lit up her features, and effaced the 
lines of trouble round her mouth. 

Observant members of the Lemire house
hold made out, in addition to their personal 
note, a few other prominent facts as regards 
their lodgers. One was, that they seemed 
all three utterly careless as regarded their 
food. On washing days, that is, on Monday, 
Tuesday, and Wednesday, when the mother 
of the family and the maid-of-all-work were 
engaged with the linen of the household, 
they accepted, not murmuring, as weaker 
brethren murmur, cold boiled mutton, with 
or without potatoes ; they drank nothing 
but tea, coffee, or milk, except Ben, who, 
once a day, towards the evening, visited 
the nearest public-house, with an empty 
pannikin, which he brought back full. 
They went out, the brother and sister, a 
good deal.in the day-time, and at night 
they always sat side by side, with joined 
hands, before the fire, looking into it. Ben 
Croil at such times sat with them, his legs 
gathered up under his chair, his head 
against the wall, sound asleep. Some
times in the morning, too, the pair would 
sit silently for hours together. Once 
Rupert Lemire, the eldest son, heard the 
lady say, after one of their long silences: 

" George, if Boston Tom is living any
where in the world, we must find him. If 
he is dead we must find who and what he 

was. >> 

And on another occasion, Nettie Lemire, 
going to make the lodger's bed, saw her 
ou her knees by the bedside, in an agony 
of tears, crying passionately, " Oh Lord ! 
how long ? " 

There was only one other thing remark
able about the new lodgers, which was the 
way in which Miss Elwood sought Ruth 
Wameford's society. Now, at this time 
Ruth was melancholy, by reason of her 
shattered love-castle, and would fain have 
sat in sUence; but she could not decline the 

inritations which Miss Elwood showered 
upon her, to dine with her, to take tea 
with her, to sit with her, to walk with 
her. And it was difficult to resist the 
kindness with which these inritations 
were offered, and the sympathy with 
which the girl was gradually encouraged 
to respond to th so advances. Little by 
little Ruth found herself talking with 
Miss Elwood—Helen, as she called her— 
as if she had been her oldest friend. 
Besides, the room upstairs was a retreat 
from the chatter of the children, and a 
quiet evening with her new friends rested 
her after a day's hard work at teaching. 

They got into the habit of sitting to
gether, talking in a low voice to each 
other, while Mr. Elwood, a restless man, 
paced up and down the room in silence; 
and they talked as if he were not there, 
because he never spoke, and never seemed 
to listen. 

And one Sunday afternoon Helen Elwood 
told the girl a thing which made her heart 
leap up, and brought such joy to her as 
sho thought could never come again. 

I t was a very quiet Sunday afternoon. 
After dinner old Ben might be heard 
marching up and down the pavement of 
the street, on the sunny side, where the 
east wind was not felt. With him was 
Rupert Lemire, and they were discoursing 
—that is, Ben was discoursing—on ships, 
and storms, and sailors' lives afloat. Helen 
and Ruth sat by the fire, the latter lying 
with her head ou the elder girl's knees. 
Mr. Elwood sat in the window, silent and 
grave, looking at the group of two, 

"And you are quite alone, poor 
child ? " Helen asked. " No brothers, no 
sisters ? " 

" I had a brother once," said the girl, 
colouring painfully, " But he—he—went 
away eight yea^s ago, and I have never 
seen him since. Poor George—poor dear 
George!" 

She laid her cheek on the hand of her 
new friend. Helen felt the tears faU 
fast, 

" D o not speak of it, if it pains you," 
she went on, glancing at her brother, who 
sat rigid, pale, and with trembling lips. 

" Yes, let me tell you all, and then you 
will not say that I have deceived you. 
Listen. We were so happy, George and I 
together—only we two, you know. In the 
evening he came home from the City and 
I used to make the tea, though I was such 
a little thing. There never was so kind a 
brother, nor such a good man; because 
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now, you s e e , ! know what young men 
sometimes are. Oh, m e ! How cruel it 
all is to think of ! For our happy life was 
suddenly stopped," 

She paused a moment whUe Helen 
soothed and caressed her. 

"They said he forged Mr. Baldwin's 
name, and robbed him of his money. 
How can I believe it, Helen ? If it 
was true, what did he do with the 
money ? And yet—and yet—I once went 
to a place that I heard of in the City, 
and looked in a file of The Times tUl I 
found the report of his t r ial ; and it was 
all so clear! He must have done it. And 
stUl I cannot believe it of my brother; for 
he was so steady and so true. 

" And you have never heard anything of 
hun at aU ? " 

' " Never anything at all," the girl said. 
" I do not know where he is, or if he is 
bring." 

" His name was George — George 
Wameford ? " Helen replied slowly. 
"My dear, I think I can tell you some
thing—not much—about him. And that 
Httle is good. There could not be two 
George Warnefords in Sydney at the 
same time. I t is three years ago and more 
that I knew of a prisoner of that name—he 
was a young man of five-and-twenty 

"George's age—he is ten year» older 
than I," 

" A prisoner for forgery " 
"Yes, yes." 
"Who obtained his release and a free 

pardon for a noble deed he did." 
" Oh, George—my brother—tell me 

what he did." 
" He risked his life to save the lives of 

others; there was mutiny in the prison, 
and murder. Desperate men, made more 
desperate by the knowledge that their 
revolt was hopeless, had the lives of 
the prison warders in their hands; in a 
few minutes it would have been all over 
with them. This prisoner—this brave man 
who was convicted by a unanimous jury, 
after five minutes' consultation, for a 
wicked and treacherous act, my dear — 
faced almost certain death to save them. 
He did save them, and they released him 
for hia reward," 

Ruth seized her hand and kissed it. 
" Go on, Helen ; tell me more." 
" I have very little more to tell you. But 

if it will comfort you, I can tell you what 
the prison doctor said to him when he left. 
He said, Ruth, that his trial showed the 
clearest case against him that ever was 

made out against any man, but that his 
life and character belied the circumstantial 
eridence. He said he beUeved him inno
cent." 

Ruth gave a great gasp. 
" Innocent ? Oh, if it were only so; 

w^at would matter all our sorrow and all 
his suffering, if only he were innocent ? " 

" Mind, George Warneford always said 
that he was innocent. The doctor was the 
first to believe it. Afterwards, I have 
heard that others also believed him inno
cent." 

" Why does he not write to me ? Why 
does he not come home to me ? " 

" Perhaps he does not know where you 
are; perhaps he does not know how you 
would receive him. For, Lizzie, your 
brother has lost the most precious jewel 
of life—his honour." 

" But since he is innocent " 
" How does he know that his sister loves 

him still ? Who has written to him out 
there to tell him so ? " 

" Can I ever cease to love him ? Oh, 
Helen, if he were to stand before nie 
this very moment, and hold out his 
arms, I should be more happy than I have 
been all these eight years that I have lost 
him." 

In the window, in the shades of the 
early December evening then darkening the 
room, the very man of whom they spoke 
sat still and upright. But his hands 
trembled, and his face was distorted by 
some violent passion. Helen looked to
wards him and made a gesture of invita
tion. But he shook his head. Then she 
spoke again to the weeping girl. 

" If he came to you a beggar in reputa
tion, an outcast of society, heavUy laden 
with the weight of these years of dis

grace 
" Unmerited disgrace," she said. 
" With nothing to say to you, but that 

he was innocent—you would love him and 
cling to him against all the worid, against 
Mr. Baldwin, agaiust the kind people of 
this house ? " , ^ 

" Ah ' " said Ruth, " I have but one 
brother. You have told me that he is 
innocent and brave. I am proud of my 
poor brother." . . , . 

" And if he came to you, bearing in his 
hand the proofs of his innocence, what 
then, Ruth ? " . „ , 

" I t would be too much happiness, she 
sighed. "Helen, why have you sought 
me out to tell me tbis story. I k n o w - I 
know—that you are keeping somethmg 
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back. You have come to this poor lodging 
to see me—me. I am sure of it. You 
have come with a message from my 
brother. Tell me all—tell me all ," 

"Yes , dear, you have guessed. W e 
have c o m e — m y brother and I — f r o m 
Australia, to see you. W e come in your 
brother 's name, and in your brother 's 
behalf. W e have a task before ua—to 
establish, if we can, his innocence. There 
is bu t a slender, a very slender hope, of 
our doing that . But, oh Ruth ! believe it 
with all your hea r t ; cling to it as to an 
anchor ; thank God for it every morning 
and every night. He is innocent—George 
Warneford did not commit this wicked 
thing. W e are t rying to prove it, but we 
may not succeed. And whether we suc
ceed or not, you shall be restored to your 
brother ." 

R u t h was silent again—thinking. Then 
she lifted her eyes, bright with tears, 

" You know him, then ? " 
" I know him, dear Ru th . " 
" Tell me what he is l ike." 
Helen glanced at her brother, 
" He is greatly changed from what you 

remember him. To begin with, he is eight 
years older, and he has suffered. You 
would not know him. Try not to fancy 
what be is like, but think of him now and 
always as a good and honourable man, 
who has had to endure a grievous wrong." 

*' I will—I wiU. And, Helen, why do 
you and your brother t ry to do him this 
great service ? " 

Helen did not blush as she replied, 
taking the girl 's face in her hands and 
kissing h e r : 

" Because, my dear, I love him, and I 
hope to be your sister." 

" My sister ? You will marry him ? 
And he loves you ? Oh Helen ! " 

" Yes," she replied, looking at her 
brother; " be loves me. The most patient, 
the most deeply-injured, the most honour
able man, the kindest and noblest heart 
in all the world, loves me. Ought I not 
to be a proud and happy woman, dear ? 
And you must love me too." 

R u t h threw herself into her new sister's 
arms, crying and laughing. I t was too 
much for her, this great and new-found 
happiness, 

" Hush, dear ! Hush, my dear," said 
Helen. " I have told you too suddenly. 
There—lay your head upon my shoulder 
and calm yourself." 

She went on talking in a soft voice a t 
intervals. 

" W e must keep our secret to ourselves. 
Not even the professor must know. Only 
you and I must work a t this difficulty our
selves—you and I, and my brother; we 
three. I will tell you, to-morrow, what 
we have to find out, and you must help us. 
W e shall be very happy in the years to 
come." She looked again a t her brother, 
" You and I, and George—all three to
gether. Happy, whatever happens; happy, 
if we have to keep all to ourselves the 
knowledge of his innocence; happy, if 
the world never restores to him his 
honour again. W e must live for one 
another, dear. You must think of meeting 
him, Ruth, as if you were meeting a soldier 
coming home from victory. For he has 
had a fierce fight, and has escaped un-
wounded. He has been in the very depths 
of sin, among the most evil men in the 
world, and has come out pure of heart. 
W e are here, we three, to win back his 
honour or to sustain h i m ; and you will 
do your par t ? " 

As the girl lay with her face buried in 
Helen's bosom, and her arms round her 
neck, the man in the window rose and 
stepped noiselessly to bend over the pair, 
his eyes full with love. Helen turned 
her face upwards and met his lips with 
hers, while with a hand that trembled he 
stroked the long hair which lay on 
Helen's shoulder, and belonged, not to 
her, but to Ruth Warneford. 

Then began a cling-clanging of the City 
bells for evening service. From almost 
every street there came the ringing, loud 
and discordant, or sweet and musical, of 
the multi tudinous City churches—a voice of 
invitation to tens of thousands where there 
were only hundreds to hear it. 

Then R u t h lifted her head, and rose. 
She looked about her strangely, tryinj? 
to bring her thoughts back to their usual 
channel. 

" I must go to church," she said, " I 
play the organ a t St. Ethelred 's , I must 
go to church," 

She did not look fit to go to church, 
for her eyes were dazed, and her hands 
trembled, 

" I will go with you," said Helen. 
" Let me play for you to-night." 

" Yes, yes," the girl cried, " we will go 
together. I shall be able to play as soon 
as I begin. The organ soothes; and we 
will pray together, you and I, side by side, 
oh my sister! for George," She turned to 
the man, " You will come too, Mr, Elwood, 
wUl you not ? You know him, and you 
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love him, or else you would not have 
travelled all this way with Helen. Come 
with us to the church." 

" I will come," he answered. W h y did 
he bow his head, and sink upon a chair ? 

"My mind is full of my brother ," R u t h 
said; " George is everywhere to-night, I 
heard his voice in yours, Mr. Elwood ; his 
voice that I thought never to hear again. 
Let us go to the church," 

CHAPTER VII. THE MISSING LINK. 

IT had been easy for Helen Elwood to find 
Ruth Warneford, for "happily, the people 
with whom George Warneford had once 
lodged were still in the same house, and 
knew whither the child had been taken. 
Also the position of the place suited them 
better than any other could have done, for 
they were near the Docks, and it was a t the 
docks—either of London or Liverpool— 
that they hoped to find some clue to the 
men of whom they were in search. Where 
Mercantile Jack mostly finds his. way, 
there Ben Croil told them they would 
some day or other light on one of the 
mntineers of the Lucy Derrick. " Granted," 
he said, " that they got safe ashore—which 
isn't lUiely for a set of drunken swabs—they 
would make for the d iggings; and, after a 
spell there, get back one by one to the 
port of Melbourne, and so on board again, 
and make their way to London." I t was a 
slender chance, but it was their only one ; 
and so old Ben went down regularly 
every day, and hung about, boarding 
the ships as they qame in, and stepping 
forward for a look round; but be never 
found any of the Lucy Derrick men. 
When Ben was not hanging round the St. 
Katherine, the Victoria, or the London 
Docks, he waa to be met with in the 
neighbourhood of Limehouse, Stepney, or 
Poplar, and, in the evening, he would be 
seen as far afield as Ratcliff-highway, 
always going round with his cake of tobacco 
m one hand and bis knife in the other, 
whittling away, and looking about with 
his mild blue eyes, to see how they 
got along on board without him. On 
board the ships he always asked after a 
roll of names, which he carried in his 
pocket, but knew by heart . The list 
ended with the name of Boston Tom, 
Some of the men were known, but they 
had not been seen or heard of for years ; 
but no one knew anything of Boston 
Tom. 

One day as Ben was cheapening a ban
danna in the High-street of Whitechapel 

—the part of London where that costly 
article can be most readily obtained—there 
passed him a long, lean, and slouching 
lad of sixteen. The boy was going slowly, 
with eyes bent on the ground. Ben dropped 
the bandanna, and seized Rupert, who 
generally accompanied him in these ex
cursions, by the arm. 

" Now," he said, " if you want to do a ' 
good tu rn for Miss Warneford, you've got 
a chance. Step behind and follow me. 
I know that boy; and he won't, Ukely, 
tell me what I want. If I leave him, 
you follow him quietly. Find out where 
he goes, and where he lives. Don't let 
him out of your sight for a moment ; and 
if it 's a week, you go after h i m ; and you 
stay with him." 

" Ay, ay," said the mercantile-marine 
aspirant; " I understand." 

" Got any money ? " asked Ben. 
" How should 1 have any ? " retumed 

Ruper t the penniless. " Did I ever have 
a shilling in my whole life ? " 

" Five shiUings will do," meditated the 
sailor. " There would be suspicion if it 
was more. You follow him up, and stand 
drinks to the extent of that five shiUings; 
and find out somehow—without asking, 
you know—where Boston Tom may be. 
'Bos ton Tom,' mind—tha t ' s the name 
you've got to stick to. That 's the important 
thing. Now drop behind, and watch." 

The old man hurried after the youth, 
who was now a dozen yards ahead, and, 
catching up with him, put his hand upon 
his arm, holding that Hmb tight. 

" Ship-boy of the Lucy Derrick, Dan'l 
Mizen. I 've lighted on you at last." 

The lad turned ashy pale, and tried to 
drag his arm away. 

u You—Mr. Croil! Oh Lord ! " 
" Ay, my lad, and glad to set eyes upon 

you again. No, Dan'l Mizen, you don't get 
away from me. See that bobby over the 
way ? I 've only got to caU him ; and it 's 
murder on the high seas." 

" Oh don't, Mr. CroU ! " he whispered; 
" don't talk in that awful way, I was 
down below all the time, I w a s ; and I 
give you information, I did, 

" You d id ; and what I always says to 
myself is this : ' Young Dan'l,' says I, 'give 
that information, and it come m handy. 
When the trial comes on, if I 'm there i 
shall up and let 'em know that the m-
formation was given, and how handy it 
come in.' Your neck's safe, my lad, if 
I 'm there. If not, why, then, o course 
you'll have to swing with the rest. 

r 
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" The rest! " echoed Mr, Mizen, with a 
half laugh. " There ain't any rest," 

" What ! All gone but you ? " 
" All gone but me and Best and 

one other of the crew." 
" Swear to that, boy; and if you tell me 

lies, I'll rope's-end you till you'll wish you'd 
never been aboard any ship in all your 
liie ; that blue you'll be all over." 

The boy, whose face showed him to be 
what he really was—the most arrant 
cur and coward in existence—burst out 
blusterously, " Rope's-end me, will you, 
Mr. Croil ? Wait tUl you try that game 
on. 

" Ay will I ! And I'll begin on the 
spot, if you jaw me. Why, you dirty, 
measly There, go on with your 
story ! All the pirates is drownded, then ? 
Pity, too ! " 

" I'll tell you all the truth, Mr, Croil— 
s'help me, I will. We lost in the fight— 
that is, they pirates and mutineers lost— 
eight men in all, out of five-and-twenty; 
that left seventeen, and six of them were 
wounded; that left eleven. Well, they 
used me orful, they did. All your latherins, 
Mr. Croil, was pancakes and plum-duff 
compared to the latherins I got all round 
from them devilish murderers. Things 
went bad with the navigation too, and 
they couldn't keep her no course nohow." 

" Lubbers all! " said Ben, " Go on, my 
boy; steer as truthful as you know." 

" Then we got weather; and then, you 
see, we had to take to the boats. There 
was two boats, but one stove in ; then 
there was only one left. We hadn't time 
for any provisions ; and after the fifth day 
they began to eat each other, Gawspel 
truth, Mr. Croil! " 

" Sarved them right! Worse tban being 
hanged. But I'd rather ha' hanged them." 

" Last, there was only left four of us." 
" One of them four was Boston Tom ? " 

said Ben, 
The boy hesitated. 
" Well, one was—I remember now—one 

was ; but he was nearly dead when we 
were picked u p ; and he was one of them 
two that died two days afterwards." 

"That ' s a Ue," thought Ben; but he 
said nothing. " So, now, only two are 
left," he asked, after a pause. " Who may 
the other be ? " 

" He was Maltese Dick, Mr. Croil," the 
boy replied very quickly. " Him with the 
black hair and the arm tatooed all over; 
and where he's gone I don't know, and 
can't tell you." 

" Ay, ay ! And where do you live now, 
you Mizen boy ? " 

" I've left tho seafaring trade, sir. I'm 
just come up to London to look round 
like; got no home to go to yet," 

There was a malicious twinkle in the 
young man's eye as he spoke, Ben looked 
up quietly—he still held him by the arm— 
and watched him, 

" Then you don't live anywhere handy 
about here ? " 

" Laws, no, Mr. Croil! Certainly not, 
not by no means. Whatever made you go 
for to think that ' I would live about 
here ? " 

They passed, at that moment, a low sort 
of lodging-house and sailors' tavern, with 
a bill in the window: " Lodgings for single 
men and mariners." 

Unless Ben Croil was grievously deceived, 
the lady at the door of this hostelry made 
a sign of recognition as the lad passed. 

" S o , " Ben thought, " that 's tho crib, 
and that's where Boston Tom is to be heard 
of," 

"WeU, Dan'l Mizen," he said aloud, 
"you'll find me most days down at the 
Docks. You mind, come to see me, and 
no harm shall happen to you; you forget 
to come, and as sure as my name's Ben 
Croil, you'll swing for your share of the 
Lucy Derrick mutiny. Swing is the word, 
Dan'l Mizen!" 

He made mental note of the house and 
number, and turned back. 

Mr. Mizen looked after him, with a 
countenance full of perplexity and dismay; 
and, after first scratching his tousled head, 
and then shaking it ruefully, pursued his 
own way in the opposite direction, with a 
dejected, not to say a hangdog, expression 
in his very shoes. Presently there passed 
him a lad of about his own age, dressed 
in blue flannel, and looking—although 
the flannel was shabby — a gentleman. 
He had long legs and a springy walk. 
As he went along — sometimes a little 
ahead and sometimes a little behind Mr, 
Mizen—he stopped occasionally, and'looked 
about him, as if in search of something. 
Mr, Dan'l Mizen contemplated this waif 
—a gift of Proridence, evidently fallen 
quite into his hands—for a quarter of an 
hour or so; and then, Mr. Croil being 
well out of sight, he shouldered up to 
the stranger, and jerked out, looking the 
other way: 

" Lost your bearin', mate ? " 
" That is it," replied the stranger; ." lost 

my bearin'. I was told by a party in the 
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country that I was to come to a house in 
the Whitechapel-road—but I 've forgotten 
the number—where they'd take me in, and 
do for me, and find me a ship." 

" That's lucky, now ! " said Mr. Mizen. 
"Why, I'll take you to the very place, 
and it's close by ; you come along o' me." 

Daniel Mizen led the way. Oddly 
enough, his steps took him to exactly the 
very house where Ben Croil had noticed 
the lady at the door, and had remarked 
l)esides that she seemed to know his young 
companion. I t was indeed the t ru th that 
the ex-ship-boy lived in this place of resort. 
How he lived, on what honest industry, or 
by the exercise of what native wit, was 
not immediately apparent. 

He conducted Ruper t to the door, and 
introduced him to the landlady—a woman 
with a red face, and dressed in a cotton 
gown, looped up so as to show a rich ampli
tude of petticoat underneath. She stood, 
with arms a-kimbo, contemplating human 
nature as it passed with eyes of hungry 
defiance. Men and women walked along, 
children ran by, but they were not her prey. 
Of all kinds and conditions of men. Mother 
Flanagan—not an Irishwoman by birth, 
althoufjfh of illustrious Irish descent—loved 
a saUor, and especially him of the mer
cantile marine. She extended her affection 
beyond the narrow limits of party and 
country, embracing in one comprehensive 
sweep,and gathering to her breast. English
man, American, Negro, Lascar, Malay, 
Greek, German, or Norwegian. All alike 
were dear to her, and she was dear to 
them—in the long run, very dear. She 
housed her favourites ; she provided them 
them with food, society, amusements, and 
drink ; and when they left her hospitable 
house, it was, the censorious said, with 
empty pockets, and with " c o p p e r s " so 
hot, that it took a week of sea-breezes 
and compulsory temperance to cool them, 

"Yes, I can take him," said Mrs. 
Flanagan, " i f the young gentleman will 
pay a deposit." 

" I've got five shillings," said Rupert , 
" Hand it over," said Mrs. Flanagan. 
"Mrs. Flanagan," called a voice from 

the inside room, " send tha t boy in here, 
five shiUings and all ." 

The voice was hoarse and strained; it 
was followed by a chest cough which 
lasted long enough to tear the patient to 
pieces, and also was followed—a thing 
which was quite natural in t ha t horrible den 
^ b y a volley of oaths, 

Rupert Lemire though t himself in very 

queer company, but he reflected that they 
would not probably murder him lor the 
sake of five shUlings; and he obeyed the 
invitation to enter the house. By the fire, 
in a low room, reeking with tobacco, there 
sat in an arm-chair, a man of singular 
appearance. He was decorated with a 
scar on the r ight side of his mouth, which 
made it look as if it had been twisted up on 
that side. He had bright black eyes, very 
close together, and a long, receding fore
head ; his face was smooth and hairless, and 
his cheeks were hollow and sunken. His 
empty pipe lay beside him on a table, 
which was also graced by a half-emptied 
glass of rum and water. 

" C o m e in, youngster. Wha t ' s your 
name ? Where do you hail from ? What 
do you want ? Now then ! " 

Rupert thought of the initials on his 
handkerchief. 

" My name is Robert Lumley," he re
plied, with a little hesitation, taking a 
name which belonged to the family 
butcher—an importunate person, who was 
always bringing sorrow upon the house
hold by demanding payment, " I como 
from—from Manchester, and I want to 
go to sea." 

" How much money have you got ? " 
" Five shUlings." 
" Give it to me to keep for you, I live 

here. This house belongs to me, not to 
Mrs. Flanagan. I'll take care of your 
money for you. I hope it's honestly como 
by. We're very particular in this house, 
ain ' t us, Dan'l Mizen ? " 

Daniel made no reply, 
" And if we can't get you a ship all at a 

day's notice, young shaver, I suppose you 
could find some more money by writing 
for it, couldn't you ? Guess you'd better 
come to me for advice. Five shillings, you 
see, it won't go fur. Two days, or, there
abouts, if you don't drink. To be sure 
there's the 'long-shore clothes; you can 
make a good swap out of them, and nick 
a trifle into the bargain." 

He had another fit of coughing, followed 
by another volley of oaths. Then he pro
posed a game of cards, and th(;y sat down 
to a friendly hand of all-fours, in which 
Mr. Mizen took a hand. Rupert was not 
astonished when, after half an hour or BO, 
he was informed by the man with the 
cough that he had lost all his money. 

" Five shillings," said the host, jingling 
the two half-crowns. " I t ' s a trifle, but 
there, it 's something to pass the time. 
Young feller, you've cleaned yourself out 
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pretty sharp, you have. You'd better write 
that letter for more money at once; nothing 
like coming to the point. You, Dan'l 
Mizen, go and fetch the ink, and some 
paper. S'pose you've got a father ? " 

" Yes." 
" And a mother ? Yes ? That's good. 

I like a mother. We'll pitch it strong. 
You just write what I tell you, and nothin' 
else." 

The paper having been brought, Mr. 
Pringle—for this, Rupert bad learnt in 
the course of the game, was the gentle
man's name-^proceeded to dictate : " ' My 
beloved parents.' Got that down ? * Be
loved and justly offended.' No ; easy a 
bit. Let me think. Now then, * My be
loved parents, I made my way up to 
London after leaving home, and arrived 
here yesterday. I am deeply sorry for the 
trouble that I have caused you in running 
away, which I intended for to go to sea, 
but am now fully persuaded of the folly of 
my conduct, and will go back home, to do 
what you please. I am staying with truly 
Christian people, and have spent my all. 
If it were not for their charity, I should 
now be starving. I owe them two pounds 
already, and shall want three more to get 
my clothes out of pawn, which I am in 
rags, and to get home again—third class 
parliamentary—which is better than I 
deserve. So please send me a post-office 
order for five pounds, payable to Thomas 
Pringle, at the Whitechapel post-office, 
the same to be called for. Your affec
tionate son, Robert Lumley."^ 

This was Mr. Pringle's dictation. The 
following, however, is what Rupert Lemire 
really wrote: 

" DEAR OLD BEN,—I'm in the queerest 
crib. They've robbed me of my five 
shillings, and a fellow here thinks I'm 
writing for five pounds more to my parents 
in Manchester. What a game! My 
address is 1344A, High-street, White
chapel, and my name is Robert Lumley, 
but you must not write to me. The name 
of the proprietor of the crib is Thomas 
Pringle. He is a cut-throat-looking 
villain, with a scar on his right lip, and 
two eyes close together. If he bad any 
hair on his face he would be like a wolf. 
I like the fun.—^Yours ever, R. L." 

" Is it all wrote ? " asked Mr. Pringle. 
" Yes," said Rupert, quickly folding and 

placing the letter in an envelope, the only 
one on the table. 

" Let me look at it." 
" Can't, now it's folded and gummed up ; 

give me a penny for a stamp, I say, Mr. 
Pringle, what fun it is ; what shall we do 
with the five pounds ? " 

" We'll have a spree, my boy, you and 
me together, in this blessed little crib. 
Now go and post your letter, and come 
back when it's done. You can't get 
into no mischief because you've got no 
money," 

That was t rue; but Mr, Mizen, never
theless, seemed to think it desirable to 
attend him, unobtrusively, to the post-
office, and to escort him, after the letter 
was duly posted, back to No. 1344A. 
There they found some sort of a me^l in 
active progress, and two or three other 
guests, alhough the appearance of the food 
did not, as in some circles, cause tho dis
appearance of the tobacco. On the contrary, 
those who had fed, or who were about to 
feed, went on smoking; those who were 
feeding kept their pipes by them, and 
between helpings attended to the preser
vation of the spark. The cloth removed, 
so to speak, every man ordered what liked 
him best, and the evening sports set in 
with the usual severity. Other guests 
arriving, of both sexes, the tables were 
cleared away, and dancing began. 

Rupert sat quietly enough, watching and 
listening, until the fiddle began. Presently 
his legs began to twitch. An elephantine 
performer was occupying the floor with a 
step made up of the cobbler's dance and 
the sailor's hornpipe; Rupert stepped up 
to him, 

" Let me show you how to dance," he 
said, smiling superior. 

He did show them how to dance a horn
pipe ; then he showed them the sword-
dance with the poker and tongs; then he 
executed a figure all of his own invention, 
in which he lifted his legs over the head 
of every lady and gentleman present, to 
their unmixed joy and rapture; and then, 
snatching the fiddle from the hands of the 
inebriate musician, he threw himself into 
his place, and played a country dance for 
them till they danced as if they had been 
the rats of the Pied Piper himself. 

Never before had Mrs. Flanagan vrit-
nessed such dancing, such excitement, or 
such thirst. 

Said Mr, Pringle to the worthy land
lady, upon retiring to rest: "The boy's 
worth a mint of money. We'll keep him. 
When he gets an answer to his letter I'll 
fix him up right away. There shan't be 
such a house as this not this side of 
Lime'us, There, old ga l ! " 
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V 

CHAFfER VIII. HELEN PLAYS A TRUMP. 

" THERE was a fellow-clerk at the office," 
said George Warneford, after reading 
Rupert's letter, " named Samuel Pringle; 
I remember him well." 

" A fellow-clerk!" cried Helen, " and of 
that name. What kind of man was he ? " 

It must be owned that, in the further 
examination of the Warneford case, by far 
the most intelligent and active investi
gator was Helen Elwood. Whether his 
long confinement had duUed his brain, or 
whether he despaired of success, George 
Wameford himself was mostly irresolute, 
and sometimes, as if a cloud rested over 
his brain, he was silent and apathetic. 

" Try to think, George, what manner of 
clerk was he." 

"We were in the same room," said 
George. " H e was my junior by a few 
months in point of years, but he had 
entered later. I do not know what his 
famUy connections were, nor anything of 
his habits, because he lived in a different 
part of London—somewhere up the King's-
road, I think; but I know his name was 
Samuel Pringle." 

" George, if this Thomas Pringle, whom 
the men called Boston Tom, knew your 
face—if he knew your story—if he knew, as 
he said, who did the thing—what other 
clue is more ready than the connection of 
Samuel Pringle with Thomas Pringle? 
And if Thomas knows, then Samuel knows 
as well." 

" I beUeve you've got it, miss," said 
Ben. " How can we find out about this 
Samuel Pringle ? " 

"They could teU us at the office; at 
least they could teU us if be is there stiU," 
said George. " But who is to ask ? " 

Helen thought a little. 
" I wUl go," she said, " I wiU go and 

see Mr. Baldwin myself. George, we had 
better take Mr. Wybrow into the same 
confidence as your sister; with Rupert 
and John Wybrow both working for us 
we ought to do something." 

George sighed. 
" Have faith, dear friend "—how many 

times had poor Helen said these words, as 
much to strengthen her own faith as to 
sustain his—"have faith and hope. We 
are nearer now than ever we were before. 
We have found out the man who knows, 
and now we have only got somehow to 
make him confess." 

Rupert's letter arrived of course in the 
evening. Helen Elwood had a busy time. 
She hwl first to represent to the professor 
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and Madame Lemire that their eldest-bom, 
though he would not return for a few 
days, was in reasonable safety, and might 
be expected to take care of himself, and 
was engaged in a matter requiring secrecy 
and confidence, which might be of great 
advantage to Ruth. She had to calm 
down the boiling fury of old Ben, who, 
now that his enemy was within his grasp, 
longed to bring him up, and saw himself, 
in imagination, reeling out the evidence 
that was to hang him. She had to find a 
correspondent in Manchester, a matter 
effected by means of a gentleman of the 
seafaring persuasion^friend of Ben's—who 
would send Rupert the five pounds asked 
for, with a suitable letter. She had to 
calm the eagerness of Ruth, who wanted 
a posse of constables at once to arrest the 
man, and make him confess then and there. 
Also George showed, when once he was 
alive to the situation, unusual agitation and 
excitement. 

" I will go myself, Helen," he said, " to 
Mr. Baldwin." 

" No, George, you will stay quietly at 
home ; I can go, because I can talk with
out excitement. Let me go alone; keep 
quietly at home." 

But all night she heard him pacing 
backwards and forwards in his room over 
her head. 

The end at hand ! I t was too much to 
hope for; it was a thing of which he had 
never dared in his heart to look forward 
to. Much as Helen loved him, even she 
could not altogether understand the revul • 
sion of feeling which the new prospect of his 
rehabilitation caused him. After eight years 
of suffering and disgrace—after returning 
to England with an assumed name, in 
hiding, so to speak—after the agony of 
knowing that his sister was suffering with 
him and for him, and yet that he could 
not take her to his breast, and tell her who 
and what he was ! And then another 
thing; he had schooled himself to expect 
disappointment. How was an eight-years'-
old crime proved upon himself to be trans
ferred to another man ? How could the 
proofs be collected ? From what quarter 
should they come? And who would put 
them together? 

And now, suddenly, he was asked to 
face a solution in which the impos.sib e 
was to be made possible. Within a mile 
of himself was the man who knew all 
about it. I t only was left to discover if 
that man would bo ready, or could lo 
made, to confess. 
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Towards morning George Warneford 
dropped upon his bed and fell into a 
heavy sleep. Helen below heard his 
footsteps cease, and fell asleep herself. 
At nine o'clock he was sleeping still, 
when she set forth with a beating heart on 
her mission. 

She knew the office of Messrs, Batterick 
and Baldwin so well, through George's fre
quent descriptions, that she knew the way 
right through into Mr. Baldwin's private 
room. She passed, unchallenged, and with
out hesitation, through the three rooms. 
The clerks looked up from their work for 
a moment at the strange apparition of a 
young lady in the office, but the young 
lady did not belong to them, and they 
went on with their writing. Helen turned 
the handle without knocking, and entered. 
Mr. Baldwin was alone at his desk. 

" I am a stranger to you, Mr. Baldwin," 
said Helen, in answer to his word of 
enquiry, " and if I give you my name you 
will be no wiser. There is my card, 
however, and I will write on it the name 
of my lawyers for your reference, if you 
wish." 

" Pray take a chair, young lady," 
Mr. Baldwin read the card, and waited 

for further information. 
" I will come to the point at once, Mr. 

Baldwin. I believe you had a clerk named 
Samuel Pringle." 

" I have still." 
" I s he a useful clerk—one whom you 

could trust ? " 
" Really, Miss "—Mr. Baldwin looked 

again at the card—" Miss Elwood, I hardly 
see my way to giving you the character of 
my clerks." 

" Mr. Baldwin, believe me, I have no 
idle motives in asking that question; and 
if you will answer it I will tell you before
hand why I asked it." 

" There is no reason after all," said Mr. 
Baldwin, "why I should not answer it 
at once. Pringle has been in my employ 
for about fourteen years, I once thought 
he would turn out a smart, active clerk, 
but he has disappointed me. He is not 
sharp, and he suffers from fits of nervous 
abstraction which will prevent his advance
ment in the world. But he may be trusted." 

" Do you know his family ? " 
" We never take a clerk into this House 

without knowing his family," 
" Then you can teU me if he has a 

brother." 
" I daresay I could have told you years 

ago, but I have forgotten now It 

Helen played her trump card. 
" Would you allow me to ask him, in 

your presence, a single question ? I t is 
not impertinence or curiosity, Mr. Baldwin • 
indeed—indeed it is not. If you only knew 
how much depends upon that question ! " 

Mr. Baldwin touched a hand-bell. " Mr. 
Pringle," he said. 

A moment later Mr. Pringle appeared. 
He was a tall young man, with stooping 
shoulders, and a quick, nervous way of 
looking about him. Also, as he spoke, his 
fingers played with whatever was near 
them. His eyes were too close together, 
which gave him a cunning appearance, and 
his forehead was long and receding. 

"Pringle," said Mr. Baldwin, "this young 
lady wishes to ask you a question." 

Mr. Pringle bowed; the lady's face was 
strange to him, 

" I wish, Mr. Pringle," said Helen, " to 
ask you when you last heard from your 
brother Thomas," 

The pale face of the clerk turned white, 
his fingers clutched convulsively at- the 
back of the chair behind which he stood. 
He trembled from head to foot, his mouth 
opened but his tongue refused to speak. 

Mr. Baldwin looked at his clerk with a 
kind of distress: what did it mean, this 
terror, at so simple a question ? 

Helen repeated it, never taking her eyes 
off his face. 

At last he spoke. 
" Not for five years or more. Tom 

went abroad." 
" Do you know where he is ? " 
" No, I do not," he replied firmly. 
This was a point gained. The man 

clearly did not know that his brother was 
in England. 

" Had your brother any distinctive mark 
by which he might be known ? " 

The man hesitated. 
" I cannot give information which may 

injure my brother," he said. 
"Yery well," replied Helen; "there are 

other people who may be injured by your 
silence; you had better think of yourself 
first." 

The trembling began again; then he 
plucked up courage. 

" I need not think of myself," he said, 
" not in that way, but Tom had enemies; 
however, there was a mark on the right 
side of his mouth—the scar of a wound 
he got from a knife; he may be known 
by that mark." 
' " Thank you, Mr. Pringle," she replied; 
" I now know aU I want to know except 
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your address. I shall perhaps call to see 
you in the course of a day or two." 

" That wUl do, Pringle." 
Mr. Baldwin dismissed him, and turned 

to his visitor for explanation. 
" I think it vrill be best to tell you 

something, Mr, Baldwin," said Helen. 
" Do you remember St. Ethelred's Church 
four months ago ? " 

"Surely." 
" Ruth Wameford told her lover there, 

in your presence—that she would marry 
him when the impossible proved possible— 
when George Wameford's guilt was proved 
to be innocence." 

"What has that to do vrith your risit 
t o m e ? " ^ 

" Everything! Mr. Baldwin. I am here 
in England to make the impossible possible. 
1 a-̂ n here to prove a convicted forger a 
wronged and innocent man ! " 

Mr. Baldwin looked at her in silence. 
It was in a harsh, constrained voice that 
he answered: 

" That is a fool's errand. Time was when 
I would have given ten years of my life 
to have proved George Warneford guilt
less, but that time has gone by." 

"We shall see, Mr. Baldwin," said 
Helen smiling; " meantime, do you want 
to know where he is now ? " 
• " In prison, wretched hoy, at Sydney." 

"You have not heard, then—you have 
not read in the papers that he has long 
since obtained his release ? " 

"No." 
" Shall I tell you for what reason ? " 
Helen told. In her narrative the 

heroism of her lover lost nothing. Her 
eyes sparkled, her voice trembled with 
emotion, her bosom heaved. 

The old man, catching little of her 
enthusiasm, only sighed. 

" Why do you come here," he asked, 
angrily, " to raise doubts when I had 
certainties ? Why, if I had had the least, 
the smallest spark of hesitation about the 
lad's innocence, I would never have 
rested, night or day, till I had proved it." 

"You would not," replied the girl. 
" Oh, I am sure you would not! B ut 
there was no room for doubt, and the 
plot was too deep ; the accidental circum
stances were too conclusive. But think, 
Mr. Baldwin, can you wonder, if you 
would have done all this for a doubt, that 
I " 

" But what is George Warneford to 
you P " 

"He is to be my husband," she said. 

" If you, for a mere doubt, would have 
known no rest tiU that doubt was cleared, 
what should I, his affianced wife, do' who 
have no doubt, but a certainty—no hesita
tion, but a conriction, that my lover is 
innocent ? " 

She burst into tears, but only for a 
moment, 

"Bear with me, Mr, Baldwin. You 
loved him once yourself; you will love 
him again yet." 

She drew down her veil. 
But the old man rose before her, his 

hands out, feeling, as it were, in the dark
ness for support. 

" Tell me," he cried, " tell me—George 
Warneford innocent ? Is it a truth ? " 

" It is a truth, Mr. Baldwin. It is the 
whole truth, and in a few days, with the 
help of God, who has helped us so far, I 
will give you the proofs of his innocence. 
Meantime give me, please, Mr. Samuel 
Pringle's address. Thank you ; and help 
me further by taking no notice of what 
I have said, and by keeping to yourself all 
that has passed." 

Mr. Baldwin promised. 
An hour afterwards a messenger went 

into the chief. He found him sitting at 
his table doing nothing, looking straight 
before him. He spoke twice to him with
out getting an answer; and then Mr. Bald
win turned to bim, and said, in an agitated 
voice: 

" Innocent ? Then God forgive us aU," 

CHAPTER IX. FULL CONFESSION. 

MR. BALDWIN'S words were conveyed to 
the outer office, and, being curious and 
inexplicable words, were repeated among 
the clerks. To them the story of George 
Warneford was an old and almost for
gotten thing, so that they did not connect 
it with Mr. Baldwin's expression. One of 
them, however, when he heard them, trem
bled and shook. He was so nervous and 
agitated that he could do no work that 
morning. His hands could not hold the 
pen. His mind would not take in the 
meaning of the words which he had to 
read, the figures danced before his eyes; 
and, amid the buzz of those who came 
and went, he heard nothing but tho voice 
of Mr. Baldwin, which repeated, "Innocent. 
Then God forgive us all! " 

Forgive whom ? Samuel Pringle's 
cheeks were white, when Helen asked him 
for news of his brother; but hia very lips 
were white when he thought of what these 
words might mean to himself. 
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Might mean ? Did most certainly mean. 
There was no doubt in his mind at all that 
tho young lady was come to Mr. Baldwin's 
about that old business of George Wame
ford's, a business which had ruined his 
own life and destroyed his peace. If the 
innocent man had suffered, much more had 
he, the guilty, endured tortures of repent
ance and helpless remorse. There was no 
way out of it now, except to confess and 
take the consequences. 

He sat out the dreadful hours full of 
unspeakable terror from ten till one, and 
then, taking his hat, went out when his 
turn came to take his dinner. 

One thought always comes to the guilty 
—the thought of flight. As he emerged 
from the office where he had expected all 
the morning to feel the hand of arrest, it 
occurred to him that he might escape. 
He looked up and down the crowded 
thoroughfare; no one, he thought, was 
watching him; he would hasten to his 
lodgings, pack up a few things, and be off, 
somewhere—anywhere—out of danger. 

Excellent thought! He was a thrifty 
young man, who did not spend the whole 
of his small salary, and had a little money 
with which he would pay his fare to 
America, He would write to the office 
and say that he was called away on 
urgent business, but would be back in a 
week; then he would not be missed. 
Once in America—once on the way to the 
West, he would be safe from pursuit, 
and they might prove whatever they 
liked about himself and George Warne
ford. 

Excellent thought! He lived at Isling
ton. He took a cab, and drove to his 
rooms in hot haste, mad to be away from 
this dreadful fear which stung him like a 
hornet. And not only to be rid of this 
fear of detection and arrest, but also of 
the slow devouring fire of remorse, which 
had never left him for one moment, since 
the day when George Warneford was 
sentenced for a crime which he never 
committed. 

So good and wise a plan did it seem to 
him, so practical and so original a method 
of shaking off the inconveniences of re
morse and anxiety, that, when he stepped 
out of his bedroom, portmanteau in hand, 
and saw who were waiting there to frus
trate his manoeuvre, he fell fainting on 
the floor. 

His visitors were John Wybrow and 
the young lady he had seen in the office. 
For Helen lost no time. She drove 

from Mr. Baldwin's straight to John 
Wybrow's chambers, and, in as few words 
as she could, told him what was necessary 
for him to know. 

Said John Wybrow promptly, " I know 
that fellow Pringle. He is a cur and a 
sneak. I always thought he was capable 
of villainy, and now I know it. He is the 
man who did i t ; not his brother at all. 
Now, Miss Elwood, the first thing he wiU 
do is to run away," 

" Run away ! " 
" Just that. They always do it, fellows 

like Pringle. He hasn't got the pluck to 
stay and brazen it out. The mention of 
his brother's name will make him suspect 
that the worthy Tom has let it all out. 
He will run away, and we must stop him," 

John wasted no time in going to the 
office of Batterick and Baldwin, but drove 
straight to Pringle's address, rightly 
judging that, if he was going to escape, 
he would probably take the very first 
opportunity of getting away from the 
City, So it came to pass that, when 
Samuel had finished his packing, and 
was joyously bringing his portmanteau 
from his bedroom, he found this pair of 
conspirators ready to receive him, and the 
shock was so great that he fairly swooned 
away. 

When he recovered, he found himself 
lying on the horsehair sofa which deco
rated his apartment. His head was dizzy 
and heavy, and it was some minutes before 
he remembered what had happened, and 
where he was. Then he sat up and 
realised the position. 

" Innocent ? Then God forgive us al l !" 
The words rang in his brain. Who 

were those who chiefly needed forgiveness ? 
And by what suffering was that forgive
ness to be arrived at ? He clutched the 
head of the sofa, and groaned in his 
misery. 

Before him stood John Wybrow, look
ing hard, stern, and pitiless, and at the 
table sat the young lady he had seen in 
Mr. Baldwin's private room, and her eyes 
too meant punishment. 

"Now, Pringle," said Wybrow, "you 
have had a fright at the office; you have 
come here with the intention of running 
away to escape arrest; we have caught you 
in the act of packing your portmanteau; 
and we do not intend you to run away. 
Not yet." 

The miserable man's lips were parted, 
and his tongue clave to the roof of his 
mouth. 
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"Not yet," repeated John. 
" What—what am I to do ? Why do 

you stop me? What business is it of 
yours ? " asked Pringle, hardly knovring 
what he said. 

"Surely you know what you have to 
do ? " said Helen, in her low, steady voice. 

Pringle shook his head. 
" Here is paper." John opened a desk 

and took out some sheets, " Here is ink. 
Here is a pen. Will you write a full 
account of it, now, at once, or shall I send 
for a policeman ? " 

" Spare me ! " cried the abject criminal. 
" Mr. Wybrow, what business is it of yours ? 
Young lady, what have you got to do 
with an old story, eight years old ? I t all 
happened when I was a boy, very little 
more than a boy. I have never been 
happy since, not one single day. Is not 
my misery enough puni.->hment ? Other 
clerks can go about and bo cheerful, and 
enjoy their victuals. But tliat thing never 
lets me alone, not once, not one single day. 
Why should I suffer more ? " 

It never occurred to his disordered 
brain that they really had no proofs of his 
guilt. He assumed at once that all was 
known, and they had the power of giving 
him into custody on the charge of forgery, 
aggravated by the fact that he had allowed 
another to be convicted ef his own crime. 

"We shall not spare you," said John. 
"We know now the reason of your 
nervousness and hesitation. Spare you ? 
Samuel Pringle, of all men living on this 
earth, there is not one who is not worthy 
to be spared before you. In all the prisons 
in the world there is not a criminal so 
blackhearted as yourself. They have done 
the things for which they are in prison; 
you have not only done the things, but 
you have deliberately sent an innocent 
man to gaol for your crime." 

Samuel buried his face in his hands, 
"The convict's dress you have made 

George Warneford wear, you shall wear 
yourself; the misery you have brought on 
him, you shall feel yourself, and worse: 
the disgrace which lies upon him and his 
shall'be transferred to you and yours. 
Your name shaU be a byword of execration 
and reproach. People who bear it shall 
be ashamed to have such a name," 

Then Samuel Pringle cried and wept; 
he rolled his head upon the pillow and 
Wished he was dead; he moaned and 
Whmed, he declared that he repented, that 
oe always had repented, that there was no 
'Dau in the world more repentant than 

himself; and then, because no answer came, 
but every time that he raised his eyes he 
met the relentless gaze of John Wybrow 
and the steady look of Helen Elwood, he 
crawled on his knees to the latter, and, 
seizing her hand, implored her to forgive 
him, and to let him go. 

" You are a woman," he said, " Women 
are tender and pitiful. They always for
give. What good will it do George Warne
ford if the story does come out ? He is 
out of prison. I leamed that from my 
brother some three years ago. Tom saw 
him at Melbourne, walking about. I t won't 
do him any good; and oh ! think of what 
it will be for me ! " 

Helen drew her hand away, but made no 
response. What, indeed, could she say ? 

" Mr. Wybrow is hard and cruel. Oh, 
much harder than I should be if Mr. 
Wybrow was in my place." He looked up 
furtively at his enemy, who stood motion
less, with the pen in his hand. " Many a 
time have I done Mr. Wybrow's work for 
him in the office, and said nothing about 
it. Speak to him, young lady. You've 
got a kind heart, I know you have. Speak 
to him for me. Tell him that I will go 
straight away out of London, and he shall 
never see me again, since he hates me so. 
Straight away at once I will go; and as 
for George Warneford, if he has got out of 
prison, what more doea he want ? Putting 
me in won't do him any good. Besides," 
he threw this out as a last shot, partly, 
perhaps, as a feeler, " besides, he's dead, 
I'm sure he's dead. Don't persecute a poor 
repentant sinner — don't be unchristian. 
Think of your own sins—not that you've 
got any, but perhaps Mr. Wybrow has— 
little ones, not big ones like mine—and 
then think how you'd feel if you had such 
a crime as I have weighing on your mind, 
and taking the taste out of everything you 
put into your mouth." 

"Now, Pringle," interrupted John 
Wybrow, "we have had enough whining ; 
stand up and write at this table." 

Samuel obeyed, so far as standing up 
went. I t was a groggy sort of standing 
at the best, and he felt, if he felt anything 
at all, that he hardly looked his best, for 
bis long legs bent beneath him, his thin 
and sandy hair was hanging over his 
forehead, his lean arms hung helplessly 
at his sides, and his eyes were red and 
swollen. He looked at his portmanteau 
and at the door, but between the door tmd 
himself stood the stalwart form of John 
Wybrow. Samuel Pringle was neither a 
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strong man nor a brave man. If the 
thought of forcible departure entered his 
head it was dismissed at once. 

" Sit down," said John, peremptorily. 
Samuel sat down. 
" Take the pen." 
Samuel took the pen, and mechanicaUy 

drew the paper before him. 
" N o w write." 
" What am I to write ? " he asked. 
" Write the truth," said Helen. 
" Write what I dictate," said John. 
Samuel made a last effort, 
"If I write," he said, imploringly, "give 

me a chance of escape afterwards," 
Helen looked at John Wybrow. The 

criminal caught the glance, 
" Only a single .chance; give me a day 

to get away if I can," Pringle pleaded. 
" Write first," said John Wybrow. " I 

will make no conditions tUl I have got a 
confession." 

Pringle dipped the pen in the ink. 
John began to dictate : 
" I, Samuel Pringle." 
" I, Samuel Pringle." 
" WUl you kindly look over his shoulder. 

Miss Elwood ? " John was trying to 
frame a form of words which should at 
least be binding. The difficulty was that 
he really knew nothing, and had nothing 
to go upon but his own strong suspicions. 
After a few moments of hesitation he began 
again. Helen stood behind the trembling 
clerk, on whose forehead the beads of 
agony gathered fast. 

" I, Samuel Pringle, now a clerk of ten 
years' standing m the house of Batterick 
and Baldwin." 

" Batterick and Baldwin," repeated 
Pringle. 

"Declare and confess that the forgery 
for which George Warneford was tried, 
eight years ago, and sentenced to twenty 
years of penal servitude, was not com
mitted by him at all." 

" Oh Lord," groaned the writer, " *not 
committed by him at all.' " 

" That he was entirely innocent of the 
offence; that it was committed without 
his knowledge; that he was wrongly 
found guilty; that the real criminal is 
still at large." 

" StiU at large," said Pringle. " Oh, 
miss, help him to stay at large. Help a 
poor, miserable, repentant man." 

But Helen's face showed no pity. The 
abject nature of the man fiUed her with 
disgust. 

" StiU at large. That the other forgeries 

and embezzlements laid to George Wame
ford's charge were one and aU the work of 
the same man, who has hitherto escaped 
punishment." 

" Escaped punishment ! " the clerk 
echoed. "Oh, young lady, help him to 
escape altogether. I t can't do George 
Warneford any good to see him punished. 
He's dead now, I know he's dead, else he 
would have come home," 

" I further declare that* the real 
forger " 

" I can't write i t ! " ejaculated the man. 
" Mr, Wybrow, let me run away, let me 
escape, let me go this once. It 's pitiful to 
have a giant's strength, sir, as Shakespeare 
says, and it's unchristian to use it. Oh 
Mr. Wybrow! what are we if we are not 
Christians ? " 

" That the real forger was myself, and 
no other," 

Helen placed the pen in the nerveless 
fingers from which it had dropped. 

" Write the words," she said, 
" I can't, I can't. It 's all true, as you 

know, Mr, Wybrow; but I can't write the 
words. I feel as if they were sentencing 
me to a prison." 

"Very likely they wiU," said John. 
"Bu t confession is better than detection, 
as you will find. Come, you have no 
choice." 

With a heavy groan he obeyed. 
"Myself! Oh Lord! oh Lord! What 

have I written ? " 
" Sign it now." 
Reluctantly he signed the paper. 
"Now, Miss Elwood," said John, "we 

two will witness this signature. 
. I t was Helen's turn to tremble when 
she signed her name as one of the wit-
nesess. For what did it mean to her, this 
scrap of paper ? The self-respect of her 
lover, the restitution of his good name; the 
recovery of all that made life dear; the 
bearing back to George of her golden 
sjieaves; a victory worth to her all the 
other victories in the world ! 

She signed. The wretched man went 
on whining and pleading in the same key 
about repentance, about the vricked waste 
of trouble in raking up old matters, about 
the certain death of George Wameford; 
but his words fell unheeded on her ears. 
She was thinking only about the joy and 
thankfulness which should be theirs, when 
she bore back to George the paper so 
precious to them all. 

John folded up the paper and laughed. 
" We have won. Miss Elwood," he said. 
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** You shall teU me afterwards, if you wUl, 
what you have won. You know what is 
my prize." 

Then he turned to Pringle, and his voice 
changed: 

" If I had words—if there were words 
in the language to express the unutterable 
loathing and disgust that I feel for you, I 
would use them. But, there are no words 
strong enough. You have signed, however. 
We have you now utterly in our power. 
If you are to expect anything at all from 
ns—the slightest mercy—^you wUl tell us 
the whole story without evasion or conceal
ment. Out with i t ! " 

"You will be merciful t h e n ? " cried 
Pringle, as he saw the paper folded in 
John's pocket-book, and deposited in a 
place of safety. " If I tell you particulars 
that you would not get from anyone else, 
you will have a little pity ? Think of it, 
Mr. Wybrow, a whole life spent in prison. 
If I thought it would be only ten years, I 
should not mind so much. But a life ! 
never to get out again ; never to be free ; 
never to do what I like ; never to be 
without the dreadful convict dress ! Oh, 
I've dreamed of it night after night till I 
know it all by heart, and the misery of it. 
Oh, Mr. Wybrow, be merciful! " 

" Sit down again, and tell us, in as 
few words as you can, the whole history." 

Does the story need to be told at 
length? The situation is known. A weak 
and cowardly lad, in the hands of his 
unscrupulous brother, was made to do. 
anything. A cheque-book was purloined 
and kept in a safe place by Tom; from 
time to time, whenever the opportunity 
seemed favourable, a cheque was drawn 
with the name of the firm forged so skil
fully, that the signature was passed with
out the slightest suspicion. Detection was 
difficult, because the crafty Tom took 
charge of the cheques; Samuel, needless 
to say, getting nothing of the proceeds, 
bat obedient partly from habit, and partly 
from compulsion, 

" But the cheque, the last cheque ; how 
did that get into the envelope ? " 

" I put it there," said Samuel. " Tom 
told me to, I overheard Mr. Baldwin 
talking to the manager of the bank; I knew 
that the forgeries were going to be found 
out; I watched from where I sat ; I could 
see Mr. Baldwin through a corner of the 
curtain; I saw him draw a cheque and 
place it in an envelope. That was the day 
before Warneford was caught. He left 
th© envelope on the table. I put the last 

cheque I had forged in another envelope 
exactly like his own, I made an excuse 
for going into his office—I changed the 
envelopes, Tom said it was the best 
chance to throw suspicion on somebody 
else. How should we know that George 
Warneford would be the one on whom it 
would fall ? I t was not our fault. We 
had to look out for ourselves—Tom and I, 
Mr. Baldwin locked up the envelope when 
he went away; he clean forgot who had 
been in his room; he forgot, too, that he left 
his desk for a moment when I was in his 
office, and he swore positively that no one 
could have touched that envelope, except 
himself and George Warneford. Tom was 
in court when he swore it, and when Tom 
told me in the evening, we laughed—that 
is, Tom laughed, tUl the tears ran down 
his face." 

Helen made an involuntary gesture of 
disgust, 

" He laughed, miss, not me, I repented. 
I repented at once, and the money—hun
dreds of pounds it was—that Tom had 
through me, never did him any good. I 
always told him it wouldn't. Oh, it's 
a dreadful story ; and somehow, Mr. 
Wybrow, now that I've told you the 
whole of it, I feel easier in my mind." 

John Wybrow whispered a few words 
to Helen, then he turned to the man again. 

" Look here, you have told us, I believe, 
pretty well the whole truth. Of course 
we don't believe a word about your repent
ance, and all that. Repentance, indeed! 
But you have done us, involuntarily, a 
service. Now, in return. Miss Elwood, 
this young lady"—Samuel Pringle bowed, 
as if he were being introduced to her— 
" has consented to one act of grace," 

" And the act of grace, sir ? " 
"The act of grace is this. You shall 

have twenty-four hours' start; after that 
time a warrant will be taken out for your 
arrest, and you wiU take your punishment 
if you are caught. The punishment will 
be heavy, and I sincerely hope you wiU be 
caught. Now, go," 

He pointed to the door. 
Samuel Pringle seized his portmanteau 

and vanished. Looking out of the window 
they saw him running down the street 
till he caught a cab, in which he drove 
away. 

" There vrill be no warrant in his 
case, I suspect. Miss Elwood. We must 

ft now 
"Wai t a moment," she cried, "My 

heart is too fuU, TeU me," she said, 
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after a pause, "tell me, does this confession 
quite, quite free George from aU sus
picion ? " 

" I t does. I am no lawyer, but I am 
certain that it does. I t will at least clear 
him in th& eyes of Mr. Baldwin and the 
world. Miss Elwood, you have helped me 
to a wife. Let us go to Ruth." 

"Not yet," she said; " I want to get at 
the other man first, and I must wait. I 
want your advice and help. My brain is 
troubled with joy. Let us keep this thing 
to ourselves for one day yet—only one day. 
And to-morrow is Christmas Eve. Let 
Ruth keep that feast with a joyful heart." 

" A n d I must not see Ruth till to
morrow evening ? " 

"No t till to-morrow evening, John 
Wybrow. If you cannot wait for four-and-
twenty hours, what v/ill you think of me 
when I tell you that I have waited for 
three years ? " 

" You, Miss Elwood ! " 
"Yes ; George Warneford and I. That 

is my secret. You have won a wife and a 
sister too, because I am to be married to 
George Warneford." 

John took her hand and kissed it. On 
second thoughts he stooped and kissed her 
on the forehead. 

" You will be our sister ? " he saiid 
simply. " I am very glad. Where is 
George ? " 

" He is here in London. That is another 
of my secrets. He is at the professor's 
with me— >> 

" In the same house as Ruth ? " 
" In the same house as Ruth, and she 

does not know. Once she thought she 
knew his voice, but it passed off. He is 
with me as my brother, so that we can 
travel together. Ruth does not suspect. 
But to-morrow she shall know." 

John took her home. In the front room 
the gas was lit, for the professor was in
structing a select class. Behind the blinds 
was Ruth, but John did not know this, and 
went away with a longing, hungry heart. 

George Warneford was pacing the room 
impatiently. He stopped with a gesture 
of inquiry when Helen returned. 

" Yes, George, I have seen Mr. Baldwin, 
and have talked with him, and—and 
Oh! my dear, dear love, we who have 
waited so long, can we not wait a little 
longer?" 

She feU weeping into his arms. He 
soothed her and caressed her, and pre
sently she lifted her head and raised her 
eyes. 

" Let us remember," she said, " the long 
and weary time of trial, and, with the re
membrance, let US think of all that it has 
done for u s ; how it cleared away the clouds 
of anger and revenge which lay on your 
soul; how it brought you back to your 
better self, the man I leamed to know; how 
it made me a little less selfish and a little 
more careful of others; how it brought me 
the dearest and best thing that can happen 
to a woman—the love of a good man ! " 

" Nay, dear," he said, " but the love of 
a man who would fain be all that his wife 
thinks him." 

" W h y , that is it," she said. "You 
think me fair and pure, and I try to be 
fair and pure of heart. I think you noble, 
and you make your own nobleness out of 
love for me. What is love worth, except 
to lead man and woman upward to the 
higher life ? " 

Then they were silent, and presently the 
old sailor stole in and joined them, without 
a word. 

" George," she said, after a little—^ t̂hey 
were sitting, according to their old cus
tom, side by side before the fire; Ben 
Croil was in his place, with his head 
against the wall—" George, what day is 
this ? " 

" I t is the day before Christmas Eve." 
" I remember that day three years ago, 

George. There were three people on a 
little islet together. I t was a summer 
evening there, and they sat on the beach 
watching the golden sunset, as it painted the 
sands upon the beach and the rock behind 
them, where the white streamer floated night 
and day. They had been four months on 
that islet, where they were to be prisoners 
for three years. All their hearts were 
troubled with a sense of wrong. The older 
man was yearning for revenge upon the 
mutineers and murderers who had brought 
them there." 

" He was," said Ben. " He's yearning 
still; but he's going to have his revenge 
before long." 

" The younger man," said Helen in her 
soft low voice, " was longing for revenge 
on the man who had brought him to ruin. 
Was he not, George ? " 

" He was," said George. 
, " What does he think now ? " 

" He would leave him—to Helen," re
plied her lover, taking her hand.. 

"And Helen would leave him — to 
Heaven," she said. " The day before 
Christmas Eve, Ben—this is a time when 
we ought to put away all sorts of revenge." 
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" Ay, ay. Miss Helen, that's very t rue; 
bless you, I don't harbour no malice 
aoainst no one—except Boston Tom, He's 
got to swing, then I shall be at peace with 
aU mankind," 

"We must forgive, if we can, even 
Boston Tom," she said. 

"What! forgive a mutineer and a 
murderer, when I've got him under my 
thumb?" 

The old man was inflexible on this point. 
That Boston Tom should be allowed to 
escape never entered his head. I t was, 
if anything, a part of the great scheme of 
Christian forgiveness, that hanging should 
come first and pardon afterwards. And 
the knowledge that he had caught him at 
last, tended greatly to soothe his soul, 
and prepared him for a fuller enjoyment 
of that season when peace and goodwill 
are specially preached to the nations of the 
earth. 

Helen ceased to urge her point. But 
another pleader took up the cause of 
Boston Tom. I t was a second letter from 
Rupert, written in pencil and in haste : 

"Whatever you have to do with this 
man," he wrote to Helen, " must be done 
quickly. I think he is dying. Last night, 
after drinking enough rum to float a three-
decker, or at least one of old Ben's 
favourite craft, and after coughing till he 
shook the walls of the house, he broke a 
blood-vessel. We put him to bed, and he 
went on drinking rum. I was with him 
aU night. I think. Miss Elwood, that I 
am getting rather tired of playing my 
part. The place is a den of thieves. 
The five pounds are already nearly gone, 
and the woman of the house is throwing 
out hints that more wiU be wanted before 
long. Also I am expected to dance all 
the evening to please the sailors. After all, 
there is some fun in showing these timber-
toed lubbers what dancing really means. 
Bat I am afraid that Dan Mizen suspects 
me; he is always on the watch. 

" R. L. 
"P.S.—They have had a doctor to see 

him. He reports that the patient can't 
last more than twenty-four hours. The 
woman has carried off his clothes, and I 
caught her searching the pockets. Also 
Dan Mizen has been making observations 
about captures and such things. My own 
idea is that he is trying to make something 
for himself out of the man's death. Act 
at once if there is anything to be done." 

Helen read this letter aloud and waited 
for a response, looking to George first. 

He thought for a minute. 
" If the man's testimony is to be of any 

use to us," he said, " i t must be got at 
once." 

" We can do without it, George, but we 
shall be stronger with it." 

" Then I wiU go myself and get it out 
of him." 

Helen turned to Ben. " What do you 
think, Ben ?" 

He was putting on his overcoat. 
" Think ? " he asked, with impatience 

glittering in his pale blue eyes. " What 
is a man to think ? Here's the murderer 
going to cheat the gallows, and no one to 
interfere but me. Think ? Why, that we 
must go to the nearest police-station and 
arrest him, dead or alive." 

" W e vrill go, Ben, you and I. No, 
George "—she put him back gently as he 
rose to go with her—" it isn't altogether 
my fancy, but I want to finish this work 
myself with Ben and our friends. I want 
you to remain where you are, unknown 
and unsuspected till the time comes." 

"The time, the time! Oh, Helen, I 
cannot believe the time will ever come ! " 

" I t has come, George; it is here already. 
Have patie'jce for a single day—only a 
single day—and you will find that it has 
really come for you, and for Ruth, and for 
me. My heart is very full, dear friend; 
but the work is nearly done, and this night, 
please God, will finish it. Do not wait for 
me. I am safe with Ben and Rupert." 

I t was nine o'clock. As Helen opened 
the door a van drove up, and a man, 
jumping down, began to hand out parcels. 

" Here you are, miss," he said. " Name, 
Lemire." 

" I will call Madame Lemire. Please 
bring in the things." 

The professor came, Madame being out 
on a little Christmas marketing. 

" Turkey for Mr. Lemire—sausages for 
Mr. Lemire—barrel of oysters, Mr. Lemire. 
That aU right ? Case of wine, Mr. Lemire 
—box of French plums, Mr. Lemire—ditto 
ditto, boxes of preserved fruit—bon-bons 
—one, two, three, five ; that's right. Very 
sorry, sir, to be so late." 

" But these can't be for me ! " cried the 
bewildered professor. 

" Quite right, sir—quite r ight; ordered 
two hours ago; nothing if> pay. Stop 
a minute! Pheasant for Mr. Lomire— 
wUd duck, Mr. Lemire—cod's head and 
shoulder, Mr. Lemire."* 

" But, my friend, I have ordered none 
of these things." 

V 
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"Didn ' t say you had, sir. Friend, I 
suppose, ordered 'em all. Christmas-time, 
you know. Hamper besides; don't know 
what's iu the hamper. Where's that box, 
Jim ? We was told to take very particular 
care of that box. Here you are, sir—box 
for Mr. Lemire. Think that's all, sir. 
You'll have to sign here—so—and here's a 
letter." 

By this time Ruth Warneford, An
toinette, and the children were gathered 
in the little hall gazing at the treasures 
which lay piled one above the other, cum
bering the way. The professor, balancing 
himself on his toes, gesticulated, laughed, 
and remonstrated. But before they knew 
what had happened, the man with the van 
had driven off, and they were left with 
their boxes, 

" B u t what does it mean? Is it St. 
Nicholas ? Is it the good Christmas fairies ? 
Is it a gift of Heaven ? " and the professor 
was helpless. " My dear young lady," he 
addressed Helen, " I assure you, on the 
word of an artist, that the resources of the 
establishment at this moment go no farther 
than the prospect of a leg of mutton, 
without plum-pudding, for Christmas Day. 
You will hardly believe me, but that is 
the fact; and my wife has now gone out 
with Gaspard in the hope of purchasing 
that leg at a reasonable cost; and here are 
turkey, sausages, oysters, pheasant, wild 
duck, wine—apparently champagne, vin 
de champagne!—French plums, fruits, 
cod-fish, bon-bons. Children, children, you 
are about to taste unheard-of luxuries. I t 
is a return into Egypt," 

"And the box, father. What is in the 
b o x ? " 

Ben produced that knife of his, which, 
when not in active service in cutting 
tobacco, was useful as a screw - driver, 
or a crow-bar, or a marline-spike, or a 
hammer, or as any implement likely to 
be required on board a saUing-ship. AVith 
the help of this he opened the box. The 
contents were covered with paper. 

" Stop, stop ! " said Nettie. " This is 
too delicious. Let us carry everything 
into the class-room," 

All the things made a gaUant show on the 
bare floor—such a picture as might have 
been painted and hung upon the walls of 
some great banqueting-hall. I t would 
have been called Christmas Plenty in the 
Olden Time. The game lay in an inner 
circle, surrounded by the boxes of fruit 
and the cases of wine. The barrel of 
oysters formed a sort of tower in the 

centre, and the children were gathered 
round the mysterious box, over which 
Helen stood as guard. 

All was silence while she opened the 
first parcel. 

I t was wrapped in tissue paper, as 
costly things should be, and on it was a 
card, " For Nettie," Opened, it proved to 
contain a winter jacket of the very finest 
and best. The next was marked, "For 
Charlotte." That contained a brand-new 
dress, warm and soft; and so with aU 
the rest. For the girls, dresses; and for 
each of the boys—the parcels being labelled, 
" F o r Gaspard, care of his father," and so 
on—a bank-note, white and crisp. 

Never was such a Christmas present. 
" B u t nothing at all for Ruth ? " cried 

Nettie, " Oh, Ruth, it is a shame ! " 
" Had you not better read your letter, 

professor ? " asked Helen. 
" Ah, to be sure. The letter! the letter! 

Now it is strange that I should have for
gotten the letter. Gaspard, my son, take 
the riolin. So. Come, here is a letter, 
chUdren." 

Instead of reading it aloud, and at once, 
he began by solemnly taking Ruth's hand 
and raising it to his lips with the courtesy 
of the "ancien regime." 

"Listen, children. This is all the letter: 
" ' For those who love Ruth, and have 

been kind to her.' 
" That is aU, chUdren, that is aU." The 

professor blew his nose. " Always a 
blessing to us, from the day when God's 
providence brought her to our home— 
always the sunshine of our house," 

" No, no ! " cried Ruth. " You have 
been my parents, my famUy—all to me." 

" I t is from her earnings," the professor 
went on, " from her poor earnings, that 
our Christmas fare was to have come, be
cause, I confess to you, MademoiseUe 
Elwood, that art is not remunerative in 
this quarter. But, pardon, mademoiselle, 
you were going out when these grand 
things arrived. You have delayed your
self on our account." 

"Yes, I have to go out for an hour. 
Come, then, good night, Nettie; good 
night, children all. I am sure you deserve 
all the good fortune that can befall you." 

Ruth ran after her. 
"Helen, tell me what do you think it 

means ? Is it John ? Do you think it is 
John ? " 

" My dear, perhaps it is John. Do you 
remember the promise in the church ? " 

-f =ir 
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«Do I remember ? Ah, Helen, can I 
fforget?" 

Helen hurried away, but as slhe opened 
the door she heard the professor strike up 
a cheerful note. 

" Now, children aU! The jojrful dance 
of the Happy round the Monument of 
Plenty. Mademoiselle Antoinette vrill com
mence. Where, oh where is Rupert ? " 

And when Madame Lemire retumed 
bringing with her the humble leg of 
mutton, she found the children executing 
one of the professor's highest conceptions 
—a Pastoral Piece—round such a display 
of splendid things as even Leadenhall-
market could not surpass. 

CHAPTER X. BEN HAS HIS REVENGE. 

OUT in the cold December evening 
Helen and Ben walked through the streets, 
crowded with the late buyers in the 
Christmas markets. The old man was 
sUent, thinking over his baffled hopes of 
justice. I t was a bitter pUl for him to 
swaUow. After all these years, in which 
every day brought before him in stronger 
colours the blackness of the treachery 
which lost the Lucy Derrick, and destroyed 
so many Uves; and after finding his enemy, 
the last and worst of the whole mutinous 
crew, to learn first that Christian forgive
ness might have to include even that 
desperate villain, and then that a more 
potent hand of justice than even British 
law was taking him away from his grasp; 
—aU this was too much for the good old 
man, Helen divined his thoughts, and 
tried to lead them back to other matters. 
"You will be rejoiced, Ben, to see Mr. 
Wameford's good name restored, wUl 
you not ?" 

"Ay, ay. Miss Helen. Not that it 
makes any difference to him, nor to you, 
nor to nie neither, in so far as my respects 
is concemed. Boston Tom is at the bottom 
of that vUlainy too." 

" He was, Ben, and if he is on his death
bed we must forgive him that as well as 
the greater crirfe," 

Ben made no answer. 
They came into Whitechapel High-

street, aU ablaze with gaslight, and pre
sently arrived at the house. 

The door was open, but there was no 
one in the front room, where Rupert had 
been wont of late to entertain roystering 
Jack and his friends with an exhibition of 
*^ art. No one in the passage, no one on 
the stands—all was dark and silent. 

They waited. What to do next ? and 
where to go ? 

Presently they heard a voice upstairs, 
and footsteps. 

Ben listened. 
" That's Master Rupert," he said. " Fol

low close to me. Miss Helen." 
The room was lit by a single gas-jet, 

flaring high, lUce one of those which 
decorated the butchers' stalls outside. I t 
was an old-fashioned wainscoted room, 
but the paint was thick with dirt, 
and the ceUing, which had once, per
haps, been whitewashed, was blackened 
with smoke and grimed with age. I t 
was furnished with a low, rickety wooden 
bed, and vrith a couple of chairs— 
nothing else, not even a washstand or a 
table. And on the bed, propped up by 
pillows, sat Boston Tom. He was dying; 
his cheeks were white and sunken; the 
old wound at the side of his lip showed 
red and ghastly against the deathly pallor 
of his cheek; his hair lay over his low, 
receding forehead; round his shoulders 
was thrown an old pea-jacket; and in his 
trembling fingers he held a tumbler half 
full of rum. 

He looked round and saw his visitors, 
with a curious smile. 

"Ben Croil, is i t ? " he gasped; " old Ben 
Croil the bo's'n. Thought you was dead, 
mate. Thought you was cast away in 
the captain's g-ig—you and the young lady 
and George Warneford. Glad you're not; 
that makes three less—every little counts. 
Three less ; bully for you, Boston Tom." 

He raised the tumbler to his lips, and 
would have let it fall in his weakness, but 
for Rupert, his sole companion, who held 
it for him while he drank, with a look half 
of apology and half of recognition at Helen 
and Ben. 

" I t is all we can do for him now," he ex
plained. 

"Does he know i t ? " whispered Helen. 
" Does he know his condition ? " 

The man, who had closed his eyes for 
a moment, opened them and bestowed a 
wink upon her which saved the trouble of 
speech. 

How to address this man ? How to 
touch with the slightest spark of human 
feeling a heart so callous and so seared ? 

Ben Croil saved her the trouble of con
sideration. He stepped to the foot of tho 
bed and gazed steadfastly in the face of 
his enemy. 

" At last I've found you," he said. 
" Ay, mate, you've found me, and none 
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too soon. Guess I'll save my neck yet." 
He spoke with an effort, but there was the 
determination of keeping it up to the end 
in his face. 

" Where's that rope you spoke about, 
bo's'n ? " he went on. "Cheated you, after 
all. Boston Tom's booked. Look ye here, 
mate, all of them fellows is dead and 
gone, every Inan Jack of them. Some of 
'em drowned; some of 'em cut up for 
food when we took to the boats; some of 
'em food for sharks. Youngster, give me 
hold of that bottle." He took a pull at the 
rum and went on, after a fit of coughing 
which might have killed an ostrich. 
" Ugh, it's this cough that prevents me 
from talking; prop me up a bit more, 
boy. So, Ben, you're done this time." 

" Say you're sorry, mate," said Ben, in 
whose mind, touched by the sight of the 
forlorn wretch, Helen's teaching suddenly 
sprang up full blown into charity, " Say 
you're sorry." 

" What 's the use of that ? " asks the 
impenitent murderer. " That won't bring 
back the Lucy Derrick. Of course I 'm sorry. 
Who wouldn't be sorry with nothing but 
the gallows or tho black box? Sorry!" 
Then he turned to Rupert. " See, boy, 
you're a t rump; you've looked after me 
when all the lot bolted ; you're the one as 
has stuck to me these days, and never let 
me want for nothing. So I'll give you all 
I've got left, and that's a word of advice. 
If you go to sea, don't you go mutineering, 
and keep your hands from slaughtering 
captain and mates. Then you'll live to"be 
a credit to your family." 

" Are you sorry for nothing else, Thomas 
Pringle ? " Helen asked. 

"Lots ," he replied. "Lots. Buckets 
full. But then Thomas Pringle is gone 
for many a year, and Boston Tom's took 
his place." 

" In the case of George Warneford now, 
the man who escaped with me in the 
boat " 

" Ay, ay. I remember weU, that was a 
bad job, that was." 

" I know all about it," said Helen; 
" your brother Sarnnel told me." 

" Did he now Y " Boston Tom asked 
the question with an air of keen interest. 
"Did he really? I did use to tell him that, 
if he ever split on that job, I 'd take him 
out some dark night—say Hampstead-
heath way—and brain h im; so I would 
have done too, three years ago. Suppose 
it's no use thinking of that now; can't be 
done." 

" All about it," continued Helen. 
" Samuel forged the cheque at your 
instigation." 

" So he did, so he did ; that's a fact. I 
wanted the money bad, very bad I wanted 
the money at that time, Wameford got 
it hot, and I laughed." 

" Samuel has written a confession of the 
whole," Helen went on ; " but I VTant 
your confession." 

" Then, my lady, you won't get it; so you 
may go away again, and leave me here 
till the time's up. More rum, my lad," 

He lay back after this effort, and closed 
his eyes, exhausted. He opened his eyes 
again after a few minutes, and uttered, 
with great enjoyment: 

" Catch a weasel asleep ! If Sam has 
confessed, that 's all you want; if he 
hasn't, you don't catch me napping." 

" He has confessed indeed," said Helen. 
" Do you think I would bring you an 
untruth, now of all times in the world ? " 

He shook his head. 
"There's one thing more to be said, 

Boston Tom," Ben struck in, " 'Tis a 
small matter, this old forging business, 
and if Miss Elwood wants your name at 
the foot of a bit of paper, you may as 
well put it there. Murder's different, and, 
by George, if you don't do what she 
asks, I'll step out and fetch a policeman. 
If you can't be hanged, you shaU sit in a 
cell without the rum." -V 

" Give me another drop, boy," " 
" Let be, let be ! " said Ben, interposing 

and snatching the bottle from Rupert, 
" Not another drop shall you have untU 
you've made that there confession." 

The dying man stretched out his hands 
with a gesture of despair. 

"Not the rum !" he cried, "not the rum. 
Take anything away, but leave me that. 
You, boy; you're stronger than him; 
fight him for i t ; tear it out of his hands; 
make him give it up to you. Up, boy, 
and fight him ! " 

But to his surprise the boy joined his 
enemies, 

"You shall have your rum," he said, 
" when you have signed the paper," 

Then he lost his courage, and began 
to moan and whine exactly like his brother 
Samuel. 

" I ' l l sign anything," he said, "if you 
will give me the bottle." 

Helen wrote rapidly. She had aU the 
facts, and wanted nothing but a simple 
declaration. In a few minutes she was 
ready. 
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" Listen, now. TeU me if this is all you 
have to say: 

" * I, the undersigned, beUeving myself to 
be dying, solemnly declare that the forgery 
for which George Wameford, clerk to the 
house of Batterick and Baldwin, was con-
ricted, and sentenced to twenty years' 
penal servitude, was committed by my 
brother, Samuel Pringle, clerk in the same 
firm. I also declare that the whole of the 
forgeries, of which that was the last, were 
by the same Samuel Pringle. They were 
committed at my own instigation, and for 
my own profit; I had the spending of the 
money, and Samuel Pringle, my brother, 
never touched a penny of it. George 
Wameford knew nothing about it from 
the beginning to the end. '" 

" That's about all," said Thomas Pringle. 
"I've nothing more to say; it's quite t ime; 
give me the bottle." 

" Not yet," said Ben. " Take time—so! 
jNow sign as well as you can," 

Helen guided the fingers while the 
signature of Boston Tom slowly drew 
itself across the bottom of the page; 
then the pen fell from his hand, 
and Boston Tom's head fell back upon 
the pUlow. For a while they thought him 
dead, but he was not; he opened his eyes 
and motioned for the mm, which Rupert 
held to his mouth. 

"Leave me to the boy," he sighed 
wearily. 

While they thus looked on at this 
miserable ending of a shameful life, 
there was a noise below, and steps were 
heard upon the v\tairs. The door opened, 
and Dan'l Mizen appeared; behind him 
two policemen. 

" There he is, gentlemen," said the ex-
ship's-boy eagerly. *" There he is ! That's 
Boston Tom, the ringleader of the mur
derers. And, oh ! here's Mr. CroU, gentle
men." He turned to the policemen. 
"Bear witness for me I 'm the first to 
give information, I'm Queen's evidence. 
I'm the one that came forward first." 

"Thomas Pringle, alias Boston Tom," 
said one of the policemen, " I've got a 
warrant for you. It 's mutiny and murder 
QU the high seas; and remember, what 
you say now may be used against you in 
evidence." 

Boston Tom raised his dying head, and 
looked about him, trying to recollect. 

" I t ' s aU a dream," he said, "What ' s 
gone before in the dream ? You're Bo's'n 
CroU; you are old Ben. I know you. 
Ihere's Dan Mizen. We're all honest 
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men here, play fair and square, drink 
square and fair, pay up and play again. 
Pass the rum, my boy." 

And with these words Boston Tom laid 
his head back upon the pillow and closed 
his eyes. They waited for five minutes. 
He did not open his eyes. One of the 
constables took his hand and felt his pulse. 
The hand was cold, and the pulse had 
stopped. 

He had gone before another Judge. 

CHAPTER XI. CHRISTMAS EVE. 

THE next day was a day of mystery. 
Miss Elwood had a long talk in the morn
ing with Madame Lemire and Antoinette, 
the result of which was a great crying of 
all three, followed by mighty preparations, 
the like of which had never before been 
witnessed in Yendo-street. 

I t was holiday with the professor; but 
he too, conscious of impending change, 
roamed restlessly from one of the two 
rooms to the other. 

, Ruth stole out after breakfast, accom
panied by Charlotte, and took refuge in 
the church, where she had her organ to 
attend to till dinner time. When she 
returned, she too felt that it was a very 
curious and mysterious day. Old Ben, 
who, like the rest, was restless and 
disturbed, opened the door and poked his 
head in just to say, in a hoarse whisper: 

" I t is all right at last, miss. Heart up, 
pretty," and then he disappeared, 

Nettie, too, came rushing up from the 
kitchen once in every quarter of an hour, 
just on purpose to kiss and hug her, and 
then, after a pirouette or two of won
derful dexterity, rushed downstairs again 
and disappeared. 

And then the professor came and sat 
with her—the kind professor, her devoted 
friend. He too was silent and restless; 
he could not sit still, he fidgeted on his 
chair, he stood on his toes, he danced 
on his elastic feet from one end of the 
room to the other, and then, before finally 
dancing out—which he did after half an 
hour of this performance—he took Ruth's 
head in his hands, and kissed her on the 
forehead. 

And when he was gone, Ruth felt that 
he had dropped a tear upon her brow. For 
everybody now, except the children and 
herself, knew the whole story. They knew 
now what it all meant, the mystery of all 
this coming and going; they knew now 
the reason why this mysterious couple, 
this so-called brother and sister, had sought 
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out these obscure lodgings in the un
known region of America-square. Helen, 
before going out on her errand of victory 
that morning, had told Madame Lemire the 
whole story. Therefore Nettie and her 
mother had a good cry, and cried at inter*-
vals during the whole day, insomuch that 
the grand culinary operations were as 
much wept over, as if they had been in
tended for the c Id meats of a funeral 
banquet. They told Charlotte, and Char
lotte, after telling Gaspard and Rupert, 
crept upstairs and sat on a footstool, with 
Ruth 's hand in hers, thinking what a won
derful story it was; and then, because we 
all want to have a little of our own interest 
in everything, realised how dull the days 
would be without Ruth to cheer them up. 

" Tell me what it means, Charlotte," 
said Ruth. " W h a t is the matter vrith 
everybody ? Is it on account of the 
mysterious Christmas present ? " 

Charlotte shook her head, 
"Bet ter than that," she said. "Tha t 

means only feasting. Far better than tha t ; 
something very, very good, Ruth—some
thing that will make us all happy; because 
it will make you happy. Think of the 
very best that could happen to you, the 
very best, you know—not a sUly wish, not 
something, you know, for to-day or to
morrow, but for always—and then be quite 
sure you will have i t ; and more—yes, 
more." 

The aftemoon dragged on, and the early 
evening brought blindman's holiday. Then 
the children came flocking in, to sit round 
the fire and talk, as was their usual cus
tom, with Ruth Warneford to tell them 
stories. But she told them none that 
evening, because she was anxious and 
disturbed. 

Presently, one by one, the rest came in. 
The professor, without his violin, balancing 
himself on tiptoe; Nettie and madame 
dressed as for some unusual ceremony, 
and with looks of great mystery. The 
boys came in too, Rupert and Gaspard— 
the former with folded arms and a certain 
melodramatic gloom, the latter bursting 
with the importance of having a real and 
wonderful secret to tell. 

The elders tried to talk, but it was no 
use. Conversation flagged, and a damper 
was thrown on any more efforts by the 
sudden breaking out into sobs and tears 
of Madame Lemire. When Nettie and 
Charlotte foUowed, and all three feU to 
kissing Ruth and crying over her at the 
same time, the professor, foUowed by his 

two eldest sons, retired to the class-room 
whence presently issued the well-known 
strains of the violin, accompanied by sounds 
indicating that, with his two sons, the pro
fessor was seeking consolation in Art. As 
for the children, all this crying, vrith the 
house full of the most enjoyable and 
hitherto undreamed-of good things, seemed 
a kind of flying in the face of Proridence; 
so that when, at six o'clock, a carriage * 
drove to the door, it was a great relief. 
The professor returned and lit the gas, 
and the others formed a group involun
tarily, 

Helen was the first who entered, and 
she was followed by Mr. Baldwin and 
John Wybrow 

John Wybrow? Was it possible? 
Then this great thing wad—was 

" My own dear, dear, dear Ruth," said 
John, quite naturally, holding her in his 
strong arms. " Don't cry, my darling. It 
is all right at last, and here is Mr. Baldwin 
to tell you so." 

" We have done a great wrong, my 
dear," he said solemnly; " a very great 
wrong, and God forgive us for our hard 
hearts, and for our readiness to think evil. 
I am here to ask your pardon—very humbly 
to ask your pardon. Take her, John, and 
make her happy." He spoke as one deeply 
moved. 

" And where. Miss Elwood, where " 
He looked round the room. 
" Not here—come upstairs, Ruth dear, 

with me; Mr. Baldwin, and all of you—yes, 
all of you. Come, kind friends all. Ruth, 
there is one more surprise for you, and then 
we shall have finished." 

She spoke with quivering lips, and led 
the way upstairs. . 

Her brother, standing impatiently before 
the fire, sprang to meet her. 

" Yes, George," said Helen. " I t is done. 
Ruth, dear, this is not my brother, but 
my betrothed. I t is your own brother; 
your own brother George. Do yon not 
remember him now ? Yes, Ruth, your 
brother restored to you indeed, and his 
innocence established before all the w^orld. 

Then said Mr. Baldwin, who leaned 
upon John Wybrow whUe he spoke, and • 
spoke veiy slowly: 

" George Warneford," he said, " I have 
been thinking in the carriage what I'l 
should say to you, and could think oi; | 
nothing; no, nothing that would express 
my sorrow and my joy." 

George Wameford shook hands with 
him without a word. He could find no 
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words; his sister was clinging to his neck 
weeping the tears of joy and thankfulness, 
and his own heart was overcharged. 

" I have sinned greatly," said Mr. Bald
win • " I was too ready to believe evU. I 
should have known all along that your 
father's son could not—could never have 
done that thing." 

« Say no more, sir," said George; " let 
the past sleep ; teU me only that you are 
quite and truly satisfied." 

" I cannot let the past be forgotten, 
George. A great injury has been com
mitted and a great reparation must follow; 
the reproaches that I have hurled at you 
in my thoughts for the last eight years 
have come back upon my own head; 
nothing can ever make me forget. You, 
kmd friends," said the old man, turning 
to the professor and his family, who were 
gathered, not without an instinctive feel
ing as to artistic grouping, in the doorway, 
"who have entertained Ruth Warneford 
as one of yourselves, and have known 
her story all along, how shaU we thank 
you ? To-morrow is Christmas Day, but 
on the day following I shall proclaim 
George Wameford's innocence to all the 
people df the firm, and, in their presence, 
humbly ask this injured man for pardon." 

" No, sir, no. My kind old master, there 
is nothing to forgive. 

"John,my boy"—Mr. Baldvrin turned 
to his nephew—" teU me what I ought 
to da" 

"Fu-st ask George to let me marry 
Ruth," said John, holding out his hand. 

" Grianted at once," said George; " that 
is, if Ruth says Yes." 

They shook hands, and the audience— 
the Lemires—clapped their hands and 
shouted. 

" What next should I do, John ? " asked 
Mr. Baldwin, wiping his eye-glasses with 
his handkerchief, 

" The next thing you must do is to give 
away Helen Elwood on her wedding-day, 
which must be mine and Ruth's as well; 
and yon must buy her the very hand
somest present that you can think of; no 
curmudgeonly gift will do." 

The audience clapped their hands again, 
approving this, John Wybrow, who was a 
practical man, then said there had been 
enough of tears. 

" Ay, ay, John. What next ? " 
This time it was old Ben who stepped 

to the front and touched his gray old 
forelock. 

" Beg pardon, sir, there's one that ought 

to be remembered. Who found out Boston 
Tom and sat by him night and day, so 
that he couldn't escape if he wished, and 
stuck to him? Stand for'ard. Master 
Rupert. That's the lad, sir. He wants 
to go to sea; give him a passage out and 
back in one of your own ships." 

Mr. Baldwin shook hands with Rupert, 
now of a rosy hue. 

"You shall have whatever you like to 
ask for, young gentleman, if I can give 
it." 

Once more a rormd of applause from 
the family. By a dexterous movement of 
the right leg, Rupert gracefuUy stepped 
over their heads, and deposited himself in 
the background, 

" And nothing for you, Mr. CroU ? " 
" Nothing for me, sir," said the old saUor. 

" I belong to Miss Helen." 
"Anything else, J o h n ? " asked Mr. 

Baldwin, still unsatisfied, 
" You ought to give desks in your office 

to as many of Mr. Lemire's sons as like to 
accept them, and, my dear uncle, the 
partnership which you promised to me, 
and which I threw over with so much 
bravado in the church " 

" I t is yours, my boy, to begin from the 
new year," 

"No, give it to George Warneford, as 
some reparation for his eight years of un
merited suffering." 

" That wUl not be fair," said George. 
But the audience clapped their hands 

again, 
"Both of you, both of you," said Mr, 

Baldwin, " The firm can take in both. 
And what more, John ? " 

"Why, sir," said John, " I find that 
Madame Lemire would be delighted if we 
would all stay and take supper here; and 
I really think that, if the professor would 
allow such a thing, we might have a little 
dance downstairs before supper," 

Again the audience clapped their hands, 
and there was a move to the class-room. 

The professor took his violin of ceremony. 
" Simple quadrille of four," he an

nounced. " Mr. Warneford and Miss 
Elwood at the head, Mr. Wybrow and 
Miss Warneford for ris-a-vis." 

He struck the floor with his foot and 
began to play. I t was a lame sort of 
quadrille at first, because two of the per
formers had tearful eyes, and would rather 
have sat in a corner. But John Wybrow 
knew what he was about, and what was 
best for everybody. 

Then they had a waltz, and Rupert 
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danced with Ruth, while John took 
Helen. 

Then began the dancing of high Art, 
after this respect to social usage. 

" Danse de Foie ! " cried the professor. 
" P a s seul. Mademoiselle Lemire; pas de 
deux, Mademoiselle Lemire and Monsieur 
Rupert Lemiro." 

At eight, Madame Lemire announced 
that supper was ready, and they all filed 
in. Needless to tell of the splendours of 
this wedding feast, only, as they entered 
the room, an unexpected sight greeted 
their eyes. Rupert, holding a sword in 
his hands, was standing on the table, and, 
as they crowded in, executed a grand 
dance among the dishes, as difficult and as 
original as any Indian dance among eggs. 
And such was the love of the Lemire 
family for Art, that this spectacle gave 
them more delight and pride even than the 
pheasants and cold turkey, with cham
pagne, which followed. 

Mr. Baldwin, after supper, asked if he 
might propose a toast. 

"Not the health and happiness of 
George and Ruth Warneford," he said; 
" that is deep in all our hearts. I propose 
that we drink the health of Professor 
Lemire, who is a good and a kind man, 
that we wish him all the success that 
he wishes for himself, and more; and that 
we thank him and his wife, and his 
children, one and all, for their faithful 
love and care of Ruth. Let us promise 
never to forget the great debt we owe 
him—a debt so heavy, that no service 
could pay it off; a debt, my dear friends, 
which we would not pay off if we could. 
For in this house Ruth was received with 
love, and brought up, in God-fearing ways 
of truth and religion, for you, George 
Warneford, and for us." 

^ * * * * 

My story is told. You will see now, 
reader, who has told it. The writer is my 
wife—my Helen. Twenty years have passed 
since that day, and we are old married 
people. Some of those who played their 

part in the drama have departed from ns : 
old Ben is gone, and Mr. Baldwin; the pro
fessor, who caught a cold from going into 
the rain in his pumps, is gone too ; his wife 
was not long in following him. The 
young Lemires, however, have done well. 
Rupert went out for his voyage, but 
once in Melbourne, stopped there, and 
is there still. He is long since married 
but he sends Ruth a present every year. 
His sister Nettie went on the stage as 
a danseuse, and after two or three years 
danced herself into the affections of a 
young fellow, who only wanted a wife 
to make him the steadiest and best of 
men. She took care of all the younger 
branches, except Charlotte, who lives 
vrith Ruth Wybrow, and is a second 
mother to the children. 

And as for me, I am the head of the-
firm of Batterick and Baldwin, the other 
partner being John Wybrow. Our chief 
clerk is Gaspard Lemire. I got the Queen's 
pardon, which was necessary, Mr. Bald
win said, for my complete restoration 
to the world; and I had the temporary 
annoyance of seeing my story told in the 
papers, and mangled in the telUng too. I 
can never be too grateful for the recovery 
of my good name; but the thing for which 
I am most constantly and unceasingly 
grateful is for the gift of a perfect wife— 
the most divine gift that was ever vouch
safed to man. 

The December Parfc of ALL THE YEAR ROUND 

CONTAINS THE OPENING CHAPTERS OP 

A NEW S E R I A L STORY, 
BY DUTTON COOK, 

Anther of "Young Mr. iNightingale," "Hobson's 
Choice," &c. &c., entitled 

" DOUBLEDAY'S CHILDREN," 
AND 

A NEW SERIES OP PAPERS, 

" LEARNING TO COOK WITH THE POOR." 

The right of Translating any jiortion of WHEN THE SHIP COUBS HOME is reserved hy the Authors. 
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