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A'TALE or

0

LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

B1 PERCY B. sr. JOHl\I.

-1-\‘ .
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AT THE TOWERS. _

I1‘. wanted an hour of daybreak, and dewdrops
were glistening on the grass in the park that

surrounded Elphick Castle, the residence of the
lionntjoyes, thl last scion of which race slept in
hii chamber in the Beaufort Tower. Theaery
lightest leaf rested motionless even upon the‘

tallest trees, so gentle was the morning air
breathed through this seemingly happy place.

Not a bird chir from the bush, not an in
sect moved

over:
e grass; all was silent and at

rest.
As has been wittily observed, the silence was

so dense as almost to be heard.
It was, perhaps, one of the sweetest and pret

tiest nooks in England. _
And yet within this Garden oi Eden crept a

slimy human reptile, leaving as he went the
trail of the serpent.

A man, a creature in the shape of heaven's

great creation, glided over the verdure of the

path, keeping, however, beneath the shadow of
the trees. He was of about thirty years, ill
clad, evil-looking, and with an expression of

and selfishness which toldits own story.
He glanced at the fine old mansion as his feet

lided over the long soft grass with a look -0!
ul hate.

Making for a back entrance, as though well
acquainted with the locality, hereached a door
that was open—that is

,

ajar--evidently left so
by some confederate domestic.

Looking cautiously round, he entered, pushing_
the door to, and began creeping up the winding
staircase. confined to servants, with a stealthy

Esra
step that became the spirit of-murder

carnage.
Above, sleeping in all faith and innocence,

was the lord of ell that fair». domain, Lord
Shelton Mountjoye, a stripling of nineteen, who,
by the unexpected demise of his uncle Arthur,
had come into possession of the title and estate
of Baron Mountjoye.

Lord Granville lilountjoye, who had held a

high appointment in India, had many years be
fore sent his wih home in the “Dublin Castle,"
he expecting to follow after a short intervals
He was, however, detained in our great colony
by the exigencies of his eminent position. A

‘Q

sudden war broke out, and his counsel and
directions were required in the emergency.

Oi this ship no tidings had ever beenhcard
since her departure from India On the death
of Lord Granville, it was generally believed from
grief, the berony and earldom reverted to Lord
Arthur, his next brother. He being mysteriously
murdered in the k, rumour said by poachen,
all dignitles and estates devolved on the present
Baron Monntjoy, Earl of Elphick, known before
as Lord Shelton Seymour, the only son of

Arthur-'_s younger brother, who had died shortly

after his marriage, leaving this only boy as a

barrier between the succession of Brian Seymour.
There was s mystery in the iamily—a twofold

‘

mystery.
Humour said that somewhere than existed a

more 1‘-cal and legitimate heir to the title and
ertates I

Was this the being known as Sapathwa, the
Blue Dwarf, whose marvellous history, especially
in connection with Dick Turpin, the highwayman,

it is our province to record in these pages?
Time will show.
The second mystery was, Why had Lord Arthur

directed his nephew, on coming cl age, to exer
cise the

power
he had of breaking the entailso

as to exc ude the heir resumptivel This Will
on Arthur's part prov mm to him. The heir
presumptive heard of it

,

and vowed bitter ven
geance.

Two months after, Lord Mountjoye was found
murdered, his head battered in, beneath the
spreading leaves of the Poscher's Oak.

Then Lord Shelton reigned in his stead, and
intimated his fixed intention of carrying out his
uncle's wishes—destroying the entail-as soon
as he came oi age. -.

_

Ooloael Grant, the trnstee.;q:onsidered the au
nouncement premature, as likely to arouse the
ire of the heir presumptive; but Lord Shelton
was inexorable. Ha believed he knew the mur
derer of his uncle, and was resolved to punish
him where most vulnerable—in his pocket and
his pride of aucestrahtdomains.

Yet many persons'- living in the locality,
better

'
ed than the common herd of

gomip-mcngers, muttered grave and portentous
sentences as to the true Mir’: identity with that
terrible, mysterious, and energetic being, Tris
Baum Dwsafi.

I



4 THE BLUE DWARF;i~
This heir presumptive, not of the direct line,

and therefore liable to be disbarred of the
entail was Brian Seymour of whom rumour
laid nothing that was good. He livedin London,
kept up a riotous existence, and had been

accused of _most crimes in the decalogue-of
one crime he was notoriously guilty—-he was to
a certain extent poor.

It had been said ‘-hat he had even tried his

best to imitateClaude Duval and olhers, and thus

retrieve his fortune, but nothing had been proved.
Society, 810-:pt of a very rough character,

however, ignored him, and his name was for
bidden to be mentioned in Elphick Castle, wuere

Shelton lived under the protection of his guar
dian, Colonel Grant, a distant relation of his

mother.
II D I I OI

And still the cruel looking stranger crept up
the stairs until he rcached a landing upon
which opened the doors of all the principal bed

IOOIJIB.
That of Colonel Grant was the first at the

top of the staircase, and this the man passed.
In his hand was a knife now, which he clutched
with feverish anxiety. His eyes, furtive as

those of atiger cat, were cast warily on every
side, his ears were painfully _alert. but all was
still and nothing appeared to indicate that'his
murderous intent was suspected.

He halted before the second chamber, and
felt the handle. It yielded and the door
opened.

He was iu a room splendidly furnished-(a
large four-. st bedstead standing out from the
eastern w and on this slept a youth, fair
haired and handsome in the extreme.

Hh calm appearance and manner, indicated
health, while a smile that illumined his face
appeared to give au idea of concealed happi
ness not always given even to the young, the
rich and the powerful.

His face hideous with gloating satisfaction
the mur-lerer approached the bed—his dagger
gleamed on high, and in another moment,
murder most foul would have been done, when
the assassins blow was averted in a singularly
startling fashion.

“Hel hel hel Tom Shanks l“ said a. shrill,
hideous voicc, cracked and yet commanding,
“ Doing a little business on ymur own account."

The man cowered as he stood, and then lifting
his eyes saw, grinning through the curtains on
the opposite side, the most horrible face he had
ever witnessed. -

It was that of a man of about thirty, with
elf looking locks, great staring e_ves—or rather
goggles—a huge mouth that exhibited a double
row of teeth, white as ivory, while the face was
not all over, but here and there covered by
blue looking spots. The grin on his face was

simply diabolical.

The hideous being appeared to be calmly sur
veying the tragic scene.

His hesitation was but momentary, however.
In an instant the Blue Dwarf bounded, pa-nth; r
like, upon the cowardly assassin; clutched him by
the throat with an iron grip, causing the dagger
to fall from his hand ; then, hurling him with an
impetus that sent the wretch whirling to the
farthest end of the apartment, Snpathwa, with
calm deliberation, possessed himself of the dagger
and rushed upon the intruder.

The baflied murderer tied I
Never had Tom Shanks run so even for dear

life An awful dread of the monster behind

filled his - -
EmBlue Dwaar-(fu1’w':d Elnotsemniapvogn hisbuih-:chk',

ii:

felt his breath upon his neck, his finger’.

rm;l1_1§gmQme:: lcilouiz-o‘li1ee‘<i1‘l'11ilm—when
fear again

a

yBm_d
ohlmvrtwo.

“ll dly forward gaming

_ ut with awild and blood ourdling laugh, his
meglorablefoe

came on behind and it was clear"° d “Him be close up in a few minutes.
D°wn5

51°F?» 168-dingto a dense and un
f1'°‘l11e!-Ited th1cket,—it was the scene of
Lord Arthur's murder—fled the assassin hoping
to

conceal himself in
th_e fastnesses of the

W005. which was choked with grass and under.

“‘t‘li"dened by fear he made terrific strides.
but behind with leaps resembling those of 2

;

huge monkey rather than a man, came the
avenger of blood.

Now the thicket reached and Shanks
Pllmged madly 1n_to its depths—but the other

is close on his trail and when the fugitive tears
himself from brake and briar it is to find him
self m the awful presence of his foe. Heil
nearer than ever,

“ He l he I he 1
"

laughs the dwarf and made
adashatthea t'k man 1

1

against the Poachvdi?’sB0!all(;.
an W 0 mel

“ Murder! Firel Murder l" he roars and at
the same moment from the dense foliage of the
tree already the scene of one murder a flash
comes and the Blue Dwarf lies insensible on
the sward. The bullet had grazed his temple.

_When he
_awoke to consciousness—it was I

b_r1ghl_:and ]oyous summer morning. A clear
light ]l1Bl.'|tmged the edges of the hills, while a

cool thin ham, like a silver gauze, was lightly
thrown across the valleys. The air was mild
and fresh and innumerable dew drops
on the grass. The birds had begun their early
carol and the cocks shrill clarion echoed in the
distance.

The dwarf rose with a wan and wildjlook.
He looked uround—all spoke of renovated life
all spoke the voice of joy and promise.

It wasa sight to cheer all hearts, all save
such a one as him.

“ Gone!” he muttered,“ escaped once more-—
but he ii Saved l And yet why should the
despised and depraved outcast of humanity
rejoice. He will not be thanked—and yet it is

well—but the cock has crowed and it is time
all such as I returned to the dens below the
earth.”

And he turned to leave the thicket and
walked towards the ruins of old Elphick Castle,
situated in a deep romantic glen. which after
winding gracefully for a short distance was
abruptly terminated by a bold semi-circular
wall of naked lime stone.

It had been originally the quarry whence
the lime had been taken to erect the castle,
but had long been disused; although the valley
was executed by art, no one who now looked
at those fine broken slopes, so thickly clothed
with grass and hazeL could trace the operations
of the spade.

A narrow path, almost closed with luxuriant
underwood, conducted up the valley which
wound gradually as one approached the ex
tremity.

Beneath a curving ledge of rock. was a
smooth level plot of the finest turf. which was
skirted, in the side opposite to the crug by s

sparkled
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A TALE or LOVE, MYSTERY, mo cams. s

small rippling stream, which gushing out of 8

erovice, wound its way along a long channel to

the entrance of the sea.
Crossing s. small bridge, the unfortunate de

Iormed reached a fissure in the rock. As 116

did so, the thrush was singing _loud1Y
"Id

sweetly in the hazel thicket, which also re

sounded with the gay chirping of infill? W118‘

stars. The sun shining over the edge of the

rooh which cast a broad grey shadow on the
dewy grass, glanced brightly upon the thick
hrushwood that lined the edges 0! the sl0P°i
and the tall spreading oaks that nodded above

them, added by their height to the sequestered

depth of the glen.
But this fair scene conveyed no ples-stirs 170

the sad eyes that viewed it then. The Blue
Dwarfs eyes were fixed on the ground, as With

folded arms he traversed the small grew 0-I98

to and fro. _
“ When will it end?" he asked and dis

appeared.

Half past ten arrived and the hounds were
seen with their attendant huntsmen and
whippers in, in their little rouud caps, trotting
across the lawn towards the house.

Beyond, in groups of three or four, were
sundry sportsmen; some well mounted and
dressed in scarlet, others whose bottle-green
jackets and smart corduroys, mounted as they
were on swift, useful horses, with evident traces
of. pure blood, denoted the spruce gentleman
farmer.

These as they neared the house slackened
their ace and filed oii towards the huntsmen
and t e puck, while others, whose appearance,
aided by that of their horses, bespoke their
pretensions, advanced to pay their respects to
Oolonel Grant and the young owner or the
Castle. 7 .

Of these were Lord Jermyn and his daughter
Laura, the leading lady oi -the party despite her
youth which was only seventeen. ~

»
_- 7

There were many othe.rs,but chiefly young la
dies who though excellent horsewomen at home,
could no more ride any but their own horses,
than many other young ladies can play out of
any but their own music books. They used
carriages.

They soon set out, Lord Monntjoye beside
Laura Jermyn. The whole flcld was now in
motion and a gay and gallant sight it was,
steed and rider equally animated, passing and
repassing here and there in quick con.€usion,nnd
furnishing unconsciously truly charming ever
varying groups for a pa.inter‘s eye.

They soon approached the cover.
“ A glorious morn," said Colonel Grant, “ we

have bespoken you that any way."
“A tolerably good scenting day," replied

Lord Jermyn, “ but the ground is too hard
wunts rain.”

The hounds had begun to draw the cover, and
the party stood in eager expectation, listening
to the rattling of the horses and dogs among
the brushwood, the occasional call of the
huntsmen and the loud cracking of the whip,

Hark! irom you covert where the towering oaks
Above the humble copseaspiring rise
What glorioustriumphs burst in sverygslo
Upon our ravlshed oars,

At this instant a cry was heard from the
hounds to the cover--then came a shout-—then
u. horn was sounded and at the same moment

eivery
horse in the adjoining fields was in mo

t on.
Lord Jermyn, his daughter and Lord Mount

joye with others had been stationed on asmall
knoll under the shelter of a clump of oaks
which stood rather detached from the cover,
while on the other side a smooth expanse of
turf sloped down towards n. brook, which
rippled irregularly e.long—now rapid and
shallow, now deep and still-lined here and
there with hedges and straggling aldlm,
that shot aslant out of the bank, and dipped
their twisted branches in them. ~

On the side of the cover, opposite to the
place where they were stationed, was a gate
and road which led through the wood to the
other side and which would euuble them to see

something of the sport in which ever direction
the hounds might go.

Suddenly Colonel Grant mu some sportsmen
in the centre of the cover, were se-n trying at

a bridle gate, as if they wished to take it ofl
its hingea

,.i_
CHAPTER H.

A HUNTING moan.

The wild cry that the attempted murderer

gave as he saw before him the monstrous figure

of the dwarf awakened the Colonel and several
or the servants. _

Young Lord Mountjoye started from hlfl

sleep and looked around with a puzzled air. As
hedid so, he saw a weird looking figure dart
out of the door.

The only explanation he could give was that
of being awakened by a horrid scream, to see a

creature more like o. monkey than a man leap
through the doorway.

“ Oansuch things be ?" asked Colonel Grant.
“Isittrue that the old tower of the Castle is

haunted by s. monster. l

“Nay uncle—he seemed to be‘ in pursuit of
some one " —said Lord Mountjoye, “ he ap
peared to have saved me from another whose
appalling cry rang long ahead of

“ It is strange," continued his guardian,

" but remember," he added gaily,
“ On the mountain dawns the day
" All the jolly chase is here.

Theyoung lad at once remembered that it

wssa hunting morn and hastened to prepare
himself for the occasion.

Young Lord Mountjoye had been looking
forward to this especial day with especial
interest, as it was to introduce him to
Lady Laura Jermyn, the daughter of Lord
Jermyn, said to be the beauty of the county.

So the morning came, and an auspicious
morning it was, just the day that sportsmen
love; there was the southerly wind and the
cloudy sky in full perfection; the wind just
jgfligating its existence by a Blight accession of

coolness on your face when you turned to the
south, and the gentle motion of the feathery

tops of the tall birch, the sky fleckered with
dull grey clouds, which lay lapped closely over
each other in picturesque beauty. _ _

Everything indicated the probability of s

glorious day’s sport.

There had been no shower for several days,

and the turf was in a most tempting state for
the curious in canters to push i.'h'eir gentle

steeds upon. It was yielding without softness

and elastic without being hard. Inshort every

thing was as it should be.
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ll THE BLUE DWARF ;

H h l" h 'ed, “there's careless- stream below.Good eavem 6 on
ed as well as blue ridm' g dress floating on the Surface of the

pug, It ht to have been open
the rest—'dl-ii-here is the key—Joh.n.”

He caught a glimpse of hag

water, loosed his bridle and plunged in.
‘- I'll take it," said Lord Mcuntjflyfi IBVBMP8 There was at the place a deep hole, csuqd byand receiving the key, he leaped

arrived in time to save the gate from destruc
tion.

“Dogs ofi," at this moment cried one.
At the same moment many a. scarlet coat was

seen in swift progress through the wood and
there was a generalrush from the fields on the
left towards the gate near which Laura was
stationed, and the quick trainpling of the
numerous hoofs thundered furiously upon the
springy turf. _ _The horse from which the young Lord dis
nounted plunged, threw up its heels and ran

back the full extent of its reins, at which it
pulled so violently as to draw ofi the attention
of the servant who was just beginning to fasten
the curb of Laura's bridle. Her horse though
naturally quiet began to exhibit strong marks
of '1-estiveness. He sidled, pawed and tried to
advance as each successive sportsman galloped
by, and at last upon s. man in red, one of the
whippers in, coming near at a quick pace,
cracking as he went a long lashed whip, the
animal after a furious plunge finding that the
bit in its p

the brook.
Meanwhile Lord Mountjoye having assisted

in Qpflniflg the bridle gate, recognised an old
college acquaintance. He passed with him to
the other side of the wood, and stood some
minutes in conversation, until they heard the
horn. He than remounwd. _ _They were instantly wrapped in the high
wrought interest that the scene excited and
dashed forward with all the glorious enthusi
asm of fox hunters.

They rapidly turned the cover of the wood
and entered the large park-like field which
adjoined that wherein we left Laura.

Lord Mountjoye saw her.
Her horse was galloping furiously towards

the brook and she leaning back exerted all her
strength in a vain endeavour to check it. No one
was near enough to assist her and Lord Mount
joye fancied his ear caught a cry for help. He
at once realised the danger of her situation and
to fly to her rescue was with him, the result of
impulse rather than of thought.

A dificult fence, composed of rugged irregu
larpiles and a wide ditch lay between them.
He spurred his horse at it, and theanimal being
a. powerful hunter and quite fresh, cleared it
gallantly. He heard some exclamations of
surprise at the feat and the direction in which
he was going from voices behind him, he paid
no attention to them and urged his horse
forward with furious speed in the direc
tion Laura had taken.

Lord Mountjoye saw the terrified animal
which bore her, without slackening its pace,
reach the edge of the brook, plunge in and dis
appear beneath the high bunk. Ho uttered
an exclamation of horror, and spurred and
lashed his horse more furiously still, and
strained his eye to look after her.

Ho saw the animalin a few seconds mount
the opposite bank without its rider, and gallop
ofi along the meadow. In another moment he
was at the Lrook side,had thrown himself from
the saddle, and was looking earnestly into the

resent state was unequal to restrain
it set off at full speed down the slope towards

the ditch and the eddy of the stream, and Lord Mouutjoyc atonce foundhimself out or his depth.
However, with prompt activity seizing by

one hand a large root which projected from the
bank, he supported himself with this, whilewith the other hand he
clothes, heavy with water, had drawn her down
below the surface.

He obtained a footing against the side and
availing himself of this, and whatever presented
itself tolns grasp, by a vigorous exertion of his
strength he raised himself upon the ban.k—
drawing after him the apparently lifeless formof Laura.

She was lnssnsible, partly through terror,
partly owing to the immersion and the sus
pended snimation which it had temporarily

produced.
Her hat and veil were lost, and her

eautiful hair hung in long dripping threads
down her neck and shoulders.

The face was pale and her eyes was closed;
yet even than Lord Mouutjcye could not but
gaze on her with admiration, as kneeling on
the turf beside her, he supported with his arm
that drooping head, and thought with a glow
of inward rapture of the service he hadaflorded
such a being.

At this moment Lord Jcrmyn came up just.
as Lord Mountjoye said:

“ Thank God she is opening her eyes."It was true and her first glance was for
Lord Mountj0ye—the second for her father.

He at once sent for the burouche, and Laura
well wrapped up was placed inside and driven
to the Castle in company with her mother.

Lord Mountjoye, who himself was not fit to
'oin the hunt, having seen her start, caught

is horse and started by the bridle path for
Eghick

Castle, hoping to precede Laura.
ut she was in bed, had been seen by the

doctor and had told her story to her mother,
and again the hunt had come beck.
_ But nothing had been heard of Lord Mount
Joye.

He had disappeared as completely as it he
had never existed.

From the moment when he separated from
Lord and Lady Jermy-n and their daughter no
one had seen him, save some labourers who
noticed him centering along the bridle path in
the direction of the narrow bridge which crossed
the same brook, from which he had recently
saved Laura.

Here there were signs of a struggle, the
ground was trampled, and down the sides of
the stream Were the marks of a severe contest.
Horse and rider had rolled down the bank.

The rumour soon spread and diligent search

wasllmade
for the young nobleman, without

ava .
But that night his horses body, hnmstrung

and quite dead, was found in an eddy a quarter
of a mile below.

No trace whatever of Lord Mountjoye could
be found, and all were naturally compelled to
think there had been foul play-and that Lord
Shelton Mountjqye had fallen n prey to crime,
as it was well averred Lord Arthur had done.

The most wild rumours prevailed, consterna
tion spread nll over the county, and. men
whispered strargely.
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A TALE OF LONE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 7

Colonel Grant was overwhelmed with grief,

as were Lord Jermyn and Laura.

A cruel fate seemed to have overwhelmed the

last in the direct line of the Seymours, and did

he not turn up Brian ‘would reign in his
stead, as first Lord Mountjoye of the younger
branch.

The entail had not been broken, it could only

be done by Shelton when of age. And then the
willof the late Lord Arthur had not been found,

“Thisisa dreadful ending, if ending it be,

said Oolonel Grant to LcrdJermyn "—so young
—eo generous-so

“ So bravo and noble," replied the Earl grave
ly. " I can scarcely believe itpossible.“

And yet three days had passed without a

‘haoe cf the missing heir being found.
Then rams a misaivs from Brian signed

Mountjoye, announcing his arrival on the
Inorrow to take possession.

The family lawyer on being consulted, de

clared this haste indecent, but could see no
of resisting the claim of the rightful heir.

e came next day and was received in the
by Colonel Grant, Lord Jermyn and

Hr. Stoneham the solicitor.
The new Lord Mountjoye was pale and

haggard, looking as if he had not slept for some

nights. There was a look too of late hard
drmking about him—-but the principal charac
teristic of his manner, was defiance.

“ No news I presume,” he said after the first
'

were over.
"None!" was the grave reply of Colonel

Grant, but many things may militate against
this. He may have been rescued by some one

150whom he was unknown, and may be ill.
“In which oasehe will return” was the cold

reply “ meantime I shall claim my rights.
Should he reappear I can but retire."

At this moment a discreet knocking was
heard and a domestic being told to come in,
entered with a letter on a silver salver.

It was addressed to Colonel Grant in a bold
masculine hand.

" Sir," read the astonished guardian of the
late Baron, “I have never as yet claimed my
rights, but rather than the title and estates

should pass into the hands of that double dyed
assassin Brian Seymour—I will come forward.

"Lord Granville Seymour's wife gave birth
to a child, myself, on her way home from India.
For reasons which cam be ezplai/rwd, this event
was kept a secret. and Lord Granville died in
ignorance of his having a male heir. I have
the solemn aflidavits of nurse, mother, two
doctors, and other witnesses—-copies of which I
enclose.

“ Let nothing be done until I make my
claim in person.

iflmry (listen ffluuntj ugz).

" My solicitors, Messrs. Waller Sc Graham
will give ample information."

“Oan such things be,” cried the Colonel, who
than read out the letter and all the documents.

“ It seems incredible and yet real,” said Lord
Jermyn.

“ Idle impcsture,” exclaimed Brian.
“ At all events," drily remarked Colonel

Grant, “until we are satisfied, myself and Lord
Jermyn as trustees—will give up nothing."

“ This is madness, folly," shouted Brian, the
law will force you. The claim is that of a

hopeless idiot. Lord Granville's wife perished
in the Dublin Castle.

“She lived ten years in obscurity," replied
Colonel Grant reading. “ An awful calamity
befel her—a blight, a curse—but she lived and
had a son."

“ Let him appear."
“All in good time," said a hoarse, strange,

hollow voice from whence no one knew, " and
when the time comes, let traitors and murder
ers tremble." _

The two elders exchanged astonished looks,

while Brian shook like a leaf and approaching
a side-b0ard—-illled s tumbler of brandy, which
he drained to thedregs.

“ You shall hear from me," he said in g

trembling tone and hurried from the room.
The two elder men sat down and with the

lawyer keenly examined the documents.
_'1'hey had all the appearance of being gen

uine. But what did it all mean‘!
They could but wait-—and bide their time.
Meanwhile what had been the fate of Lord

Mountjoye.
Had he perished by a crime, or was he still in

the land of the living}
Time will show.
In a dungeon like chamber, beneath the

Castle-yet furnished lururiously—lay a youth
—trembling between life and death.

CHAPTER III.

A ummonr naa'rmc—a snares secs?
'l‘AOLl—A sras-ruse xrrrraanrrzos.

The night was dark, the rain poured down in
torrents, the vivid lightning now and again
blazed over sea and land, to be followed by
heavy thunder.

A storm of terrible violence was raging over
the land, and many a brave ship would go to
its destruction, many a giant tree measure its
proud length upon the earth.

The darkness was of ink like intensity, save
where the lightning lit up the scene with vivid
and startling distinotness. Then everything
far and near could be seen as by the light of the
sun, the tall trees, theswollen river, the church
tower, the clock of which had just struck the
magic hour of twelve.

Nowhere had the storm raged with more
ungovernable fury, than at Gravelstone, and it
seemed that the powers of hell and heaven had
united to destroy the world.

The wind howled with impetuous force, the
thunder roared with the noise of a thousand
cannon and the rain poured down in a perfect
flood.

The tall tower of Gravelstcne church rocked
with every gust, and the tombstones below dim
and obscure in the darkness, looked ghastly in
the bright glare of the lightning.

No one unless compelled by duty or necessity
would be out on such a night, when one felt
unsafe and insecure even within doors.

And yet what did the lightning reveal!
A human form, the form of a man hurrying

across the churchyard. He walked rapidly
never looking to the right or left, walked with
the air of a man who had some dark and mys
terious and unlawful purpose in view.

Why had he come? What could he want, in
such a place, at such an hour on such a night.
Evldently he had some evil intent.

‘rt.
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8 THE BLUE DWARF;
.

~
_i

_

He wore a heavy cloak, and a slouched hat
almost obscured his face, and he wore spurs at
his heels. -

Evidently he had ridden far, for the horse he
had fastened to the churchyard gate was pant
ing and steaming and covered with mud.

He muttered a bitter curse as he fell over
the mound of a newly made grave, and being
uncertain of his locality waited until the
lightning again lit up the scene.

Then his eyes fell on the headstone of the
newly made grave and he started back aghast
like one suddenly shot, for by the momentary
light of the electric fluidlhe read these simple
words: r

“ In memory of Ellen Brian, who died of a

broken heart."
The words were simple enough of themselves,

but they had astrange efiect upon the man for
he grasped the tombstone for support as he
muttered:

--How strange. She dead and buried here.
Ah lone more nail in his coflin."

And then recovering himself by a great
effort he hurried away muttering a deep oath
that seemed to desecrate the spot.

He never looked back once, for had he taken
this precaution, he would have perhaps found
out that his footstep were being dogged.

Close behind him, taking advantage of every
monument and tombstone to hide herself from
view, came an old woman.

She was a hideous old hag with toothless
g-urns. and a chin and nose that almost met, and
the nails on her boney hands, were like the
talons of a biril of prey.

No human being could be more frightful,and
so revolting was her aspect, that she looked as
if she had newly risen from the grave.

All unconscious of the hideously repulsive
being who was on his track, the stranger con
tinued on his way, nor paused until he reached
the church door.

He stopped for amiuute to gain breath for
the rain and wind had beaten in his face,
setting on the broad seat of the old porch.

Then rising once more he went round the
church. still followed by the dark shadowy form
of the old hag.

It was a strange and curious scene, the
stalwart figure of the man, the bent crooked
form of the old woman leaning on her stick.

There was a
. mingled expression of deep

cunning and expectation on the wrinkled face.
She heeded not the lightning, the thunder or

the rain and wind, although she was thinly
clad and soaked to the skin.

Although old and bent she was unusually
active and ran from one tombstone to the other
with wonderful agility.

The watched and the watcher came suddenly
to a halt, he stops before the door of a vault,
she behind a tombstone.

“Open the door," he cried knocking u on
the panel with the handle of a heavy ri ing
whip. “

Open, open, it is raining hard, and I

want this business over. Come, you are deaf
or drunk.

The door creaked heavily on its rusty hinges,
and a stream of light from a large lantern,
held in the trembling hand of a short floridman
peered out of the mouth of the vault.

“ Why does he disturb the dead at such an
hour?" muttered the old hag behind the tomb
stone. ,

“ What the
_devil were you doing?" cried the

stranger angrily, glaring at the Parish clerk
severely. “ Were you asleep?

"Asleep in such a place as this.” cried Jasper
Hornbridge, whose knees were knocking
together. “ I've been nearly dead with fright.“ Fool," hissed the other contemptuously.“ The dead can harm no one. Jasper Horn
bridge you are a coward."

“ My nerves are rather weak Mr. Woodstock,
returned the other apologetically.

“Hush, breathe not that name," cried the
other fiercely, while the woman leaned forward
at the risk of being discovered to hear what‘
was being said.

“ N o oneis here but the quiet dead," returned
the other. "They cannot overhear us."" Perhaps not, but I do not want my name
mentioned over here," replied the stranger." What a terrible night," cried Jasper Horn
bridge, ‘“ such a night I do not remember since
that on which Lord Mcuntjoye was found
cruelly assassinated, with a knife buried at his
heart, near the Poacher's Oak."

“Talk not of that," cried the stranger speak
ing hastily, as if wishing to change the subject.“I should not have come to such a place on
such a night as this," said Jasper Hornbridge,
except to oblige you."

“ To oblige me, what mea.n’you 7 You shall be
well rewarded," cried the other angrily. “ I

am to pay you for what you do."
At this moment there was a terrific gust of

wind, and the lantern was nearly blown out of
the man's hand, and he retreated into the vault
followed by his companion.

The door was not quite shut but left on the
jar, so there was nothing to prevent the old
woman from creeping into the vault.

It was a terrible risk for her to run.
She hesitated for a moment.
But either curiosity or some deeper motive

induced her to enter the dark portals of the
abode of death.

She hid behind a pile of coffins, where she
could observe without being observed.

The place was dark and clammy, and smelt
of death and decay.

The air was rank and unwholesome, stifling,
and the rows of coflius appalled the eye.

This midnight visit to such a place was very
strange.

What could it portend?
“This is the last resting place of the—yesl—

lllountjoyes" cried the man who had been
addressed as Woodstock, with a hoarse cry, as
he locked round the place. " This is what the
proud race, who hold their heads above all
others, must come to, to be food for worms like
the poorest drudge in the land. Curse them
all, would that the race were at an end, would
that the last Mountjoye was rotting and fester
ing here. Hell flames, how I hate them all."

There was concen-trated passion in his voice,
as he stood in the centre of the vault, his
features convulsed, his form trembling, his
eyes flashing with the bitter intensity of hate,
his large well-formed hand upraised.

The little man started back with a cry of
fear, so terrifically appalling was the aspect of
the stranger, as he stood in his wild frenzy Of
ungovernable and despairing rage.

" I swear by heaven and hell,” cried Robert
Woodstock. as he drew his sword, “ by all the
angels and all the fiends to exterminate the
race like rats. Neither age nor beauty shall be
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 9

than the rest.

The innocent and the guilty shall

eufler alike. My one hope, my one Ob]80ii, my

one religion, is revenge. _ _“ May my eyes be blinded by the lightning,"
he cried, asit flashed across his sword. “ If I

do
not have revenge, may my right hand refuse its
oflice if I do not keep my word."

“ Don’t say any more," said J
bridge, his face disfigured by fear. "Y_0i1
frighten me, you do indeed. I am trembling
all over. I’m in a cold sweat. I'm shakmg
as with the palsy. I shall run away in a

moment, I shall shriek. You might turn upon

me at any moment, you might indeed."
“Fool, provoke me not, or I will run you

through," said Robert, sternly, as he turned
hotly upon Jasper. “ You are such a coward
that you are beneath contempt."

The terrible anger that had possessed him
had died away and Robert sheathed his sword,

and was as calm and self-possessedng ever.
You wouldn’t do that," said Jasper, his teeth

chattering in his head." You haven't brought
me here to murder me."

“ What object would it serve for me to
murder you 7" asked Robert roughly. “ Come

t out the coifin that contains the remains
ofLord Mountjoye, Arthur of the name. We

Horn

<must to work. It will not do to waste time."
“ That is it," said Jasper, lifting the lantern

high inthe, air, and pointing to a cofiin much

“ That is the coflin that contains the earthly
remains of Lord Mountjoye."

“Then it must be opened," cried Robert
Woodstock. To work man, ofl with the lid."

“ Me open the coflin," said Jasper in baleinl
tones. I really cant, sir, pray excuse me. If
I had known I’d have brought the sexton. I
would indeed. Opening coiiins is not the
‘work of a Parish clerk."

“lwant no other witnesses to this night's
wcrk,', cried Woodstock. "Set to work and

it at once, or I'll crop off your ears."
“Oh don't, please don't," cried Jasper, putting

his hand over those useful appendages. Please
.don't. Leave me alone and I’ll be a good boy.
as I usedtosayat school. Oh! oh! oh!

The cries were extracted from the Parish
-clerk at the point of Robert's sword, for he was
pricking him in the thick pert of the leg with
the end of his good blade.

“ Will you do what I ask 7"“ All you ask and more," cried Jasper Hom
-bridge desperately. I'll open the cofiin like a

sardine-box. I'll do anything if you'll only
leave ofl. This is a most undignified way of
treating a Parish clerk, It is 1 assure you."

“ Hold your tongue. man, and do what I tell
you," cried Robert Woodstock. " Don’t delay
me longer."

Jasper seeing there was no alternative com

menced his task with many a deep groan.
The task was not an easy one, and Jasper

was a novice at the work.
"You ought to have got a body-snatcher to

do this part of the business," he cried, as he
‘worked away with hammer and chisel, the dull
heavy thuds echoing through the vault.

Frequently he would hit his fingers instead
of the handle of the olbel. and would give a

howl of pain. “‘“'
Atlast the splinters began to fly in every

directi0n,and all of a sudden, using all his force,
the cofiin lid was wrenched open, and fell on
the stone floor with a heavy crash.

The sight that was revealed in the two men
was a horrible one, mid Jasper turned from the
decaying remains with a horrified shudder, I
deathly faintness stealing over him.

Surely Robert Woodstock had not had the
coffin opened merely to gratifymorbid ourioity.

For a moment he stood gazing down upon the
remains of the man he had hated in life with
almost fiend-like intensity.

Then he advanced nearer to the cofiln.
Recovering from his fright and horror Jasper

once more glanced towards the cofin, and saw
that Robert had put his hand under the pillow
that supported the corpses head.

He gave a wild cry of triumph as he drew
forth his hand in which he held a thick pareh.
ment which looked like a will.

“ I have got it," he cried, waving it aloft. “ I
thought I should find it here. It is worth all the
trouble I have taken to possess myself of it.”

‘éWhat is it T" asked Jasper Hornbri
curiously as he quickly put on the lid of the
ooflin with tremblinghand.

“ That I not you curious fool," said
Robert, angrily. “ It is enough for me to tell
you that it is important to me to possess it. ahl
No one else shall ever know of its existence." I
will destroy it at the earliest opportunity.

“ Liar, you shall not do it," croaked a shrill
voice, and rushin from her place of conceal
ment, mother Grip, fbr such \vu.s' the name of
the mysterious woman, matched tho parchment
out of Robert Woodstock’s hand, and stood
before him her bent body for once erect, her
eyes flashing defiance.

For a moment the two men were too startled
to speak, and stood regarding the old woman,
Robert with unaffected surprise and astonish
ment, Jasper in fear and consternation.

They had thought themselves without a
witness.

Robert was the first to recover himself.
“ Give me back those papers,” he cried with

an oath. Give them back if you do not want
me to do you an injury, you old mad woman."

“ I may be mad but I'll see justice done,"
answered mother Grip. “ I know you well,
Robert Woodstock, and listen to my w

'
.

Do so while there is yet time, dc not t
until it is too late. Heed unto my words or a
terrible fate will overtake you, and the just
punishment of heaven will fall upon your head.
I can read the stars. and can read the future,
do not mock my well meant warning."

“Curse you old witch and give me back the
papers," cried Robert, white with rage.

“Never, if you tear me limb from limb.”
“ You ought to be burnt you witch," said

Robert. “ Give them up or I will kill you."
“Give them up like a sensible woman," said

Jasper Hornbridge. “ Woodstock is a desperate
man."

“ No one shall have them but their rightful
owner," returned mother Grip. “ I will defend
them with my life." ___.

“Then your blood be on your own. Jhe.-id,"
exclaimed Robert, and he rushed. 1upon the
woman trying to tear the paper from her tslon
like fingers. _“ I will hold them till the last," shriekcd the
woman. “ You shall not have them. Robert
Woodstock, you shall not cheat the dead or
defraud the living. Help! help! Murder l"

"No one will hear you here,“ cried Robert
exultingly,and. raising his fist on high he struck
her _ou the centre_of_the_ forehead with ten-ifig
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10 THE BLUE DWARF;m~
force, and tore the papers from her hand.

With a piercing shriekshe fell to the ground,
stunned and bleeding. _“We must be gone," cried Hebert. tvrnmsb
the Parish clerk. " The woman brought it on
h rself."

0“ I'm quite ready," IBP-lied J9-lP°I-'1 W110
although disgusted with Robert's treatment Of
the womanwas too terrifiedto tell him so

Bhe lay bathed in blood to all appearances
dead.

“Al1la.hlahl" sail a voice and a peal of
demoniao laughter reverberated through the
vaults, and turning round they confronted the
Blue Dwarf who had suddenly appeared on ii-116
scene from a dark recess. “Ah, ahl You Robert
Woodstock; what brings you here ?”

_“ Tan thousand fiends," cried Robert, E‘?~11118
at the hideous featuresiof the extraordinary
being, while with a frantic y_ell of terror, Jasper
rushed out of the place his face white with
f .
6%-hen with a cry like that of a wild beast the

Blue Dwarf, darted at Robert, _wh0 110$Wlfllllllg
the

enclouiter,
followed q\1-l<>k1Y after "1"

P '
h

E‘rl8'll
:U:lrllgO

yo —~tear you into a thousand

Pietes,"
Yell

8 "the
lue Dwarf. “ I‘l1 scratch

u our e e .0
Egbert grade no reply, but rushing to the

door closed it after him, and it went into its
place with a loud bang. The Blue Dwarf was
a prisoner in the house of death, shut up in the
dark vault with the rotting deed.

He beat at the heavy door with his fists, he
kicked, but all in vain. Robert Woodstock
had outwitted him, and he was left to diea
lingering death in the stifling vault, to be
gnawed by rats. . The prospect of such a doom
was simply awful, and for a moment he was
stunned with awe and dread.

But the strange being, so unexpectedly a
witness to the scene of sacrilege, soon recovered
himself. He was not one to yield to womanly
fears. His one first cry was torn from him as
much by rage as fear, and he soon recovered
himself.

It was Saturday night and next day the
church must be opened for worship. He must
make the first person who entered hear his
shouts when he would be released.

True he would be discovered and some
explanation of his presence have to he given.
That was easy enough, but what would people
think of him—he who had kept himself con
cealed fcr years from alll human ken.

He would be the wonder of the country side,
and curiosity once excited, he would have to
invent some story to account for his very
existence.

Reveal the truth he would not.
He seated himself on a stone monument and

began to think.
Then he heard a scampering in the vault and

knew that the vile foes of humanity, the
rodento that infest the charnel house were
oollecting—making ready for the attack.

He had no weapon save a huge clasp knife.
His pistols, without which he never travelled,
were in his holsters, on the back of his faithful
steed, hid in a copce close by.

He clutched the weapon he had and waited.
But the rats made no attempt to advance.

What restrained them.
Lh—what was than?

Alowmoanfallonhisear. 'lIhauhereu'asm
bered the old woman, and became convinced
that the rats were at work on her I-lmod
inanimate corpse.

Again the moan was reechoed in the vsult—
this time louder and in a tone of wildand
sgonised anguish.

Heltartedtohisfeet andmovedinthe
direction of the piteous cries. As he did so he
stumbled over something which he clutched
with his long bony fingers.

It was the lantern of the Parish clerk.
Quick as thought could make him do so he

remembered that he always carried aphosphorio
light, with matches.

By the aid of these he Soon lighted his lantern
and away, wildly, madly for the moment went
the rats, scared by the light.

The woman was bleeding still from the
wound in her forehead which, however, wag
not very severe. She had been more stunned
than hurt,s.nd now the gnawing of the ravenous
vermin had roused her.

The sight of the Blue Dwarf seemed torouss
her more than anything else.“ You here 1" she faltered“ Yes—and likely to remain," he answered
grimly, “ until we are made the wonder-gaze of
gaping fools to-mcrrow."

“ Grip will not be laughed at," was the
snarling reply; have you brandy.

The dwarf produced a flask and handed it to
the woman, who drank freely. Then by the
aid of the other she rose, leaned on her stick

charnel house.
“ The fools," she criedfsnarling, “ they cant

keep me out or in “—nnd while the Blue
Dwarf supported her she fumbled at the lock
of a kind ofwicket gate in the large square door.

But it would not act. Either the Parish
clerk knew the secret and had used it. or some
thing was wrcng in the Works

“Wel1," said the Blue Dwarf in a tone of
deep anxiety. “ Gan you not open it?"“ The foul fiend take Jasper Hornbridgo,
gasped Grip. “ He’s broken the spring, or
pushed the bolt."

“Then we are prisoners after all," was the
cold response of the singular being who stood
beside her.

“ Yes l" she cried wildly, “prisoners unto
death."

“ We must make ourselves heard," continued
the Blue Dwarf.

“No voice from the charnel house can reach
above," groaned old Grip. “ The doors are too
thick and the pavement too dead—we shall
perish—if Jasper does not take pity on us. Thy
man is mercenary—would sell his soul for gold
but he is not cruel. If he can overcome his
fear, he will release us.”

“ He will never face me," said the unfortu
nate cripple with a deep sigh. Mankind all
fear me, who do not hate me-and yet in my
life I never wronged a human being or did an
unkind action.

“ Who knows you loves you Zorab," the
woman repeated genfly—hn_rsh, repulsive and
fierce as she was to most she was gentle to him—“ but what can be done?’

“ Nothing responded the dwarf, seating
himself on a stoue—and relapsing into oom
plete silence.

and tottered towards the heavy door of the *

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. ll

Respecting his mood, as he obv1_0\1B1Y
d°"l’°d

Grip herself remained for some time wraPP°d
in her own thoughts.

Suddenly the Blue Qwsrf HP
“ I feel strangely drowsy ," he said.

“So do I," cried Grip,
“ 'tis the gulefl £10111

the oofiins. The door is cl0sed—and the looP'
hcles are shut. The rascals feared 1111119the

sight of llghts might betray them—B66 $119

lantern burns blue.”
The dwarf rushed to where a narrow loop

hole in the mighty foundation wall usually
admitted a small modicum of air from without

As he did so he staggered. The mephitw B11

smote him as he advanced, and before he

reached, what might have proved a. haven of
safety, he fell prostrate on the dank and horrid
floor of the vauit. _ _

As he fell he uttereda wild and deafening

ml He tool" gasped the beldame in a faint
voice, “and must we perish—can nothing save

us—help—-the-foul air is ch.oki.ug me—must I
die 7" and she too fell senseless on the ground,
Silence reigned once more in the fetid smelling
charnel honse, but only for a few minutes.

A scampering might have been heard, a few
sharp squeaks and then once more the army of
foul and disgustingrats returned to the charge,

gaging
for the blood of their human

oes.

CHAPTER IV.
ms Mssxsn oar-rant.

Robert Woodstock the papers safely in his
pocket, hurried across the churchyard, and
mounting his horse rode away at headlong
speed.

It was a dangerous ride, for it was so dark
that he could not see a. yard before him.

The lightning and thunder had ceased, It
was still pouring and the rain heat down
piteously inhis face.

Not one thought of pity for the poor de
formed being he had left entombed alive in the
vault entered his heart.

The fate he had consigned him towns a most
horrible one.

It was a fearful crime to leave a fellow
creature to die a lingering death in such a place
without food, without light, the air half
poisoned by the decaying remains of the dead.

But what cared Robert Woodstock.
He had gained his end and that was enough

for him. Let all who stood in his way die.
Neither the crimes he had committed or the

denunciations of mother Grip, who was be
lieved by the country folk to be in league with
the demon of darkness, had the least effect
upon him.

It rather amused him than otherwise to know
that he had outwitted mother Grip, and that
singular being of whom he had vaguely heard,
the Blue Dwarf, and a smile came over his face
when he thought of the terrible suffering they
would undergo before death mercifully came
to their release.

How he wished that all his enemies were
confined in that loathsome vault together.

They had brought the terrible doom on
themselves he told himself. by meddlirg in
matters which could not concern them.

And now they would pay the penalty for
their morbid curiosity.

'

On on he went, through the country lanes at
headlong speed, spurring his horse to fresh
exertions.

It was a wild ride, and the hedges seemed to
fly behind him.

“ On, on," he cried as he stroked the horses
silky mane, “ on, on, I must reach Monktown
before daylight. I have an appointment that
must be kept. Do your best Brimstone."

The horse seemed to understand-his words
and dashed forward with redoubled speed,
plunging through the numerous pools of water
that had collected in the roadway.

All was still save for the rapid ring of his
steed’s hoofs, given back by a thousand gloomy
echoes.

The darkness was increased by the heavy
boughs of the trees that hung over the narrow
roadways.

Herpace was like that of the wind, all the
blood and mettle of her race horse sire was
roused within her.

Dashing onward through the darkness at
headlong speed, both steed and rider seemed to
share in the wild excitement of the moment.

Suddenly Robert heard the sound of voices
immediately in front of him.

“ Here he is! we have got him," cried one.
“ I told you he would come this way."

“ Silence fool," returned another, angrily.
“ He will hear you, and we shall lose our prom
ised reward."

Exerting all his strength Robert pulled at
the reins, throwing the mare on her haunches
in the midst of her breathlem gallop.

She reared and snorted in abject terror. and
had_ not Robert been a splendid rider, would
have flung him to the ground.

Right before their path was the trunk of a

huge tree, which had evidently not been blown
down by the wind, but felled by the hand of
mun for some purpose.

It completely blocked the way.
Evidently an ambush had been prepare-_‘11(,;

him, for he saw faces from behind the barri
cade and the gleam of pistols, and swords.

He knew that he was in deadly peril, but he
did not lose his presence of mind. .

Whatever faults Robert had deficiency of
courage was not among their number.

He was as brave as a lion.
The odds wereterribly against him for there

were six men against one, but hedetermined to
fight to the last.

They could only have one motive, and that
was to rob him.

He came to this conclusion at once, and
acted accordingly.

“What means this stoppage on the King's
higl1way."’ he cried. " What right have you to
interfere with a peaceful man on~his homsward
journey,

" Surrender, surrender, or we fire," cried a
tall man with n. black musk over his face, who
seemed to be the leader of the party.

“ Surrender for what and to whom," replied
Robert, defiantly.

“ Waste not valuable time, but do what you
are commanded to do," answered he of the
black mask. “ We only want to borrow all the
valuables you have about yen."

“ Why should I surrender?" asked Robert.
“ Because we are six to one," was the answer.
"act like asensible man and give up your
sword. To resist would be worse than mudnest
We must have the papers you have about yolk’,
“ What papers 3"
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is rim BLUE nwsnr;_._-.~
“ The paper-s*you took ircm the oofiin, in @116

ou that f" cried Robert with a

vault,"
“ How know y

start of surprise, wondering in what waY 11°°f
the black mask mid become possessed or this
knowledge. _ _" Never mind that," said the captain Of the

y, “ once for all will you give them up 7"
“ I will defend them with my life," returned

Robert.
,“Then your blood be on your own head,

cried the captain. “ I will count three and
then, it you do not give

I:
-E

the Pipe". W6
shall fire. We must have e papers at any
price."

ll One."
“Tw0."
Robert waited to hear no more, for the

muzzles of six pistols were pointed at head.
It was a desperate position to be m and

looked like certain death.

Quick as thought he drew his pistol from his
holsters and fired among them, just as the
leader counted the fatal three.

A shrill shriek rent the air, and one of the
six

!§6Il
fell to the ground mortally wounded.

ll 1'-relll
Before this order could be executed, Robert

put Brimstone to the leap, uttering as he did
so a loud cry of defiance.

With one mighty effort the steed leaped the
barrier, striking two men to the ground and
trampling one under foot.

The tall captain with a cry of rage seized the
mare by the bridle, but Robert quick as thought
lifted his sword on high, and brought it down
on the upturned face, giving it a nasty gash.

Then with a shout of wild triumph Robert
raced away, the bulleiz whizzing harmleesly
over his head, the sharp crack of the pistols
echoing over the country.

“ A hundred golden guineas for the man who
runs him to earth," cried the captain. To
horse men, to horse, he must. not escape.

To leap into their saddles was the work of a

moment. _ _
Led by their infuriated oapta.m_ they started

in pursuit, eager to avenge their comi-side's
death; but more eager still to obtain the prom
ised reward.

Robert heard the clatter of hcofs behind him
and the hoarse shouts of the men as they
swept down the road.

They all kept together, the captain leading
the way.

Robert had the utmost confidence in his
mare, and had she been fresh he would have
easily distanced his pursuers.

But unfortunately, she had covered a great
deal of ground already.

The pace was terrific, and every vein in
Robert's body tiugled with excitement.

It had indeed been a night of peril and
adventure.

Away! away! Along narrow country lanes
and lonely commons, over hedges, ditches and
gates, through streams, across bridges dashed
Robert, still followed by his determined pur
Iuers.

They were now close upon his heels.
They had thinned out now, and only three

were in sight. the others horses being unableto
keep up the terrible pace.

Brimstone was evidently beginning to feel
distressed.

She was white with foam and her blufi
came in quick snorting gasps.

Suddenly Robert heard a shout of triumph
from behind, and looking back saw that they
were gaining ground.

" Ah, we shallhavohim yet,cried the captain,
while Robert gave back an answering cry of
defiance.

A steep hill lay in front of Robert, a hill that
would try the mettle of the tired steed to the
utmost.

Slowly the exhausted horse toiled up the
steep incline, the brave animal doing all in its
power to carry his master out of danger.

His pursuers were gaining on him every
moment, the masked captain who bestrode the
fleetest steed greatly in advance of the others.

They came thundering down the hard
road wild with intense fury and excite

meult,
bent on the destruction of Robert Wood

stoc .
Nearer and nearer came the masked captain,

a feeling of implacable hatred at his heart.
The blow that Robert had given him with

his sword would mark him for life.
He would carry the scar to the grave.
The masked captain was only fifteen yards

behind Robert when he arrived at the summit
of the hill.

Robert looked eagerly before him, over the
surrounding country to see if there was any
chance of escape as he dashed furiously down
the reverse slope of the hill followed by the
captain.

The moon had come out from behind a bank
of clouds and shone down brightly on the
scene, the rain had ceased.

“Death or surrender, " cried the masked
captain, “if you do not pull up your horse I put

a pistol shot through your back."
Robert made no reply, but kept on his wild

and headlong course, and taking a pistol out
of his belt the masked captain fired.

But his aim was uncertain, and the bullet
only passed through Robert's hat

There was only two yards between them now
and they would be neck and neck in another
moment.

Robert pulled up suddenly, and as the
captain passed by at headlong speed unable to
check his horse in a moment, fired the pistol at
him.

It took , effect,
His left arm hung down uselessly, and he

uttered a terrible oath.
He was in fearful pain for the bullet had

penetrated the muscles of his arm,but notwith
standing this he drew his sword and attacked
Robert fiercely, calling to his men to hasten to
his assistance.

The two blades as they crossed glittered in
the moonlight, the ring of the steel was heard
in the still night air.

Both were good swordsmen, but Robert was
the cooler of the two.

The other maddened with rage, fought with
blind recklessness.

The captain was now joined by his men allfi
the three attacked Robert vi$_*orously.“ Come on you cowards: three to one," cried
Robert. “ I will spill some of your vile blood
before I am vanquished."

Die, bragging fool." hissed the masked
captain.s.s he made a lunge that the othcl

“ Die the death oleskillfully turned aside.
cur. ' '
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

LIAIB YOU SHALL NOT DO IT

" If I die it will be the death ofabrave man,"
replied Robert. “ Take ofi that mask and let
me see your face."

“ Cut him down;" cried the masked captain." Gut ofl his bragging tongue."
“ Come on you murderers," shouted Robert,

defiantly. “ I will not die before I have
rendered a. good account of myself."

As he spoke he raised his sword on high and
with terrific force brought it down on the skull
of one of his assailants.

Fortunately for the man, his head was pro
tected by a thick slouched hat.

Otherwise he would have been killcd.
As it was he rolled from his horse stunned

and bleeding.
‘date Robert could recover himself he was

attacked with redoubled fury, and the masked

captain with a cry of triumph, knocked the
sword out of his hand.

He was now at the mercy of his foes, for he

had no time to draw his pistol. _
The masked captain made a plunge s.th1s

heart, which had it taken effect would have

undoubtedly killed him, but at this moment
the exhausted man fell to the ground with a

pitiful cry which sounded heart-reading in lb
on .

.gTh)i1s the fatal thrust was averted and the
sword only inflicted a slight wound in his
shoulder.

Robert was thrown ofi his horse, on the grass
that grew beside the roadway, with such force
that he lost his senses.
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14 ms BLUE nwssr;

“This to make sure of him," cried the masked
captain, firing his ’pistol at Robert, but fortu
nately missing him, in his excitement. " Ho
is a wretch and deserves to die."

Saying this he dismounted from his horse
and putting his hand in Robert's pocket
brought out the papers he had defended so
bravely not forgetting to relieve him of his
cash and valuables.

“Be quick, Captain," cried the other man,
“be quick for heaven's sake. A party of
Bow-street oflieers are coming down the road,
and We shall be nabbed."

“ We'll give them a pretty dance," cried the
captain as he mounted his horse. “The red
breasts shall not have us."

OHAPTEB. V.

IR THE OASTLE VAULT.

The Blue Dwarf lay prostrate only a few
minutes, and then recovering himself slightly
at the sound of the advancing foe, he lifted
his head, feeling at the same time a cool
current of air playing through a rat hole upon
his heated brow.

This roused him slightly and gazing round
his eyes fell on the hammer, chisel and crow
bar which had been used by the despoilers of
the dead, in opening the desecrated cotfin.

He leaped up, drained some of his brandy,
gave a portion to Grip, and then bade her rouse
herself and aid him in anattack on the door.

First, however, he removed the rags and
straw which stopped up the loophole, admitting
the coolnight airthat came like liquid fragrance
to his parched brow and feverish lips.

Securing the tools they new approached the
doorway. To open the door itself was im
possible, so huge were the hinges and so thick
the oaken panels. Old Grip. however, pointed
out that the wicket, which had been let into
the old doorway, was of weaker materials and
had no cross plating on the panels.

The Biue Dwarf whose arms were possessed
of gigantic strength, attacked the doorway
with the orowbar, and soon found that it gave
way—spintered in twain.

Two minutes later. they were in the church
yard, the tower clock striking five.

“This way," whispered the dwarf, hurrying
the woman after him to the dense copse
behind the building, where he had loft his
horse.

The animal was quite safe and by its
whinnying testified its delight at the approach.
ingfootsteps of its master, who speedily re
moved its nose-bag—it had plenty of corn—and
proceeded to assist Grip in front of him.

"You must come," he said in a hoarse whisper.
" One whom you love is in danger.

“ I need your min.istrations—
" When 7" the woman asked.
" The Light of Beaufort Towcr " was the

whispered answer.
“ Lead on I" answered the beldame. " In

such a case let lightning flash, winds blow, and
the heavens crash above —and yet will I follow
thee Zorab."

And the
_Blue Dwarf without mother word

mounted his steed, a powerful horse, all bone
and muscle, which made light of the double
burden.

The male rider once they had cleared the
oops_e turned into the high road, took the reins
inhishandandsent the fresh animalofiata
rattling pace.

They did not follow the same highway as

tl_1B-tseleoted by Woodstock, but made in the
direction of the Castle, They passed several
cottages, the inmates of which were already up
and preparing for the labours of the day.

Those who were in their front garden
stared at the horse and its rider, dashing past
like a whirlwind, and went in to tell storin
of his Satanic Majesty, riding with Dame Grip,
on a huge steed that emitted fire from iil
nostrils. '

And mothers trembled and pressed their
infant offspring to their bosoms, asking all
good angels to shield them from evil temptation.

And still on went the mighty steed, with its
weird riders, until they came to the oft men
tioned brook, over which they had to pass to
reach the secret entrance to the dungeon caves
of the old castle.

They had to cross by a ford, which came up
to the horse's girths, but the spirited animal
never swerved or hesitated—away he went at
his utmost speed, and soon entered the artificial
valley made from the disused quarry we have
already described.

The gloomy entrance was reached and here
they found a boy awaiting them.

The Blue Dwarf alighted, lifted mother Grip
ofi and handed the reins to the youth.

“ Any news Bob ?" asked the Blue Dwarf in
an authoritativep tone.

“ He‘: very bad," was the answer and retired
at once with the horse.

'

Zcrab as he was called by the beldame
entered rapidly, followed by ancient Grip, and
dashed through some narrow passages, into
a vaulted chamber with three doors.

The centre one opened at a touch and the
two hurried in to find themselves in a room,
well furnished, with a comfortable fire.

In the corner, behind a screen, was a bed,
and to this both hastened.

On it lay Shelton Seymour, Lord Monntjoye,
pale, thin, deathlike.

Beside him sat a woman, who wiped his lips
and gave him soothing drinks, but without il
any way calming the sufferer.

“ Leave him to me," said old Grip. “Hi
wants a febrifuge, and I must collect it."

The Blue Dwarf, who had great faith in the
woman, allowed her to go out, and leaving the
other nurse to watch, passed on through anothel
door, and for a time disappeared within thb
mysterious vaults below the ruins.

The woman Grip soon returned. The young
lord tossed wildly on his bed of sickness, hil
eyes rolling wildly, his lips muttering in
coherent words.

The ancient beldame at once proceeded to
make a deooction of herbs in a small saucepan,
and having after careful manipulation pro
duced some draught. which met with he:
approval. she contrived to make the patiefl
swallow it.

He resisted at first, becoming more restlel
and feverish, but presently yielding to HI
inevitable a great change manifested itself.
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A TALE or LOVE, mrsrsnr, mo cams. is

He burst into a profound perspiration and
than fell into a sound and to all appearance
refreshing slumber.

At the end of trwo hours the Blue Dwarf're
turned, signified his approval, and seating
himself beside the patient awaited his awaken
ing. Not for long. _

The young earl presently opened his eyes
and, gazed around with an intelligent glance.

He stared with open mouth at the strange
apparition of the Blue Dwarf, as well as the
woman who stood somewhat aloof. _“ You feel better my lord," saidhis singular
host in a quiet soothing tone.

“ Yes—but where am I—-what is the meaning
of all this 2" asked the youth.

"I will tell you my lord," continued the other
and at once related all that the reader knows,
and much more with which he is not

uainted.
e young earl listened with awe, and almost

inoredu.lity,r.ntilthe speaker satisfied him upon
many points that wanted explanation.

“And now," said the mysterious being. “ It
is for you to decide. Will you remain in
seclusion awhile so as to confound your enemies,
or will you at once blason to the world your
existence, put the evil doers on their guard and
run further risks.

“ But my friends," responded the earl,
“Colonel Grant, Lord Jermyn, Miss Jermyn."

“You can communicate with them without
reserve,‘ replied the other. “ But first let me
explain much that you do not understand, and
which may move a warning and a guide to you
in the dark days to come.

The young earl would gladly have asked how
thisstrange and singular being came to take
such an interest in him, and how he came

of such unlimited knowledge of his
nfiairs.

But he felt himself too weak for much
questioning, while the others manner, though
kind and gentle, did not seem to invite much
questioning.

When the Blue Dwarf had finished a long
and intricate explanation, he again tendered
the earl a potion, which he drank willingly—
it was this time strongly impregnated with
nutritive qualities—and soon slept.

Next morning he was almost himsell again,
and quite ready for action.

3 5 I O

In a large handsome chamber, about an hour
after breakfast, sat the Colonel, Lord and‘ Lady
Jermyn and Laura. It was a cosy chamber,
with all that was comfortable. On the walls
were a few cabinet pictures, which at first
appeared dark and dingy, but which, when any
one looked further. turned out to be gems.

But the occupants of the room took no note
ct anything the room contained.

They were deeply anxious. The two gentle
men were conversing in low hushed tones,while
Lady Jermyn was doing her best to comfort
the girl who still sulfering from her im
mersion was inconsolable from uncertainty .
as to the fate of Lord Mountjoye.

“He must have perished," she said in a tone
of deep dejection, “and all because he saved
poor me."

“ My dear—his diso nee is inexplicable
—but no body has been found," urged net
mother, “this alone leaves a loophole for H16.

At this moment a domestic entered with a
letter addressed to Colonel Grant, marked
private a/mi immediate, in an unknown hand.

As soon as the domestic had retired, the
Colonel broke the seal, and read.

“ From Mountjoye," he cried.
All rose by one instinctive motion.
“Thank God," was the fervent cry of Lord“

Jermyn, while both mother and daughters:
changed delighted glances, as they fervently
pressed hands.

“ But what has the boy to say for himself 7"
asked Lord Jermyn.

“ Listen: Saved from a cruel death, under
strange and almost miraculous oircumstancel.
I wish my being alive to remain unknown. Bo
in the Blue Boom at eleven, keep the door fast
and I will communicate with you in person."

“The Blue Room," cried the earl.
“ Is this," responded Colonel Grant, as lib

fastened the door, “ but really I do not under
stand -—"

At this moment there was_a knocking at the
panels at the end of the room, one glided back,
and admitted the young ear1—-pale, haggard
but smiling.

We leave the details of the meeting to the
reader's imagination.

Then followed explanations and tbeveiaborr
tion of plans, which will probably be revealed
as our narrative proceeds.

But one thing was resolved on. The presence
of the earl in the house was to be made known
to no one.

He was to come and go as he wished, but his
friends were to be kept in constant cognizance
of his movements.

Under these circumstances it was arranged
that the Jermyns should for some time take u
their abode at the Castle, while the supposes
search for Lord be
relaxed.

It was all very mysterious, very remarkabl
and very inexplicable, but the young ea:
wished it, and no one was prepared to say him
nay.

Mountjoye was not to

CHAPTER VI.

‘PHI MASKBD CAPTAIN.

When Robert came to his senses his head was
aching violently, and having risen, he opened
his eyes and looked about him.

The first thing that met his eyes was a man
tied hand and foot against a tree. It was the
identical individual that he had thrown to the
ground in his recent fight with the masked
captain.

Much puzzled he turned his eyes in mother
direction, and saw close to him a party of men
whom he recognised as Bow-street ' runners

What could it mean ? Why were his hands
and feet firmly bound?

Why had they taken him prisoner!
He felt bewildered and exhausted f1-omit

of blood and cried aloud in a husky voice.
“ Water, water, give me something Q

drink."
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16 THE BLUE DWARF ;'~
The party of oficers attracted by his cries

looked round, and one of them evidently in
command of the little band, came towards him.

He was a man of middle height and evidently
considered himself a personage of great im

portance. He was portly in person and walked
with an ugly swagger, and his face was round

and'i'Vedl,l’ eyesdsmalll
and

cunnmd R b t‘ e " esai as estoppe eors 0 er .
“Give me water, my throat is parched,"

returned Robert, angrily. “The thirst I feel
is

alrilnost unbeuabtl£a.”
,

d C I th“ his is better an water’ sai ro y e
captain of the Bow-street Rzinners, as he took
a flask from his pocket, and held it to Robert's
lips.

Robert drank the brandy eagerly and felt

oonséderably revilvfi. f th d“ ou feel al e better or at," sai
Croly with a grin, “ Don't you Captain Steele?"

“ It has revived me," replied Robert, but you
have evidently taken me for some other person.
Release me at once, my name is not Captain
Steele.

“Come captain, that won't do," said Croly
the Bow-street Runner, laughing as if at some
huge joke. _“ It _won't do no good I tell you, to
deny your idenity. You must consider me
green if you think I am going to let you go'
when there's five hundred pounds olfered for
your apprehension."

And he burst into aloud peal of laughter,
in which his subordinates joined.

“You have made a stupid mistake" said
Robert, angrily. “I repeat my name isnot
Captain Steele."’

“Then what is your name l" said Croly
incredulously.

“That I shall not divulge," replied Robert.
“You are an obstinate fool, and ought not to
be trusted Ii such a responsible position, you
will get into trouble over this, you are not fit
for your business if you arrest innocent persons.

Thug rebuked Croly turned very red and
many of his subordinates enjoying his discom
fltnre had great difllculty in suppressing their
laughter.

“ Sniggins I am surprised at you," said oflicer
Croly , tuming upon one unfortunate individual
who grinned‘ more than the rest. “ You are
laughing, sir, actually laughing. I'll report
you, sir for laughing at your superior ofiicer."

“Never more serious in my life, sir," replied
poor Sniggins, turning very red in his effort to
suppress his mirth. “ Couldn't be more serious
if I was at a funeral."

“Sniggins," cried his superior ofiicer se
verely. Sniggins you are a liar. You are
laughing now, laughing like a h-yena. I'm
surprised and disgusted; is there anything 1-i.
diculous about me 7"

“No, sir," stammei-ed poor Sniggins. "I
did not mean any ofience"

“Sniggins you have been drinking," cried
Croly, severely, I shall report you at head
quarters as unfit for your position. Sniggins
you are an ass."

“Yes, sir," returned Sniggins submissively,
and having extinguished Sniggins, Croly turned
to his prisoner, saying:

“ I shall see you hanged. You may brag and
blaster, but I have got the best of the joke,
Captain Steele, for I shall see you strung up,
and be the richer by many sovereigns."

“ You will get nothing by my captui-e,, re
turned Robert Woodstock, cooly. “ You have

made a blunder f°1' °l1°e. and if you do not re

lleaa-B6 m
e
t

v
é
lll b
e the l8.I:|.gh1ng_sl'0ck of London.

sh
m no aptam Steele the hlghwayrnan, 0;

5 °°m51‘"Y. I have just been robbed of someV
“"3519 PBPQTB, by 11party of robbers."

Tell that to some one else," said Croly, witha
cunning leer.

:1 am mum! the truth," said Robert,
¢l“1°k1y- “ I W88 going quietly along when I

;”::::*:;?§:.“2.>:.“.*;““"‘.:t;":*;=°;“-
We

I e In t

was
I-‘tied

to the tree.
Po e mm who

“
onsense he's f P315"

'

Croly- “You haveonhfad) 8yl.(')::V amongreygblia-ti
selves, and were left by your associates aft“
the? had knocked you over the head. You
had a quarrel over the division of the spoils or
something of the sort."

“Iwssattackedb tlim dlftf d "
said Robert.

y 6 an e or ad’
“ Gammon " returned Croly shaldng his

119"-<1,and than turning to the luau who was
tied to the tree.

“ Isn't he your captain?"
_“MY captamt yes, I should think he was,"

the
min. Bflvagely. _“ If I swing, he shall

F-Wmg too. He was spiteful against Wood
stock for the blow he had given him and saw Q
good prospect of revenge.

“ Oh Captain Steele," said oflicer Croly, with
a grin. “ It's no use when even your own men
turn against you. I have been looking after
you for months and have nabbed you at last,
although you have served me many a dirty trick;
but you shunt escape me this time, oh dear no,
not if I know it." and he rubbed his hands
with delight at the idea of having captured
such a prize.

Seeing that argument was useless, Robert
relapsed into sulky silence.

Soon after the order was given to mount and
Robert, his arms tied behind his back, his legs
tied under a horse's ‘belly, was put between
two men—Bi-imstone being too exhausted to
be ridden_ was led along by one of the oificers.

To have offered resistance would have been
fatal. he could do nothing but submit.

But he was only waiting his time.
Perhaps they would not be so vigilant after

awhile. At all events he must exercise the
virtue of patience.

After a sharp ride of five miles they pulled
up before an inn. and knocking loudly at the
door obtained admittance.

“ We need rest and refreshment," said Croly
to the landlord, " for we have ridden far."

“ You are welcome." replied the landlord,
respectfully, and then he looked curiously at
the prisoner.

“ We have just captured Captain Steele, the
celebrated highwayman." cried Croly, proudly
pointing to Robert. “ He is worth his weight
in gold. Have you any secure place where W0
can put the prisoner for safety 7

'1

“ There is a loft over the stable that will do
nicely,” said the landlord. while his daughter, a

pretty golden-haired girl of about sixteen,
looked pityingly at Robert Woodstook‘s hand
some countenance.

“ Then lead the way to it," said Croly. “Bring
the prisoner along my men."

The men obeyed and Robert found himselfh
a loft, the only entrance being through a trap
door which led into the stable below.

This was securely bolted, and the prisoners
were left together still securely bound, whlll
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A TALE OF LOVE. MYSTERY. AND CRIME. 17

the Bow-street Runners returned to the hos
pitable parlour to refresh the inner man.

The reflections of the prisoners left to them
selves were far from pleasant ones.

It had been an unlucky night's adventure for
Bobert, and he felt both angry and annoyed.

He had lost the Will which he had taken
such pains to gain possession of, had received a
nasty wound in the shoulder, and was now a

risoner in the hands of the Bow-street
unners.
Although they had made a mistake in his

Identity and he could easily prove it, Robert
was in a very dangerous position.

For in proving it he would have to tell his
real name, and if he told his real name the
Bow-street Runners would find out that,they
had not altogether made an unhappy mistake,
for he was wanted as well as the other man.

Even if he was released when he reached
London it would involve a long journey, and he
had a most important engagement an hour
after daybreak, and it would be light in two
hours as near as he could guess.

Being in a furious temper at his detention he
turned upon his fellow prisoner, who had sworn
him to be Gaptain Steele.

“ You lying scoundrel,” he cried, “ What ob
ect could you have to say I was Captain Steele.
I was not tied and helpless I would strangle

on, oh that I could catch you by the throat,
'd choke you like a deg.
“I did it because I like a companion in mis:

fortune," replied Morgan with a grin, for that
was the name of the man.

“ 1'11have revenge for this," cried Robert,
trying to burst his bonds.

“ Come, now, what is the use of bullying me,”
observed Morgan. “ Won't it be better if we
‘put our heads together and think over some
plan of escape.

“ 1 think you are right," returned Robert,
after a moment's reflection, “but how is it to
be done, when we are tied up like trussed
chickens."

“ That's what I also want to know,“ said the
man, "but you do think of it in some way or
other."

“ I’m afraid not," and Robert shook his head.
The two now became silent, and the tedious

moments went slowly by.
Suddenly the sounds of bolts being with

drawn fell upon Robert's ear. He was just
going to fall asleep, but he opened his eyes, and
eagerly listened.

Then the trap door was flung open and a
flood of light passed into the loft, and shading
his eyes with his hand Robert saw a head
appear through a narrow opening.

It was the pnblioan's daughter, the pretty
golden-haired girl who had given him that
bewitching glance of pity and sympathy.

Why had she come?
What could be her object!
She advanced cautiously into the loft, her

fingers on her lips.
Evidently it was a visit of secrecy, for the

girl seemed very frightened, and stopped now
and then to listen, as if afraid that some one
would come and find her in the loft.

“ Hush," she said, warningly, as Robert was
about to speak. “ Do not breathe a word, or
you will wake the two Bow-street Runners
who are sleeping. They were left to guard you
bl! I have drugged them. lf my father finds
that I have aided you_to escape he will beat me."

“He must be a coward to strike so fairs
creature," exclaimed Robert, indignantly, look.
ing at the beautiful girl with such admiration

ltlhat
she blushed to the roots of her golden

air.

“_He is very harsh to me since he married
again." replied the girl, “ and often strikes ms
when he drinks too much."

“
The brute," observed Robert, as the girl

stooping down quickly severed his bonds. “You
are too good and too beautiful to be treated
harshly. How can I thank you sufficiently for
your kindness, my fair preserver ?”

" Do not mention that," said the girl, “but if
yon would escape go at once while there is yet
time."

“ But if I escape from here it will get you in
trouble," replied Robert, hesitatingly, as he rose
to his feet.

“ Do not think of me but go," cried the girl,
appealingly. “ Go while there is yet time.
ShsllI release your companion in misfortune i"

“ Not on any account," said Robert, quickly.
“Let him stay where he is. he deserves to be
left to his fate for his treachery."

“ I will not release him if you do not wish it,"
returned the girl, looking up trustingly in
Robert's handsome face. Come, follow me
quickly."

" You shall not go without me," cried Mor
gan. If you attempt to escape without me
I'll make a noise and wake up the Bow-street
Runners, my cheerful chickens."

The grinning Morgan had to be released and
the two men silently descended the ladder, the
girl leading the way.

The stable was dimly lighted by an oil lamp,
and it shone full upon the faces of the Bow
street Runners. who were snoring melodiously
under the influence of the narcotics the girl
had given them.

Silently she crossed the stable and opened the
door, and in another moment the two men were
free.

“ Your way lies yonder," cried the girl, point
ing to a path across some fields, “ that will take
you into the main road."

“ Must I leave my horse 1" asked Robert,
jrespectfully

"res," replied the girl. “It would only
delay you, she is lame. Go, you must not
linger here."

“ How can I sufliciently thank you for the
service you have rendered me, noble girl," said
Robert, as he took the soft hand in his and
pressed it warmly.

“I want no thanks," replied the girl, quickly.
“ Be not rash but go."

“Not until I know your name," replied
Rcbert, while the girl gave a terrified look
about her, as if she feared a sudden and rude
interruption.

" My name is Bessie," said the girl.
“Then Bessie I have only one more favourto

ask," cried Robert, and slipping his arm round
her waist, he pressedhis lips to hers again and
again.

“ How dare you," cried the girl when he rs
leased her, but he gavea reckless laugh and
was gone, leaving the other standing in the
stable yard, a vivid blush on her face, her heart
beating wildly. She had indeed fallen in love
with the reckless stranger at first sight.

“ A pretty sort of a gal,
’ said Morgan, as

they went along the footpath. “ Wasa good
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18 THE BLUE DWARF:

mind to have a kiss myself. She's just the
sort I like."

" You 1" cried Woodstock, coutemptuously.
"Speak not of her or I'll knock you down."

Then he walked on in silence until he reached
the main road, Morgan thinking it wise to keep
his tongue between his teeth.

“ My way is to the right, yours is to the left,”
mid Robert Woodstock, and so they parted.

CHAPTER VII.
nreneara woons.

But, for the proper understanding of our sin
and extraordinary narrative, we must for

a while seek fresh fields and pastures new, intro
ducing characters destined to play important
parts in this strange, yet realistic, romance.

In the days of which we speak, Hampstead
and Highgate were not as now, suburbs.

Not so long before the great Middlesex forest
-Middlesex was nearly all forest at one time
extended right up to Ham stead Heath, and
was the favourite resort 0 outlaws, felons,
robbers, and all bad characters.

They made their homes in these wilds, in
capes, huts, and under the greenwood trees.

Later on, as civilisation progressed, and more
arable and meadow land was required, the great
forest trees were laid low.

Still there were plenty of thick woods where

hlgilylvaymen
at least could hide.

'
chley was wooded then, and the oak now

known as Turpin's was a huge veteran. That
which exists now is only a side ofi-shoot of the
old original one, under which the celebrated, if
not gallant, highwayman used to hide when so
often, single-handed, he stopped the stage coach
going north.

At the time of which we speak, Dick Turpin's
name was a household word. Mothers threat
ened recalcitrant children with Dick, and many
an honest citizen travelling that way thanked
his stars when he had got out of Finchley.

Why 7
Because Finchley was redolent of Dick

Turpin. There is now a house opposite Duck
worth Farm, with a deep cellar, and a flap
entrance. In those days this cellar was reached
by a slope down which a horse could be led.

Many a time and oft, when hard ushed and
the runners were close behind him, e had put
his horse in safety here, and taken to the
fields and woods opposite, which led to the
“ Spaniards."

It was a very dark evening, one on which no
traveller for pleasure would be out.

Business, however, is stern in its require
meuts.

All was still. There was very little wind
stirring; almost black darkness prevailed.

Presently a single horseman came in sight
from the direction of London. He rode slowly,
wrapped in a stout coat with a heavy cape, and
a slouched hat over his eyes.

He rode a very fine specimen of horseflesh,
and had holsters.

He looked a very tough one to tackle-one of
all things a highwayman might have avoided.

He halted at the turning near '1‘urpin's Oak,
and looked round cautiously and carefully.

Nothing was to be seen, nothing to be heard.
As far as the horseman was concerned, he

might have said :
" And now l'm in the world alone.”
Then he patted his beautiful steed on the neck

and muttered :
" Yes I yes I it's worth while waiting an hour.

They must pass this way."
Q I I I I

Two hours before, and the same individual
had been seated in a City coflee house, divided
into the usual boxes, such as might be seen at
Peele‘s coflee-house not very long ago.

He had been dining, and was now, to all
ap ce, enjoying a nap.

ut he was keenly alive to a conversation
that was going on in the next box.

The pretended sleeper knew of a crack in the

lpartition,
through which he could both see and

ear.
A stout, burly, jolly-looking man of sixty was

in conversation with one half his
" Must it go to-night, uncle 7"
“ Yes," rather testily. “ Sir John writes that

the betrothal takes place to-night at twelve, and
he must have the diamond necklace, bracelets,
and chain before that hour."

“Why did not he give you earlier notice i"
asked his nephew, deprecatingly.

" You know what Sir John is, Ned ; the best
heart in the world, but irritable and impatient.
We must go to-night, if the jewels are ready."

“They will be ready. I left John at work.
‘Not later than nine,‘ I said. ‘Not later than
nine,’ he replied."

“Then we must go l Besides, Moss Hall,
finchley, is not so very far. We shall get there
at eleven, and be home b midnight."

" Sir John Tranter wil not let us return at
all," said Ned, laughing. “He always treats -,us
more like friends than tradespeople. The night
of his daughter's betrcthal he will not let us get
home. It will be a case of ‘don't go home till
morning.’ "

“Well I well! I've no doubt you're right, Ned i"
the other answered, “ only," with a comical
glance at his nephew, “ don't say a word to your
aunt. One more glass, and then away to pack."

At this moment Dick Turpin rose, and, with
out looking to the right or left, sauntered out of
Dolly's cofiee house.

Then a thin, wiry man, who had been seated
in a box opposite, on the other side oi the room,
rose, and went. across to where the uncle and
nephew had been sitting.

He was a middle-sized man, slight, sinewy,
with keen grey eyes, and a firm aspect.

" Mr. Stanfield," he said, touching his hat re
spectfully, “one word with you, if you please.”

“Certainly, Wyatt," he said, respectfully, for
he knew the great Bow-street runner well ;
" most pleased to hear you."

“Well, sir, I don't know what you've been
talking about," resumed Wyatt, quietly, " but
Dick Turpin, who has just gone out, heard every
word you said."

“ Merciful heavens l" cried Mr. Stanfield, the
jeweller; “why did you not arrest him 7 "

“ I want to take him red-handed," replied the
ofilcer.

" Sit down, Wyatt. Ned, order another bottle ;
we must even spend halt an hour more here," re
marked the jeweller.

“What will aunt say 2
"

asked Ned, in s soft,
insinuating tone.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND GRIMB. I9

“Aunt be hanged," said Stanfield.
orders, sirrah, and hold your tongue."

u obey

Ned rose with a smile, and went to where the I
glasses, and

'
pompous attendant stood, wiping
waiting in dignified state for orders.

“A good boy," said Mr. Stanfield; “ but now
fall me about that uuhanged rasoal, Tur in."

But what further occurred through this meet
ing will come out in its proper place.

I I O I I
The man sat like the oarved statue of a centaur

under the dark shade of the tree for about a
quarter of an hour.

Then he pricked up his ears, as did the horse
he sat on.

Horses’ hoofs striking the ground were dis
tinctly heard; not hurried sounds, but as of
people coming along quietly.

Soon they were nearly abreast of the oak.
Turpin dashed out, his bridle between his

teeth and a pistol in each hand.
"No foolery. Stand and deliver!

your life I " cried the highwayman.
" Deliver what 7

"
asked Stanfield, the jeweller.

“ Your jewels, diamonds, all."
“Good brd," said Stanfield, fumbling in his

wallet ; “ but they are not mine."
“Can't help it," cried Dick Turpin, sharply.

“ Tall Sir John what you like ; but out with the
blunt."

Now came other and many sounds of galloping
behind.

“Help l Wyatt, helpl "
roared Stanfield." Curse you for a white-livered hound l " cried

Turpin, firing of! his pistol right in the other’s
face, but in ihis hurry taking no aim, and only
sin ing the other's whiskers.

e then turned and fled, pursued by the
shouts of his foes.

Money or

Dick Turpin knew and appreciated hisdanger. ,
Wyatt was one of the sh t and most deter

inined of all the city ofiicers, and had often
boasted that he would take Dick Turpin, dead
or alive, but red-handed, that is

,

in the actual
tration of a capital ofience.

ack Wyatt had no
particular

spite against
Turpin. The oflicers o the law, even to the
hangman, were as often as not ex-thieves and
burglars, pardoned on the old principle of “set a

thief to catch a thief." But his pride was in the
capture. He had made the boast that he would
take Dick, and he did not mean to be baulked
or laughed at by his “ pals."

Dick looked back, and made out eight assail
ants in all.

Only five of these counted.
Mr. Stanfield, his nephew, and the serving

man, John, were not to be feared.
They were bound for Moss Hall, long since

demolished by the builders, speculative and
others, of London. They say in France, “ Rian.
n’nt mm-ée pour am sapeur "—nothing is sacred
to a sapper. In England, in London especially,
nothing is sacred from the jerry builder, before
whom ruthlessly fall houses historical, beau
tiful parks, secular oaks, and even the most beau
teous nooks, sacred to the memory of genius and
greatness.

Dick Turpin did not hurry himself at first.
He knew Wyatt well, and knew of his boasts.

They had met on neutral ground, in houses yet
to be described, where cracksmen. rampsnien,
drummers, mobsmen, even snenksmen, were ad
mitted with ofiicers, with the distinct under

IW,

standing that no one here was to scek to injure
the other.

These were. in fact. institutions of sale and
barter, where the criminal claues met the omcels
of the law, and, for a consideration, restored the
goods they had ap ropriated.

The disciples of onathan Wild made too much
by the go-between business ever to break faith
with the owners of these accommodation shops.

In one of these places Dick Turpin and Jack
stt had hob-nohbed together, the ofioer

telling him what he meant-giving him what is

vulgarly called the straight tip."I ‘mean, Mr. Turpin," he said with mild
urbanity, as they both raised their full goblets of
wine, “ to have the satisfaction of catching
you in the very act of highway robbery."

Dick Turpin bowed with an urbane smile as
he replied.

“ And what then 7 "
“ Well," replied Jack Wyatt, with a peculiar

smile, " I shall never leave you until you swing
at Tyburn."

" You are very kind, Mr. Wyatt, and I hope
you may hve many years—in hope. Another
glass before we part."

Now Dick Turpm was well aware that the
Bow-street runner had never rested until he had
secured a horse which, without being so wer
fulas Black Bess, was a good stayer, w 'ehe
had always at his beck and call four of the best
mounted men in the oi force.

He was well aware, t arefore, what he had to
guard against.

He must nurse his animal's strength. The
roads were not at all good; in fact, as one left
London behind, they were rough and stony,
often disfigured by deep ruts and flintycause
ways.

The lent carelessness might lame his beautiful
steed.

Had it been daylight, or if even Oliver had
shone. Dick would not have cared ; but it

was almost black dark, and the highwaymau
could only just make out where he was by oer
tain landmarks. familiar trees, and here and
there a scattered house.

Dick Turpin was cool.
He was well armed, had his

cut-and-thrust sword, his Jonathan Wild
blud eon ; but well he knew that once Wyatt
and ‘s four acolytes came up, his career was
ended.

“ Dead or alive I"
Those words had sank into the man's brain,

and he shivered when he thought of it.
He well knew that could he reach one par

ticular poiut of the forest of Middlesex, he
could defy Wyatt and his crew.

There were secrets of the forest, known only
to a select few, which even the acute thief-taker
and his friends did not even suspect.

As Dick thought of this, he laughed as he
cantered along.

He was going at a vary moderate pace for him,
when Black Bess pricked up her ears impatiently,
and Dick turned.

His foes were not twenty paces behind him,
coming up hand over hand.

But for Black Bess he had been lost.
The horses‘ hoofs were mufiled with list. Dick

had done it before himself, and knew what it

meant.
He but moved his heels-—he only wore spurs for

the look of the thing—and away went Black Bess.

pistols, a short
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20 THE BLUE DWARF;

He had kept her in, hitherto, and now she
rewarded him by going over the ground with
astonishing rapidity.

Finding themselves discovered, the officers

gave one loud cheer, and urged their steeds by
cries and the gentle use of the whip.

But soon they all got excited by the chase. A
hunt, whether it be a man hunt or anything else,
is always exciting to an Englishman.

Both men and horses warmed to their work
and took to it heartily.

On l onl
Turpin kept the mare steady, looking behind

him occasionally, and marking with satisfaction
that he had gained at least eighty yards since
their almost successful surprise on the part of
the cunning oflicers.

But he must increase that distance.
With this view he touched her gently on the

neck with his whip.
She knew, and started forward at almost

double speed.
They were near a turn in the road, where

Highgate Woods were thickest.
Dick Turpin gave a wild cry of triumph as he

felt his mare dashing forward like a race-horse.
He was round the corner.
The ofiicers urged their horses to their utmost

speed, and turned the corner also.
Dick Turpin was nowhere to be seen, but from

somewhere came the most honrible, blood
curdling laugh any of them had ever heard.

They looked around, appalled and terrified;
but Wyatt saw at once that, for some mysterious
reason or other, their chase was useless.

Dick Turpin had escaped.

CHAPTER VIII.
WHO DID IT?

What had happened was so astounding that
even Dick Turpin was himself petrified with
astonishment.

He was within about a quarter of a mile from
the spot where, as a rule, by a ruse to be ex
plained at a future time, he was able to double
on his pursuers ; then passing under a tree, the
branches of which would have knocked his hat
ofi had it not been fastened, a voice said—

" If in trouble, this way."
At the same moment he felt his reins caught

by a powerful hand—the hand of a. man who
sat a gigantic horse, and who literally dragged
him through the thicket by main force.

“But, sir,” stammered Dick, “ why do you
interfere with my affairs 7 Who are you T"

“What am I? A friend of humanity," was
the grave and solemn response. “ Why, are you
not pursued by five or six times your number,
if I may iudge by the sounds I hear?"

“ Yes,” replied Dick Turpin, still panting.
“Then know that throughout my short and

miserable life I always take the part of the
weaker against the stronger. Sometimes I am
wrong, but generally right. Harkl this way;
and, still holding the reins of the stranger's
horse, he drew him into one of the densest
depths of the wood.

Then they heard Jack Wyatt and his party
come up, heard their fearful curses, their oaths,
and cries of disappointment.

The name of the fugitive was more than once
mentioned.

“You hear," said Dick Turpin, bitterly.

"' Call them, and earn two hundred guineas
reward."

“Tush, maul I know worse men than you.
Besides, you never did me any harm. Why
should I betray you? " -

Dick Turpin was so utterly taken aback that
he could not speak.

The other still led on in silence until they
were quite half a mile away from the high road,
in the very depth of the forest.

Then Dick Turpin saw a pleasant, cheerful fire
in the distance.

His guide halted.
“ Dick Turpin,” he said, “I know you by

reputation. 1 am notso over fond of my fellow
creatures as to object to your preying on them.
Have I done you a service?"

" The greatest a man can do to another,"
replied the highwnyman, in return.

“ Then do me a favour. I am a cripple, a fear
ful object, only fit for a penny show," said the
man ; “ when we come to that fire, don't let me
see in your face the horror and detestation you
will feel."

“ Friend," replied Dick Turpin, heartily, “if
you are as ugly as the King of the Cannibal
Islands, or that queen of whom it was said

" Her head was like a mourning coach,
It was so large and blsck—shl"

I will not notice. You have done me a service
—that’s enough for Honest Dick."

“Follow l" said the other, and led him to
where a fire burnt in front of a hut, with the
regular gipsy three sticks supporting a small
cauldron, full of something savoury and
appetising. _ _

Then Dick Turpin saw his face. To say he
was not appalled, nay terrified, would not be
to tell the truth. But his nerves never failed
him.

" What do you think of me 7” asked the Blue
Dwarf, bitterly.

"Nothing particular," replied the highway
man ; “you ain't a beauty ; that would be too
much to say ; but I've seen uglier."

“ Where? when? toads, vipers, snakes?" cried
the other, savagely.

“ Well, I don't call them ugly," continued
Dick Turpin ; “ but I’ve seen many abum, many
a Jew screwdriver, a sight uglier than you,
master." Then, he added, with a laugh, “ you
saved my life and Pm main hungry."

The Blue Dwarf smiled, and, moving on one
side, fetched two deep, wooden bowls, which he
filled with a stew that the cleverest gipsy cook
might have envied.

“ Splendid !" said Dick, but not before he had
“licked the platter clean" and asked for a
second portion.

The Blue Dwarf, who had also eaten a fair
portion, smiled. The highwaymau was a toler
ably new character to him.

He was amused.
“ If your drink is as good as your grub," re

marked Dick Turpin, drily, " I shall fancy my
self in Paradise.”

"Then do so," sneered Zapathwa; “this is
beer—yonder is brandy ;” and he pointed to a
wicker-covered jug and a large bottle.

Dick Turpin smiled complacently, and, pro
ducing a pipe and tobacco from one of his
pockets, proceeded to enjoy himself thoroughly.

Presently a desultory conversation ensued.
Zapathwa seemed to be trying to test the cha
racter of Di;k Turpin.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 21

Presently he changed the subject, or, rather,
abru tly asked him a question.

“ on have seen a t deal of the world, Mr.
in i "

he enquired.
“ all
“You think I have done you a service," con

tinued Zapathwa.
" I know you have."
“ Well, listen to me calmly.

cause, unscrupulous agents. I have to
5:1): against wicked and utterly unscrupulous
sooundrels. I want a man capable of coping
with them. I will pay largely and liberally ; in
fact, I am ready to dole out money to an almost
fabulous extent to a man I can trust."

“But you know nothing of me," answered
Dick Turpin, in a rather woful tone. “ I should
like to earn money in an honest way if I could."

“ I believe it," said the Blue Dwarf, who had
ut his hand behind his back, “ and here in this

are five hundred guineas on account."
" But you know nothing about me," cried

Dick T in, too astonished to say much ; “ why
trust me

"

“Because I do. Never in my short and pain
ful career have I ever made a mistake. I have
trusted you are honest."

“ I will try to be so."
"You willl Do you know two men named

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock I " asked
the Blue Dwarf.

" Yes," cried Dick Turpin, "as the two greatest
rascals unhung in England. What of them i"

“ These two villains are engaged in a vile con
spiracy against Shelton Seymour, Lord Mount
joy and Earl of Elphick. Shelton is under age ;
should he die before attaining his ma]0rity,
Brian Seymour would be heir to the title and
estates. If Shelton lives one day over twenty
one he will sign documents breaking the entail,
and leaving nothing but the empty title to con
tend for."

“ I understand," said Turpin, who had listened
with deep attention.

“ They have already made several attempts to
murder him, which, aided by my agents, I have
thwarted. Circumstances might occur where
your aid might be invaluable in watching these
foul conspirators."

“ I shall only be too happy. Brian is only a
blackleg — a rook ; although moving among
men of fashion, us arrant a knave and filcher as ,

anyone in London." l
“I knew it. You must give me an address

which will always find you in London.”
Turpin tore a scrap from his pocket-book and

wrote an address, that of u notorious dash ken

iii Holboru.
" Bend a note or ask for Kid Nipper. and if Z

I require, in a

I'm in London they will find me," he said, laugh- l

ing. “Take great care of it."
“ I will,” replied Zapathwa. and put it away '

in a pocket-book. " \\'e must now sleep, as I

must away by daylight." _l

“And I the same ; the hue-and-cry is out, and

I must keep quiet a few days," continued Dick.
Next morning they parted, to meet again "

under many singular and terrible circumstances. 1
l

cnarrsu IX.

‘

. AR anone OF PEACE. ,

N01.‘ very far from where the two men had I

lain concealed. there was a green mound in a1

shady nook, overlooking a bend of the riveri

- whom he had many‘

how he had either outwitted, foiled, or defeated

Brent, which was here rather wider than usual.
In the background was a farm-house and
buildings, some fifty yards from the water. It
was a rural picture of sweet content.

Near the mound, seated against a tree, were
two young persons, a man, as fine a specimen of
the Anglo-Saxon type as you could possibly find,
tall, broad-shouldered, firmly built, with a mas
sive head, around which waved a forest of fair
hair; large blue eyes beamed with fearlessness
and intelligence from beneath the broad, white
brow, and there was an expression of energy in
every feature and every movement that bespoke
the man destined to make his way in the world.

Near him was a girl, Lucy Palmer by name,
tall, dark haired and dark-eyed, with the most
graceful of forms, a countenance that owed its
beauty to both regularity of feature and a little
gentle sadness.

Lucy was essentially what people called inte
resting, with a natural grace and fascination of
manner that won her almost universal admira
tion from the male sex, though few of her own
could possibly discern what "the men saw in
her."

Over the dark woods the declining sun was
gradually sinking to its rest, und upon the soft
blue cloudless atmosphere was the hush of the
coming night, broken only by the twittering of
the birds as they prepared for rest.

Paul Derwent was a well-to-do farmer, with
goodly acres and money in the bank.

He was pleading for an early marriage.
" My nest is ready, and only awaits its mis

tress," he said ; “ why need there be any delay 7"
“ Father is so often away for a long time, and

mother is so lonely," she urged. “ I wish father
would stop at home.”

Lucy Huntley's father was a small, well-to-do

l farmer, the owner of the building at the back,

'

which he had bought out of lucky speculations.
But he did not like a farmer’s life, and was

bent on speculations.
He gave out to his relatives and friends that

he was a cattle dealer in a large way, going
north, even to the borders of Scotland, to buy,
and coming back south to sell.

His absences were sometimes long and some
times short ; but he seldom came back withouta
well-filled purse, which he handed to hiswife
for the girl.

A good husband, a kind—even idolatrous—
father, and a staunch friend, was Farmer John
Palmer.

He was rather convivial, and, when in his
cups, would sing rollicking songs about the road,
and conduct himself generally like a London
blood.

But, then, in his travels, he had met many‘

sorts of men, particularly highwaymcn, about
good stories to tell as to

. them.
He was strong at singlesiick, and a mighty

boxer, which added to his popularity, though no
man who had had one bout with him ever
wanted another.

“Well, you see, Lucy, your fat-her is of an
active disposition," urged Paul, “ and could
never settle down on a small farm; he is, I

know, of an ambitious temper, and could never
settle down to a life of drudgery. Besides, he is

making a mint of money, which will enable him
to rest in his old age."

"But mother is so lonely," urged Lucy.
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22 THE BLUE DWARF

“My home is four miles off. She can be with
us as much as she likes, and ou_can always
come round whenever you feel inclined. Now,
do not keep me in suspense. Will you be my
wife this day month i"

Lucy held down her head.
“

Speak
darli ."

" papa andgmamma do not object," she

laid, and sank into his strong arms, to be clasped
to his stalwart breast.

“ Heigho I what's this T"
asked

a sturdy voice.
" He -ds , re ings on.’

Thyey t1y1rr‘i’ed‘,:?n%l°there, seated firmly on his
horse, was--well-Farmer Palmer. _

Lucy withdrew herself, blushing crimson red.
But Paul was equal to the occasion.

“The very man I want to see," he said, hold
ing out his hand, which the other took and shook

heartil .
" Ye: ; but, if you please, we'll talk after

breakfast," replied Jack Palmer. " I'm mam

hun .”
Anpdyhe rode up to the house.
He was a stout, thick-set man of about forty,

with a jolly fnoe, mutton-chop whiskers, and
clear grey eyes, mounted on a magnificent steed,
that might have been own sister to Black Bess
but for a white star on the forehead, and some
white patches on the legs and belly.

Mrs. Palmer had seen the meeting, and wel
oomed her husband cordially. Kind partner as
he was, he had a quick temper, as all his ser
vants knew; so the breakfast was read at once.

There was cold beef and ham and
dvagons

of

ale ready, while the kickshaws, chops, an
were cooking.

A hearty breakfast was made, and then
Farmer Palmer condescended to listen to the
lover.

“ I've no objection," said the father, with
more emotion than he generally showed ; “ she's
a good girl, and a fellow can't live for ever. I

steaks

might go ofi very quick; it's apt to hsp n to
men of my-of my occupation, ’ he add , with
an odd twinkle which puzzled everyone; "and
Ishallbegladtofeelthstwhen I go alo "—
again an odd twinkle—“my dame and her child
will have a staunch friend to stand by them."

“That they will have," said Paul, wringing
the farmer's hand warmly.

“I know it," continued John Palmer,
heartily. “ The lass will have five hundred
golden guineas on her wedding; and, when I
and the missus is gone, the farm and a pretty
penn . Now, missus, I wants to speak to you
about the siller,” and he slapped his thigh and
moved towards the door, leaving the happy
young couple together.

Farmer Palmer, for some reason or other,
rejudioe or what not, did not bank his money.

gut he had a safe hiding-place, known only to
himself and wife, where no burglar would ever
have sought for treasure.

Philip and Lucy were quite happy; though
the latter, being of a slightly sad disposition,
was always a little despondent and full of pre
sentiments.

“ If father would only stop at home," she
would say, with a strange yearning at her
heart.

Yes; if he would only stop at home.
Farmer Palmer, after asking Paul Derwent

to spend the day, took a stroll round the farm,
looked at the cows and other cattle, smoked a
lot, and anally went into dinner. as usual, he

made a great inroad on the viands, and then
again attacked pipe and bowl.

It was his custom of an afternoon to sleep, so
Paul and Lucy went out for a walk, returning
to a stalwart supper.

After this John began to yawn, and thought
he would go down and see his friends at the
"Chequers."

Mrs. Palmer looked at Paul, utterly regard
less of Lucy's pouts.

“ You go, Paul, and bring my man home safe,"
she remarked.

“Oh, oh l” said Palmer, with a fat chuckle,
“so l’m in leading strings, am If Well, never
mind," he went on, laughing, “ I'm not sorry to
have someone to sec me home."

And so the two went down to that old-fash
ioned inn, the “ Chequers," which had been in
existence, very little changed, for three hundred
years.

It was big, old-fashioned, rambling, with a
good-sized parlour, very well attended by the
farmers and tradesmen of the neighbourhood.

They were heartily welcomed, glasses were
replenished, and the fun soon waxed fast and
furious. Men talked all at once, nobody listened ,'
men sang songs to all kinds of tunes, including
original variations.

_
illfhey

were not drunk exactly, but uproariously
1° Y

"There ain't a man in your as can
touch me at single stick at least," observed a
man, seated a little distance from Farmer
Palmer.

The speaker was a short, thick, bullying, im
pudent, vulgar fellow.

The voice startled Palmer. Where had he
heard it before?

“ Don't brag, Ooxon," laughed one of the
listeners ; “you're no patoh on Palmer."

The farmer had risen and was about to retire
when he heard these words.

He sat down, with a white, weary, baflled face,
and sighed." Should like to see him," said the man.
Coxon and Palmer stood face to face.

They evidently recognised one another, but
neither said anything. Coxon was a man of

£3-lculeau
frame, and with a head like that of a

"Would you like to try a bout, Mr.—a—l
think you said Palmer," asked the stranger,
with a sneer, and what appeared slight menace
in his tone.

“I am out of practice," re lied the farmer,
“ but I won't gainsay the wo s of my friends.
I don't mind exchanging a cut or two with Mr.
—Ooxon."

“Don't," whispered Paul. " I've seen him
play. He's the best stick-player I ever knew,
and," he added, “the hardest hitter—he never

either."
"Neither will I," continued Palmer.
He took the stick, which was ready, and put

himself in position.
Coxon placed himself in the most scientific

attitude, assuming at the same time an air of
carelessness which seemed to call for the admi
ration it met.

“Do we allow hard hitting!" asked John
Palmer, drily.

“Oh, by all means," answered Coxon, rather
eagerly,

“ Then had you not better put on your hat!"
asked Palmer.

And
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 23

“Oh, no, I can take pretty good care of my
neck ;" and with these words the conflict com
menced.

Smart as was the farmer, he was careful. He
remained at first nearly upright, and only acting
on the defensive. Coxon played very well, and
Palmer had some diflculty in warding off his
strokes.

Then Palmer changed his tactics, and keep
ing Ooxon at arm's length till he had driven him
into a corner, he took advantage of a haughty
imprudence on his part, and, by a common
enough move in the game, drew back from a
stroke aimed at his own limbs, and sufiered the
whole weight of the weapon to fall so heavily
on Ooxon’s head, that it felled him to the ground
in an instant.

The cheering that followed was frantic. All
insisted on shaking hands, and then the fallen

“°'°1>‘.!;'.'n‘Y“‘““°,‘.‘..‘1°'i» =1.H I Q
hither l "

The doctor came up hurriedly, and ex
amined.

“ Dead sure. enough," he said; “ but I should
say from apoplexy more than from the blow. I
noticed before he began how excited he looked."

“What's to be done? " cried Paul, amidst
universal lament. “ Farmer Palmer, had you
not better take to your heelsi ”

“Not I," Palmer retorted, drily; “he brought
it on himself.”

“Farmer Palmer has nothing to fear," re
marked the doctor; “it was a fair fight. This
man," pointing to the body, “ provoked the
combat and invited hard hitting ; but does any
body know him i "

“ I only know him as hanging about here of
lab. I saw him once at a sparring match in
London, when he beat a Lifeguardsman at single
stick," said one of the men.

“ Better see if he has any papers l" continued
Dr. Jones, stooping to search his pockets.

He pulled out a piece of parchment tied with
red tape, and a heavy truncheon.

“ Ah i my stars, what's this I "
gasped the

doctor. “ Bow-street Runner Maxwell, with a
warrant to arrest Dick Turpin i Hoighty,
toightyl here's a go. Lock the door."

Some one obeyed.
“Now," continued the doctor, “we are all

friends here. There will be an inquest. If it is
only on the body of Coxon, unknown, there
the matter will end. But if it transpires that
the dead man is Maxwell, the runner, there will
be the deuce of a bother."

“ But what is to be dlllfli " asked Paul, very
anxiously.

" You all know me. There has been no crime
committed, and I want to save our friend
Palmer from trouble. Can I trust you all? "

A hearty "yes" came from every man in the
room.

Dr. Jones went to the fire, and thrust the war
rant and staff into the flames. A further search
was made, with the result of their finding a
brace of pistols, and a purse with a few guineas
in it. -

This was replaced in the pocket, and the
pistols sequestered.

" Open the door, and tell Barker to send for
the village constable," continued Jones.

This was done, with the result, two days later,
of a coroner's inquest, and a verdict of “Acci
dental death."

“ Dr. Jones, come

The man was buried out ct sight, and there
the matter ended.

John Palmer, was, however, evidently very
much cut up, and, in a few days, went oif to
London, after promising to return for the
wedding.

What an escape I
It was, indeed, and Dick Turpin resolved not

to run such a fearful risk in a hurry. It would
have, perhaps, been well for him had he now
given up his career as a highwayuian alto
gather.

We are all, more or less, creatures of habit,
and the celebrated roadster was no better. He
could not give up the life which he had hitherto
led.

He passed through the usual pathway, and
gained the high road to London. It was mid
day, he having started rather early, after taking
leave of his guests.

His first intention was to go to London, and
see the Blue Dwarf, who had intimated to him
his desire to give him an occupation.

There was one thing to be said about him; he
was generous, and it might be worth his while
to serve him. Dick was a singular mixture. No
matter how he warred with society, he was faith
ful to his friends.

Dick rode into London, and went to the haunt
where he had given an addrem. He sat down,
ordered copious refreshments, and asked the
waiter if there were any letters or messages.

There were none, so Dick was his own masier.
He resolved, however, to wait a day or two be
fore starting on any enterprise. While he was
thinking, there entered a man whose appearance
drew his attention.

He wore for nether garments a pair of light
blue pantaloons, profusely braided, and termin
ating in a pair of neat, well-made Hessian
boots, with brass spurs of the most burnished
resplendenoy; a black velvet waistcoat studded
with gold stars, was backed by a green frock
coat.

A small French hat, a fierce black moustache,
very much curled, wandered lovingly from the

up r lip towards the eyes.
hen he saw Dick, he came straight to him,

sat down, and held out his hand.
" Glad to see you—’pon honour," he said, in a

drawling tone.
" l’m all right," laughed Turpin. “ What will

you have i "
" Rum's my surfeit," re lied the exquisite.
Dick finished his own g as and ordered two

more, with a pack of cards.
This man, Job Salter, was, perhaps, the most

noted and clever pickpocket in London. He got
into all sorts of places-theatres, public places,
and made a very good living. As yet, he had
never been caught, and strange, had never been
sue ted.

hey shuflied, cut, dealt, and now began a
tussle. These men dared not cheat one another
as they would a victim ; but it was excellent
practice.

At last they grew tried, and Job Salter pro
to adjourn to a place of public resort.

It was called the “ Rotunda,’ and wasa mixed
hive of bloods, rocks, and igeons. Dick and
Job Salter strayed in, and looking around,
contrived to make a game against two strangers
who had plenty of money.

They played some hours, makin a goodly
haul, when the others, saying they ad an en

*
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24 THE BLUE DWARF ;

gsgement, rose, after making an appointment stranger with their dark gem-like eyes-in
Ior the next evening.

“You’ve had luck," said one, a coun
of the good-humoured sort. “We'll have our
revenge to-morrow."

“ With pleasure,” replied Dick.
“Come along, Mortimer," said the country

man's friend; “ we shall be late. Eh—where's
my watch T"

It was gone-and so was Job Salter.

CHAPTER Ix.

THE GIPSY CAMP.

Robert Woodstock as soon as he had parted
from the highwayman, regretted his precip
itancy in having done so.

Ho had a special appointment somewhere at
five in the morning, and he had not now the
remotest idea where he was.

To say the least of it this was awkward. The
hour was not one when any one was likely to
be about, but whatever happened he must exer
cise the virtue of patience.

Seating himself under the shelter of a huge
spreading oak he waited.

It was not a very pleasant or safe position,
as he was intolerably sleepy, but he could not
help himself.

Suddenly the tinkling of bells aroused him
and he stated up.

It was s. heavy waggon, whose sleepy driver
had to be aroused ere he could direct him to
Rolph Copse, which was he found two miles in
fact, on the main road itself.

Robert Woodstock thanked the man and at
once hurried forward, glad to use the remaining
modicum of strength that remained in his body
to reach the desired goal.

It was hard work, but he succeeded in reach
ing the spot at last.

He knew the wood well and entered it with
out any fear or doubt.

Soon he heard that peculiar sound made by a

horse tied, as is common with the gipsies, to a
heavy log of wood, which as it moved in search
of more succulent blades of grass, made a

curious flopping noise.
Knowing the gipsies well he halted at once

and waited until he was hailed hy a boy scout,
who asked his name and business.

Robert at once gave :1.pass-word and was
allowed to advance towards the camp, which
was made visible at no great distance.

The boy preceded him and thus his presence
excited no surprise and scarcely any remark
when he appeared in their midst.

Amid the scattered oaks in advance of the
deeper wood, and nestled into the dry nooks of
a sand-pit, appeared half-a.-dozen shreds of
canvass, none of which appeared bigger than a
dinner napkin, yet which spread over hoops,
cross-sticks and boughs served as the habitation
of six or seven families of that wild and dingy
race whose existence and history is so great a
phenomenon

At the mouths of two or three little dwell
ing places might be seen some gipsy women,
with their peculiar coarse bonnets, red cloaks
and fancy silk handkerchiefs, some withered
and shrunken and witch like had the evident
traces of long years of wandering, exposure and
vicissitudes, while others with the warm rose of
health and youth about them glared at the

wonder and amusement.
There was a fire under a clump of trees, and

over the wood ashes was a cauldron; round
this were collected a number of men, waiting
for their breakfast.

They lay about in various attitudes wrapped
in rough coats, evidently not made for them.

Under a tree was a man in a very different
garb from the others.

As he heard Robert advance he leaped to his
feet and faced him.

“You are late," said Brian Seymour, rather
haughtily.

-‘ Yes--and you'd be late too, if you had been
knocked down, robbed, taken for a highway
man, had your horse taken, and driven to walk
instead of riding,” replied Robert Woodstock,
snappishly.

“ This way," continued the other, in the tone
of a superior to an inferior.

Robert Woodstock frowned darkly, butmade
no remark, following in Bria.n’s track.

They reached a. spot at the back of the
bosquet, where their voices could not be heard
except raised very loud, and both at once
seated themselves.

“ Well,” began Brian.
“ I found the Will," said Robert, sullenly.
“ Give it me," continued Brian.
“ I have not got it," was the answer.
“ Man what mean you,” cried the irate

Seymour. “ Do you expect to cheat me ?"
“ I do not,” was the savage answer. ' Listen

and you will hear the truth."
“ I listen," responded his companion with a

cold and cynical sneer.
Robert told him his story.
“ And " roared Brian. ."you expect me to

believe this rhodomontade about witches and
dwarfs-give me the Will."

" I tell you I have it not. Between the
dwarf. the witch and the highwayman, I have
been foiled." insisted Robert.

“ You lie," roared Brian Seymour.
and defend yourself, cur, thief, liar.

He whipped out his sword and before the
other was aware of his design had the blade at
his throat. Robert was, however, on his guard
and drawing back, whipped out his weapon just
in time to save himself.

The clash could be heard at a consid
erable distance, and before blood could be shed
Pharoah, the Chief of the gipsies. appeared on
the scene, a huge cudgel in hand, and struck up
their steel.

“ Hold madmen l at least respect the laws of
hospitality," he cried in grave and commanding
tones. “If you would quarrel-go home."

The men not wishing to make an enemy of
one to whom they were so much beholden,
lowered their blades and intimated to Pharoah
that their quarrel was at an end. and as a proof
of this intimated their intention of joining
him in a bowl of punch which Brian Seymour
had already ordered.

Over this, Robert succeeded in persuading
Brian that he really had had the Will taken,
and that it was in the possession of Captain
Steele, the well-known and notorious highway
man.

Brian at once came to the conclusion that
that immaculate individual only wanted to
make money of the transaction.

In his chequered life he had been compelled
to associate with all sorts of characters. Grime

Draw
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S6 THE BLUE Dwaier‘ -,

If not poverty had made him acquainted with

strange bed-fellows, and Captain Steele was one

of them.
After about an hour Brian retired and made

I118best of his way to an inn at no great distance
Robert refused his invitation to accompany

him on the ground of having no horse—but
in reality because he was not in his present
humour disposed to trust himself in the com

pany of Brian. He preferred to accept the
rude hospitality cf the Romany, who at least
would find him a warm and comfortable bed

and an excellent if rude breakfast.
Brian rode off to the inn in question much

frequented by rollicking blades who if they did
not make night hideous, were wont to make it
very noisy.

Roadside inns were practically not under the
conin-ol of the authorities. So that the law was
not too glaringly infringed, so that murder and

robbery was not committed in a way to com

mand attention, little notice was taken of what
occurred.

It was very late ere Brian reached the Red
Lion, and he at once became aware that mine
host had company,

Somebody was singing in a loud, gruff voice,

one of those lays more forcible than elegant in
their diction.

Brian at once rode up to the door, which he
struck loudly and sharply with the butt end

of his riding whip.
There ensued complete silence for a moment

and then a muflled voice was heard.
“ Go thy ways whoever you be, nor interrupt

good peeple, who are about to retire to rest
a pious invocation to heaven.

“ Sir Oliver," cried Brian, laughing, “ open,

on sanctified old sinner, or I'll break more
les in your door than ever Dame Jephson put

scratches on your face."
A roar of laughter followed this threat and

next moment the door opened, and a man came

forth to take his horse, while another held upa
lamp to illumine his passage inwards.

Brian knew the way and soon found himself
in a parlour reeking with tobacco smoke, and
where some dozen and a half of men in fan
tastic garb were enjoying themselves with
pipes and the favourite drinks of the period.

Brian was well received. Though relatively
poor. he could always find a guinea or two to
pay for a bowl of punch and all the accessories

of nightly enjoyment.
He at once began by ordering a fresh bowl,

Ihioh mine host Jephson hastened to concoct
and supply liberally.

It was a curious and grotesque shaped
building, with some secret rooms, and more
than one staircase.

The cellars were something wonderful and
people did say contained more liquor than ever
the exciseman had dipped his stick into.

The room into which Brian had been intro
duced was a long, low apartment.

At the head of the table sat a very well
known highwayman, whose name has even

gone down to posterity.
Gentlemen Jack was well known to all the

Fancy and the Craft. He sat at the top of the
table in an arm chair, and was a portly and
comely gentleman, with a knowing look and a

Welsh wig, worn as was said of his Majesty's
hat, “ in a de age manner on one side."

All uoddsg to the request of Brian that they

~u—i
would - fill a swill' as he faoetiously reqnestot
them to do.

“ He's always a jolly cove," suggested Gentle

man
Jack, who to make him more like his

majesty on solemn occasions had on a handsome.
blue coat, and white waistcoat.

At this observation accompanied by a good.
humcured laugh, all joined in the scoustomgd
and expected applause.

'l‘he conversation soon became general and

Brian proved himself quite capable of joining
even in the topics which were supposed to ho
peculiar to the Fancy‘ and the Craft.

As usual, however, with persons not too much

troubled with brains, the party soon exhausted

their topics of conversation and resorted to
smgmg.

_f}cnt1el_nan Jack called upon a small indi
v2_-'lua.l,with spectacles and an eternal g'Iin0II>
his face, to sing.

He sang as follows:

I he's the cove, the jolly old oovo
Of whose wan: all the rufilerr sing

And a lushing cove, I think by Jove
Is as great as a sober king.

cnonus.
Is as great as a sober king.

Whatever the noise as is made by the boys
At the bar as they lush away

The devil a noise my peace alloys
As long as the rascals pay.

cuosus:
As long as the rascals pay.

What if I sticks my hands my bricks
With mortar I take from the rubbish

All who can feel for the public weal
Likes the public house to be bobbish,

(moans:
Likes the public house to be bobblsh

Loud applause greeted the conclusion of this
well-known lay, after which they again filled
bowls and their pipes.

Then came another song of the usual con
vivial character, which was encored.

It was not the custom to repeat the same

lyrical production, and so another was substi
tuted of a still more uproarious character.

But nothing was too warm and rough for
these gentlemen of the road, and the higher
spiced the production the more satisfaction did
it give to these valiant sons of Oliver.

All the time this was going on Brian had
been thinking inhis own mind how to enter
into negotiations with Captain Steele. He did
not wish to make any confidantes, but to deal

with the highwayman direct.
He guessed that the votary of Oliver must

be well acquainted with the value of the Will
to have stolen it.

He did not, therefore, wish to make any one

else as wise as himself.
Another reason militated against his address

ing Captain Steelo. That individual who was

rather in his cups, was endeavouring to enlist

the sympathies of a stout individual in a scratch
wig who sat by his side. Red faced, red nosed

with lips thick as those of a negro, low forehead

and small grey eyes that alone gave intellectu
ality to his face, he appeared stolid and heavy
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A TALE OF LOVE, AIYSTEEY, AND (AIME. H

To was called Mouser, and had been

Induced by Captain Steele as a friend he
l mad: in town,—who was wearied of the
i of London and wished to try “ flesh fields

.1
1

pastures new."
""110 more Brian gazed at him, the more he

me convinced that he had seen his face
More.
_ All of a sudden he felt a kind of inspiration
ssh through his mind,i
He knew him.
Mouser as he called himself had been singing

and had carolled a rough ballad well enough.
He was now considerably, deeply intent on
Dmething.

Brian at once made up his mind. He would
win the gratitude of the highwayman and
others by a bold deed.

He could NY! easily make his peace with
the other, at all e'vents so he believed.

Rising he filled a glass for himself.
“ Fill all," he said in a loud and ringing

voice, waiting one moment for the others
adding "and drink to the health of Captain
Jonathan Pooly—our unexpected guest. Wont
you join, Mr. Mouser ?

There was a wild and angry shout as the
person addressed drew back and pistol in one

hand and whistle in the other placed his back
against a door.

“ Death to Pooly," roared all.
Captain Steele intoxicated as he was did not

lose his presence of mind. Darting back he

addressed his associates.
“ Comrades, I have unwillingly introduced a

sneak of a traitor," he cried. “ Do not blame

me—I have been u——fool, I have been hood
winked, humbugged."
“ Now just be quiet, my young friend," said
Pooly, quietly. “ I only want you. Surrender
quietly and all will be quiet—you shall be

heated like a gentleman."
At this moment he gave a shrill and ringing

whistle, that made the echoes of the old house

ring through the rooms in a way that startled
all present.

They knew what would follow. That Bow
street squeal was well known to them.

Every man produced his pistol and took aim.
All fired.

When the cloud of smoke disappeared there
was no sign of Pooly to be seen.

He knew the old house well and knew that
the door behind him opened upon a disused
staircase.

With a wild cry of rage the bafiled highway
men darted in pursuit.

At this moment there was a loud knocking
at the door, accompanied by equally loud shouts.

“ Hold the door Jephson,” cried Steele.
“ Let us catch the snake and scotch him. We
do not care for the others.

All were well acquainted with the house. On
the first floor was a balcony overhanging a deep

sud rapid brook.
All the highwaymen were desperate.
The capture of Captain Steele meant ruin to

he whole band. For many reasons he was the
life and soul of the whole bodv. Not only was
he clever, able to pass himself oii on society for
that which he was not, but he was astute, had
sharp ears and was every way fitted to be a

leader of men.
Four men reached the landing at once and

still the noise resounded belo.w
Pooly was nowhere to he seen

The balcony was extensive, and overgrown‘
by ivy and other parasitical plants, which were
some of them strong enough to bear a man's

weight.
Steele darted into the balcony and peered

over.
Pooly’s face was not one foot below thr'

balustrsde of the balcony, and he looked uy
The eyes of the two men met. There was!
glance of inextinguishable hatred on both.

Captain Steele knew that if he reached tha.
ground in safety-—the brook was two feet
beyond the balcony—he might escape across!
the small hand bridge.

He also knew that if he fell, he might pitch.
into the stream, when he would be most
certainly drowned.

Whipping out his kite, he at once severed.

the top of the creeping ivy and other plank.
At once Pooly pitched backward and fell‘

headlong into the raging stream.

A terrible cry arose and then once more
those from without were heard, and also a
tremendous uproar.

Steele and his companions rushed down.
stairs where they were confronted by Jephson.

“What’s up 7" asked that worthy.
“Never you mind—l-reep the vermin out,

while we escape," replied Steele.

“You ain’t been and gone and done it,’
gasped the terrified landlord.

" Silence, fool," was the answer.
At this moment to the previous noisewar

added a further clamour.
The door was nearly burst open by the force

of the blow. But it was made of thick oak,

with heavy iron bars, and would withstand
many shocks.

All the time no answer had been made to the
repeated summons to surrender, but now at a
signal from Captain Steele, the terrified Boni
face opened the wicket.

"What is the matter good people,“ asked tha
cunning old landlord.

“ Open the door, you beastly old thief,"
roared one of the oificers.

Jephson looked around. Not a sign of Capt.
Steele or any of his companions was to be seem

He began slowly to unbar the door. In two
minutes more in rushed the Bow-street oflicera
headed by Pooly l

“ Where are therascals 7" asked the infuriated
thief-taker. “ Don’t begin any of your lies,

Jephson— or I'll hang you. "

“ I don’t know of any rascals, your honour,"

responded the imperturhable landlord, “only
the gentlemen in whose company you came."

" Gentlemen l” thundered Pooly; “ no more
Gentlemen than you are-—thieves, higbwaymen,

vagabonds all. But where is that arch traitor
and rascal, Brian Seymour.

" Here,“ responded that individual. “ What

have I done pray, except recognize you in very

questionable company. My surprise was so

great I could not contain myself.
“ Liar," muttered Pooly, who having made

his men search the house—without any result

—retired in silence.

He had not been gone ten minutes when

Captain Steele and his coadjutor appeared

froma secure hiding place. A final glass was

taken and then all retired to their several

nesting places.
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THE BLUE DWARF‘ I

CHAPTER II.
TBI COIPAOT.

Brian Seymour when in London 1ived_in one
at the streets of Drury Lane, once afashionable
district, in a house which in bygone days had
been tenanted by the high and mighty.

It had still about it an air of faded grandeur
and the persons who occupied it were very much
in the same predicament. _

The suite of rooms, all on one floor, consisted
of five, two of which were only thrown open to
the eneral run of Brian's visitors, who were
chiegy demireps and roub,—men who lived
in a blaze of light, made much noise, but whose
real character was of a very dark and dubious
nature.

Brian had exhausted his income and only
obtained credit by the most desperate means.

The intention of Arthur, Earl of Mouutyoye
to break the entail was well known. and it was
firmly believed that Shelton, Earl Mountjoye,
would conform to his unc1e’s wishes.

But he was believed dead.
True the body had not been found. but the

presumptive evidence was in favour of his being
dead.

This report Brian had set afloat on every
side, and the result was seen on the morning
after his arrival in London.

His breakfast was scarcely over and he was
seated thinking of what was to be done next—
when his mun Ryder announced a crowd of
visitors-—-tailors and other tradesmen, with
Chickweed the money lender, who in his rusty
suit of brown did not look at all like the semi.
millionaire he was.

All came in with bows and earnest solicita
tions for orders.

The Mountjoye estates had been nursed for
years and the rent roll was enormous.

It was worth while to rim a shadowy risk to
share in the plunder of the prodigal.

Brian gave his orders right and left most
profusely, and then dismissing the tradesmen,
ordered Ryder to admit no more visitors, while
he conferred with Chiclrweed.

That astute individual held a very large
number of bonds, I. 0. U‘s., and other securities
of Brian's for money lent at a most exorbitant
and ruinous rate of interest.

Shelton was young, rather delicate and then
Brian was so utterly unscrupulous. Chickweed
knew that the late earl had not died a natural
death.

In his own mind the money lender and usurer
had no doubt as to who had slain and con
trived the death of the uncle. Would the same

d spare the nephew.
0. He wasa stumbling block in the path

Qt Brian. Would he spare him. The gold
Ioaler knew that where lust of money fig
cancer like into a man's soul, mercy would have
no place. »

And now that the nephew was dead, Chick
weed had no hesitation in his own mind as to
who was the instrument.

But this was of no moment to him. Even it
he had possessed proof, it would not have inst
uned. All he cared about was ms miserable
coin, which had never brought happiness and
preasure to himself or anyone else

"
allow me my lord," he began in the ob

seqmous tone of the sycophant he was " to cou
'gratulate you on your elevation to rank and
wealth."

“ Stay Chickweed," said Brian with afieoted
humility. “ We are not quite sure. Shelton
may have been saved and be lying ill in some
hut or farm.

“ Would not the finder of the earl only be too
glad to proclaim his good fortune," continued
Chlokweed shaking his head. “ He had no

enemies," he added with a cough.
“ No—rely on it the body has been washed

out to sea—I wish I was as sure of my money
as I was of that."

And the eyes of these two evil men met.
Brian though the more desperate villain, was
the more refined and his eyes fell before those
of the more coarse and callous ruflian as
Chickweed had proved himself to be." Well-well! Let us drop the painful sub
ject," cried Brian, uneasily- "And now to
money matters. Of course you will want your
a.rrears—but you must give me time.

“The Court will require some proof—at all
events they will delay their decision."“ In the meantime take possession I“ said the
oily dealer in bullion.

Brian started. The same idea had suggested
itself to him.

They held a long conference during which
Chickweed laid down a whole plan of action,
offering to his colleague and confederate, the
services of a pettifogging attorney of the
name of Andrew Carts, who would act without
authority from the Courts.

An audacious plan was concocted and it was
decided to put it into early execution.

Brian said nothing of the mysterious claim
made by Clarence Percy Seymour.

Even the idea of another claimant would
have frighted Silas Chickweed and he wanted
money.

This question arose last. Chickweed made
some difliculty about lending, but only to en
hance the value of his concession.

He then having written a cheque rose and
departed after arranging an interview at his»
own oflice in tho morning.

No sooner was he gone than the gaudy and
once rich curtain concealing a doorway were
parted aside and a tall handsome, but imperious
looking woman entered with a haughty im
perlal tread.

“ So Brian you are at last Earl of Mountjoye,"
she said, sarcasticaily yet gleefully.. “ You will
now keep your promise and marry me.

“ I believe myself to be the earl," he answered
coldly. “ But there may still be obstacles. A
nearer claimant has turned up. 1 think him
an impostor, bu! still he may cost me

"
(here

Brian coughed uneasily)—" or rather the estate,
—a heavy sum of money."

“ Beware Brian how you attempt to deceive
me," she went on in a menacing tone. “ I know
a few things that would not bear inspection if
forced to the light of day."

“ The less you threaten the better," coldly
continued Brian. “I leave to~morrow for the
Castle—when I return we shall know the best
or the worst. I shall do the festive to-night,
hold high jinks—beh0ld one hundred guinea:' in n0t.es—get me all that is needed—aud spend
the rest on yourself."

. with which flourish he went out
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY. AND CRIME. 29

Hsxt day with what remained of his mono!
-sown in a belt he started on a powerful horse
ffor Elphick Castle. _ _an ostensible object was to mqwre aft“
Shelton

§egmour,dLo_rd
Mount1oye—but he had

other an eeper esigns. _
As a matter of course he was admitted by

Colonel Grant , and found that Lord Jermyn
and Lady Laura were still there waiting m the
hope of learning something of the young 101:5,
of whose death no one of those who loved him
could be persuaded.

Brian was treated with respect, but no one
was cordial, which the assumed earl was careful
to note.

He loved Laura in his coarse and vulgar way
and he determined even if he did not win her
‘love that he would compel her to wed him,
whether she liked it or not.

False priests and other unscrupulous agents
were to be found in those days who would com
mit any crime for money,

He ruminated on this ere he retired to rest
‘and reflected that Robert Woodstock could be -

easily made to organise and bring to perfection
any plot he wished carried out, however ne
farious it might be.

With this thought uppermost he drank oi! a
still‘ nightcap of brandy and slept the sleep of
‘the just, though in many cases that is infinitely
more restless than that of the evil deer.

After breakfast he wished his friends a
polite farewell, asked them to keep him adver
tised of the news and departed.

Not for any great distance. He well knew
the haunts of Captain Steele, and was aware
that he shifted them at times, when seriously
hunted by the myrmidons of the law.

Brian was full of hope. If he could only
obtain possession of the Will he would enter into
possession of the title and estate untrammeled.

Now he was firmly convinced that Captain
Steele would only keep possession of this im
portant document for the sake of selling it to PIQBW: if "Qt 0‘ the 311085
the highest bidder.

Brian believed that the Will, now that Shel
ton, Lord Mountjoye was dead was useless, as
he knew that in it the late earl had expressed a
wish that the young lord on coming of age
should join him in breaking the entail.

But Robert Woodstock had assured him
that the late earl had the power falling a direct
heir to bar the estate himself and leave every
penny as he pleased. That he had done so he
felt certain, in which c:1se,he was, the Will
once produced, a man with a title and nothing
else save heavy debts.

His sore pernlexity and great dread may
therefore be oon¢gived_

His anxiety was great we have said and his
horse flew like the wind, and the country
through which he rode presented no other
obstacle than an occasional hedge or a short
cut through the thiclmesses of some scattered
beechwood:

The path which he tool: wound by the sides
of long woods and across large tracts of un
cultivated land.

After a time he reached a dark defile through
a wood, with only barely room for one horse
man.

He continued along this gloomy path for
some mmutes. until it brought him to the
orink ofa dark dell, overgrown with bushes,
aucspreading round in the form ofa rude
-eslmcsrcla.

Here the rider dismounted and led hisreeklng
horse down the descent.

Brian passed through a cluster of bashed
which seemed so thick as to defy intrusion,
but which yielding on either side in the ex
perienced hand of the rider presented what
appeared the mouth of a cavern.

A few steps alongthe passage of this gulf
broughthim to a door, which even seen by
torchlight would have ap so exactly
similarin colour to the rook as to have do
oeived any one who was not in the secret.

But for Brian, the friend and companion cl
highwaymen and thieves, there was no secret
here.

He pressed an imperceptible nob, and ti;
seeming slab of solid foo! yielded, and passing
through this it next minute closed upon him,
leaving him in a long and vaulted passage, at
the end of which was a faint glimmer of light,
towards which ho advanced with firm and
steady steps.

Soon he halted in a small vaulted chamber
with a light overhead, and gave a peculiar
whistle.

He then waited a moment, until adoor
opened right before him, no one appearing
however.

“ Who wants Captain Steele P"—-advance and
give the word and the grip said a hoarse voice.

The intruder gave out a whispered sentence,
when a hand was protruded and a clasp ex
changed.

Brian then passed through the doorway and
found himself in a rough and ready chamber.
He found himself in the presence of Captain
Steele, in dirhabille, unshaven,unshorn, smoking
a long clay and evidently under the influence
of a. bottle of schedaru to which he had been
paying his affectionate addresses.

“Welcome my city-sawyer,” said the high
wayman, in a tone of familiarity. “Welcome
to Steele's cave, the home of hospitality and

(the robber had
been to colle-:e), but of those you have your
share in London. To what do I owe your visit,
Brian Seymour? "

“ You might be polite to an old friend, and
say ‘ my lord,'—I am a belted earl," was the half
angry, half-bantexing answer.

“Not yet," was tlie sneering answer of the
semi-drunken vagabond. “ Not yet—there’l
many aslip between the cup and the lip.”

“What mean you 7" cried Brian. turning
green and yellow. " Know you anything I”

"Nothing more than you do," was thecool
reply, "but where a. body is not found, and
there is no pretence of a £uneral—and people
who ought to weep, smile and laugh there is to
my mind a doubt-.—n.t least.

“ Who laughs and smiles I" gasped Brian.
“'ihe Colonel and Lord Jermyn and Lad]

Laura,” was the incisive rejoinder, “ while that
little tom-cat the Blue Dwarf, grins and shoQ
his filed teeth, and mother Grip grins, tho
toothless old tabby—there is something fishy
going on."

“ You are serious 7" wildly cried Brian.‘KQuite."
“ But what is the meaning of all this 7"
“I cannot say,“ the other drily

answerefi
“ but I never knew it smoke without n. fire an
it smokes most consumedly as olcFBill Shakes
peare says.”

“There is some rank and tricky treason
afloat," raid Brian. “ Their motive 2"
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I0 THE BLUE DWARF;*i~* ‘re make ii 20010! a certain heir expectan " fashion of the time with silk and sealed with
Ins i.l:i6 laughing rejoinder, “but never say die a large seal. '

-1.-.y man—let us drinkl" “I have until night,” cried the professed
Brian trembled with rage at the highway- gambler—“ you have been hospitable, I have

man's insolent familiarity, but it was not wise been harsh-let us have a final cairouse."
to beard the wolf in his den. He therefore Which they did to avery lavish extent, and
composed himself-filled up a tumbler of Hol- an hour after dark Brian rode away in the eool
land and drunk it oif. of the evening in ii state of mind and body

He then turnedto the subject of the Will, which did not seem very oondudve to safe
but Steele at once fought shy. horsemanship.

i.I know nothing about the pa_mhment’.- he But he was an old ltager, the horse was sure
said drily and in a tone that adiritt d of no and "IQ, hfld b96l1_W811 fed B-mi seen to and
reply Hi pm-mt.“ ii 1 em, however—I should kept safely In the middle of "Is rem

sey nothing. There are other bidders in the BP]B11~em‘-1' OW m1ll?3~k°,_W°l$°_¢° B 5°"? °‘
lIJarket—and those who hold it—know its the mufillolli 9-Dd _5m1'|5¢_d

bl! W1u1l18_9t¢°d 111“

'a1ue_»- one of those exhilarating trots which are so
u when I an earl," greedfly insisted B,-ism’ conducive to bodily and mental health.

“there is no reward you can name which I Wm This soon brought him to the Red Lion, the

nob gmnty scene of many previous adventures.
.i And when you are um emu will listen," Brian was admirably disguised, and had no

- - - - fear oi recognition from a heavy-headed and
:e:,111;i§€e :1l,:i1w1:11:e:_)lel1I,;::e‘2(J1nst(,))n;~,1,!,1,.g',,“,“,,'Zj lazy landlord. Besides, he had money in his

to fumble at your sword hilt -honest Jack Pl“-991 _*"1d men: as '1°Wv Wm‘
th°_1"€em°'Steele has pinked better men than you and will "‘*“‘"ml=!- 8°ld W59’ and ever W11 v 5

aguin—Sdeath manl stash this fit of the blues ““"_""3“l Pa55P°n- ,, .
B

. .
and let us try our luck at the ivories." 53° ‘° m! h°'§°i °5fl°1'i

“cued
mm’ m ‘

u I must fathom this secret," returned Brian‘
haughty and imperious tone, and drawer, let

. . . ie
'

. H
striving to hide his anger and vindictive §,,,n';:§nairr:: ‘fi:§?1:naI§g,,§§§t,Ym°

as ‘
. um‘ “Cans” get 5 Pmsty messenger m _

"No, sir—tliis way, sir—privste room, sir?"
ride to London and back in three days for ten Sam We obsequioua attendant

11°“ ?" N lil 1 —I 't' 2"

_"1\-lake

it twenty," said Steele, putting out Yg;t,,,g_p::,1Oyur8 f::,p%‘f,f,,1e,§,:,Y ‘}‘,',‘,'mthe
his hand, “and trusty Tom the galloway will

neighbourhood
-,

do it himaelf—-his mare was fouled by Black

'

. . . ‘ All

'

h —I lik d "
U18

Bess
indher

prime—and can beat anything on me‘,.ry’ cggdéscendineg gggujfmpflny’
W"

the roa .

A You are & wonderful liar’, replied Brian’
And entering the inn’: best room, he found it

. teuanted by three persons of the country andth 1 b t h ull d t th .
ylietiiis tsgglrhis gxtrairginuiy Cc:)‘l1IS61‘.?'

money tmdesmlm class’ whom he saluted couneously

. V and seated himself.

"sst:g:Be‘:1t:,‘;°}; ‘;‘:11o(:£‘;fg’:%1il;'8°a:1étgtglésttlilglt
In less time than could be expected from the

. . general character of the place he was served

E:-P15;
m a loud tone was answered m n

wig}?
a juicy steak and all necessary fillings.‘ '

. . _ ter supper he ordered a bowl of punch.

°£T:°!j10f‘:;:;ng:1tbt;‘:%mea:éd tfsgglfifli and ingratiated himself with all by his courtesy
. . . db‘

‘
cd te f L d d

'

glrfilrgzliilgegiranty
tobe questioned by his 2];L0:£:l1fgdai‘::

0 so °n ‘man especmu,

,, would“ earn twenty guineas Tom ?,, He retired in rather a. maudlin state and was
- . ,, . ‘ \ . not surprised io find the infatuated

' l waiting’
uxtzistligyelme,

that s all, was the quiet delib- for him on the hump in
,, write your letters, said the cnpmim

She loved this rseuundrel, who had behaved in
. . \ . . her eyes like D

.

hero.

ltlznce rizfiiigdwslfis i:uai'rs€il€-imakrlals
about hm To love with girls of her calibre is to be lost.

It was addressed to Master Robert Woodstock vi?”
“‘°‘° W" “‘m‘d ‘° “he “B” °‘ 1"‘ “"*“7

Ii the sign of the Lamb, Drury Lane. " mm‘

“ 1-lere are five guineas on account," the high
ivaymi-n went on—he knew his customer well,
" the rest is ready when you return, Tom."

And he threw the shining and sparkling
metal into a drawer and locked it.

Tom turned on his heel, and in ten minutes CHAPTER XII,
more was galloping on the high road to I ondcn,
mounted on his thoroughbred mare. ‘ chum‘ can“

Tbe two men, arcade: ambu (i.e., blzickguards

both) then sat down to dice and drink-—this,
with an interval for solid refreshment, continued
all day, with somnolent intervals all night,

Aintfi sen.
the booted and spurred messenger rs-turne , a

'

.
bespattered with mud, excessively in liquor, but

He flung open the wmduv and the fleet‘

The first grey gleam of daylight had jud
appeared in the sky, when Brian Seymour
leaped out of his bed and quickly dressed him

qi:@g;=;1m,~»@,@¢;1- ,,. "1%>';*§:%."i‘.Ps§;“b:::"i2;:i:;s*:*“,.?:;;:ci1e..‘ r ” sn . . - . . .
" Sixtfzen shihersfi gsglleltlll Tom the Galloway, hfe‘

a.€“fie"en heylhh 11.13
séxotflgl

'.md ;‘_g‘:;°“5
holding something behind his back. cons“ u °n was egmmng 0 ee “S e “C

“Au fair," laughed Slade, and‘ handing him It was ii quiet and peaceful scene that he

the money, he received the letter, tied as was the
fiifed

“Pm but “ mm“ n° impr°“i°“ “pm
inn.
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‘F A TALE or Lovs, ursrsav, AND cums. _ 31
@_

Hehad no eyes for the fair landscape that
stretched before him; he was only thinking of
something that had kept him awake nearly half
the night, and was hatching a. wicked and foul
plot against the innocent and good.

In the brief intervals when he had snatched
some brief intervals of sleep, he had dreamed of
Lady Laura, and when he lay awake it was of
her he thong ht.

He loved her with a fierce, passionate reck
less love that only the wicked can feel, and he
had determined to make her his. It mattered
not to hlm whether she loved him or not.

She should be his wife willing or unwilling,
as we have already said.

No girl, however innocent and pure, however
high in station, should stand between him and
his ionate desires.

0 this he was resolved—flrmly and brutally
resolved.

Bhe might hate and loathe him with all her
heart, but she must submit to his stronger will.

He would show her that Brian Seymour was
not the sort of man to be trifled with by any
woman.

Lady Laura, proud, haughty Lady Laura
should" be taught a lesson, and would at best
find that she had a master.

He would be kind to her when he had
thoroughly broken her in; but let her beware
if she attempted to thwart him in any way.

‘ There will come a time when proud Lady
Laura will beg of me to marry her on her
bended knees," muttered Brian, savagely, as he
opened the door of his room and hurried down
the stairs.

He had reached the front door and was in
the act of opening it, when some one without
gave several blows on the stout oak panels.

“ Open," cried a familiar voice. “ Open
quickly, both myself and steed stand in need
of refreshment."

“ You are impatient." retured Brian, flnging
open the door, and Robert Woodstock, for it
was he who had knocked so impetuously,
sttted back in surprise.

“ I did not expect to meet you here," said
Woodstock, holding out his hand.

“ I thought you were miles away."
“ This is e fortunate meeting," said Brian.

“I have something of importance on hand.
We shall be useful to each other, Robert."

“Always glad to be of service to a friend,“
returned Robert Woodstock, “ particularly you
Brian Seymour, for we have known each other
long enough now, and have done each other
many services."

“ The mutter I have in hand is both deep and
dangerous," observed Brian Seymour.

“ I will do all I can to assist in the enterprise
whatever it may be," said Robert.

“ You are brave, reckless, and shrewd. but you

will want all your courage and all your shrewd

ne~s to carry out the scheme I have in hand.
We must not fail this time. Robert Woodstock.
I have set my heart on obtaining my ob]ect,

and you shall have a rich reward if we are

successful."
“ Yes, I will do blindly what you ask me to

do," returned Robert. “You are not a mad
man and would not ask me to carry out that
which is impossible.

‘-I do not ask you to do that whichI am

afraid to do myself," said Brian. “ I only want
your assistance.

And as be spoke he shut the door.

" Is it urgent P" asked Robert. “ Cannot
I stop to rest my steed 7"

" No, we have no time to lose."
“ In this case I will come at once," said

Robert,
“ but where is your horse P are you

going ?
“ It 18 in the stable. I will awake the stable

boy to saddle it," replied Brian." By the by,
perhaps he will be able to give you a fresh
mount. Your horse looks almost dead beat."

“A good idea," said Robert, and they atoms
went to the stables.

At first the stable boy, who was about thirty,
objected to get up at such an early hour, but
the promise of half a sovereign melted away all
his scruples, and he came down from the loft
and opened the stable door with a smiling face,
and sleepy eyes.

They followed him into the stables and ho
began to saddle Brian's steed.

“ Could you give my friend a fresh horse Y"
asked Brian when his own steed was saddled.

“ I am afraid uot," returned the stableman,
with a shake of his head."

“ But it's very important that we should gel
on our journey," said Brian, dropping mother
half-a-crown in the stablemsn’s~ hand. “ Our
business cannot brook delay,"

" Now I come to think on it," said the other,
rubbing his head, “we have a charming horse
left here, that we were told to be extra careful
with, and not to let it go out of our sight, on
any account. Now if I was to lend it to you
would you return it when you arrived at the
next coaching station?"

“ Yes," returned Robert, eagerly.
“ You wont override it 7" cried the other.
“ I give you my word that I shall be very

careful with it," returned Robert. I am too
fond of animals to ill treat them."

“ You see it doesn’t belong to us,” went on
the other “ and strictly speaking we have no
right to let it go out of our stables, but to oblige
a gentleman I'll lend it to you."

“ You will not regret it,"sofi Brian, who was
getting very impatient.

" Wellto tell you the truth," returned the
other,-eonfldsnt.ially“'l‘he horse I'm ageing to
give you is the identical one as Captain Steele
the highwayman rode some time back. It was
left here by Pooly, the Bow-street Runner with
strict instructions not to let it go out of our
sight; but it’ll do the horse no harm to give it I
little exercise."

“ Certainly not," said Brian, while Robert
pricked up his ears, for he knew that he would
soon be in possession of his matchless steed
Brimstone.

“ Bring him out Jack. we have no time to
waste in foolish talk,“ said Brian.

The other obeyed and the two men left the
stable, followed after a short interval by the
other, leading‘ the horses res-.ly saddled.

Brimstone gave a neigh of joyful recognition
on seeing his master, and pawed the ground,
while Robert stroked the animal caressiugly.

Jack the ostler was a shrewd fellow and at
once noticed that Brimstone and Robert were
old friends.

His suspicions were at once aroused, and he

felt certain that Captain Steele was standing
before him. _

He made a clutch at Robert's collar, crying as

he did so.
“ No you don't, you are Captain steels, Ill

highwaymsn"
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I2 run. BLUE DWARF;

I
“ Onrse that Captain Steele," said Robert. “ I

am always taken for him. I'll be revenged
upon him for all the trouble he has caused me."

-‘ Never mind him now," returned Brian. “I
have a matter of great importance to speak to
you shout. 1 would talk of Lady Laura."

" I am all attention," observed Robert Wood
stock, at once taking the cue.

“ I am sure you will not be surprised when I
-tell you that I love her."

" Lady Laura is very beautiful," returned
Robert, in his dry sententious way.

“ She is the most beautiful woman I have
-ever seen," cried Robert, enthusiastically.

“ She has many admirers, ' said Robert.
“ Inura is not only beautiful but she is pure

and good," returned Brian.
It is very strange but nevertheless true, that

.however bad a in.-in may be, he never thinks
himself unworthy of a good woman's love.

He liked Laura all the better because she did
not love him. lle was one of those strange
,people who only love what they believe they
cannot get.

“You have some design in taking me into
your confidence," said Bobert.“ I have," returned l;ri=.n. “ I want your
assistance. I want you to help me to abduct

“Then she is an unwilling mistress,” said
Robert. _

“She is or pretends be,“ said Robert,
bitterly, angrily, and in his 11118931‘ 1

1
?

dug his
spurs into his horses flanks. making it plunge
violentlv, so violently that it almost threw its
rider. ‘iAt any rate willing or unwilling I will
have her. No one shall thwart Brian Seymour
in his slightest wish."

“ But how can we abduct her 7" suid Robert.
"She is safe inside the Castle."

“ Leave that to ms," said Brian. “ It is

enough for me to tell you that I know my
scheme can be carried out_ Three-fingered
Jack, the King of the Smugglers is in_my pay
The brig is to sail for France to-night and
Laura and I will sail in it."

“ I sincerely hope that all will go well," ob

served Robert.
“ My plans are well laid and cannot faiL” re

plied Briaii, “ for my part I have no doubt o
f

success. No one ever succeeds in anything if
they think of failure when they start on any
enterprise."

“ You have a valuable friend in the King of
the Smugglers," said Robert.

“ He is a very useful man toknow,” returned
Brian. " I rendered him n great service once.
“ I saved his life and he has never forgotten it.
He will do anything for me, whether it be for
good or evil."

Robert made no answer to this remark but
merely nodded and the two men relapsed into
silence.

They had increased their speed, and were
galloping along the road at a furious rate, nor
did they slacken speed until Robert suggested
that he stood in need of refreshment.

"
Welwill stop at the next inn, for I too feel in

t nerd of food and drink." observed Brian.
" Do you know of any inn about here P"

“Yes." replied Robert, quickly. “There is

one close at hand. It is the one I was taken to
when captured by the Bow-street runners. The
night was dark and the landlord will probably
not recognise me; besides if he does there are

two of us and we will compel him to be civil."

“ Then lead the way," cried Robert, and the
two men put their horses to the gallop, leaving
a cloud of dust behind them.

It was not long before they came in view of
the inn. It stood back from the road and was
half hidden from view by a cluster of elms in
which s. colony of crows had taken up their
residence.

As they neared the inn the piteous cries of a
woman fell upon their ears. She was evidently
inan agony of pain, for her cries were loud and
shrill. Some one was evidently ill~using her.

Robert rode quickly upto the inn, and leaped
to the ground.

The cries came from the interior of the
house, and Robert looking through an open
window saw a sight which made every vein in
his body tingle with indignation.

A young and pretty girl—the girl who had
aided him to escape from the Bow-street
Runners, was being beaten in the most cruel
way, by her father, the sturdy landlord of the
inn.

Her hands were tied by a strap to a hook in
the wall, and her toes only touched the floor of
the kitchen.

“Take that, and that, you jade,“ he cried,
bringing down a stout oak stick upon her plump
White shoulders, and leaving a long red mark.
Take that, and that, you hussy l"—and again
the stick descended with a swish, swish.

“ Oh father, do not strike me again," she
cried in tones of entreaty. “ I have done
nothing to deserve this treatment at your
hands."

“ Hold your tongue, wenc " cried the land
lord" “ I'll break your lazy bones before I have
done with you. It's no use your hollowing, no
one will take your part. Shriek away as much
as you like."

" Liar," exclaimed Robert, and jumping
through the window, he rushed upon the
astoiiislied landlord, and seizing the stick which
was about to descend upon the shoulders of the
writhing girl, dragged it out of the brutal
.ruflinn's hand.

“ Where the devil did you come from 7" cried
the surprised l1indlord,and there was a ludicrous
look of surprise in his face as he gazed at
Robert Woodstock. “ And how dare you inter

iere
with me? I shall chastise my daughter if

like.”
“ You will not strike her when I am here,"

cried Robert, white with passion. as he released
the young girl, who was trembling with pain
and terror. “ Lay a hand on her if you dare."

“The girl deserved it,” returned the landlord,
angrily. “She is always doing something to
make me lose my temper. I didn't hurt her
much with that thin little stick."

“ You didn't hurt her much," cried Robert,
with a grin. “I’ll just give you u. dose to see
how you like it. Hold him Brian, while I lay
on to him.”

Brian seized the trembling landlord and held
him in his iron grasp, while Robert plied the
stick with right good will until the landlord
howled again '* ‘

““ Mercyl mercy l! cried the landlord. I

shall be murdered. Girl, will you lee your
father treated like this ‘l

" Don’t hurt father," exclaimed the forgiving
daughter. “ He has been punished quite enough.

“ Yesl yes l" shrieked the landlord. “ I have
had quite enough I assure you, quite enough to
do me good."
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A ram or LOVE, MYSTEB Y, AND CRIME.

“Will you promise never to strike your
daughter again i" said Robert.

“ I'll never do it again if you'll leave 03;,"
cried the landlord. I'll be tender to berm
future, that I will."

“ I only leave ofi because your daughter ask!
me to desist," said Robert, throwing the stick
down, reluctantly enough. “Now set to work
and getus a good dinner—the best the house

affords."
Bon.ifacc’s cupidity was at once aroused and

pocketing the insults he had received began
ntraightway to prepare dinner, and the two
travellers betook themselves to the best

parlour. _
In a surprisingly short time the cloth was

laid and a substantial dinner placed before
‘them, and the landlord after opening a bottle
of wine left them alone.

The two men did justice to the meal and
were just in the act of pouring out the wme
when the landlord’s daughter hurried into the
room.

“Put down that wine," she cried, “dc not
touch a single drop.

“flonsense, child," said Robert, with a merry
laugh. “ You have just come in time to have

your health drank. Brian fill up a third glass."
He was about to put the wine to his hps

when the girl knocked it out of his hands.
“ It is drugged,” she cried. “ My father has

drugged the wine, and has gone to the village
for assistance. He recognized you the moment

you came in and wants to get the reward.
“ The treacherous scoundrel," said Robert.

“ I will be even with him for this.
“ Do not in'u.re him, remember he is my

father," cried ary, quickly.
“ I will spare him for your sake, if I can,"

returned Bobert,quickly, -‘but ifhe puts himself
in my way let him beware."

“Go at once," cried the girl as she went to
the window, and looking out, saw her father
coming across the fields at the head of a party
of yokels, armed with pitchforks. “ Go at once,
01.’it will be too late."

After snatching a kiss from the blushing girl,
Robert hurried from the room, followed by
Brian Seymour.

To reach the stable was the work of a mo
lnent, and the horses being already saddled
they rode out of the building, just as the land
lord followed by the crowd of yokels entered
the yard.

“There they be," cried the landlord, “ arrest
him, my boys. “You are brave lads and not
afraid of Captain Steele."

" Come on you hirelings,“ shouted Robert, as
he and his companion drew their swords. “ We
are not afraid of such a ragged army. Open a
path for us or we will cut our way through."

But the yokels emboldened by their numerical
superiority, held their ground, while the rascally
landlord urged them on,— carefully keeping
himself in the background.

“ Charge l" cried Robert.
The encounter was of very brief duration.

Two of the yokels bit the dust, and the
treacherous landlord received an ugly cutin
the face. This was enough for the crowd of
rustics, they turned tail and fled, uttering wild
shrieks of terror, leaving Robert and Brian the
masters of the situation.

OHAPTER XIII.

SOINII.

A bright moonlight night, the latices
waves rushing in upon the shore, the high per
pendicular clilfs, with here and there a huge'
boulder banging threateningly over the clifi.

Drawn up close under the olifis was a small
brig which was being rapidly loaded.

There were two wide p communicating
with the shore, one for the workers to reachthe
vessel by, the other for them to return to the»
bank.

Evidently they were in a great hurry, for they
worked with the utmost energy.

They were a wild looking set of men,evidently'
natives of many difierent climes.

They were smugglers, but they had such a
forbidding and desperate appearance that they‘
might be taken for something worse—they'
looked more like pirates than contrsbandisln.

In their belts they wore pistols and cu .
and it was evident would not hesitate to use
them when provoked.

They were not dressed uniformly, but attired
themselves as they chose, and the diversity of'
shades was picturesque in the extreme,
most of them had villainous faces, and more
than one of them had played the guilty part of '

wrecker, and had sent some poor half drowned
wretch into eternity without the least remorse.

We will take the liberty of entering the
smuggler's cave, which was situated at the base‘
of the cliffs right under Elphick Castle.

Seated at the head of a table was a tall burly
man, who was fully head and shoulders taller
than anyone in the cave.
His right hand was minus two fingers, hence

the name of Three-Fingered Jack, the King of
the Smugglers.

Seated at the table were the mo'..e influential
and important members of the band. All were
drinking.

The cave was lighted by torches stuck in the
side of the wall.

The torches cast a flickering light in the‘
cave, and the faces of the smugglers could be"
but indistinctly seen through the cloud of’
tobacco smoke.

“ Success to our en rise," cried a good
looking fellow, who had raven black hair, and"
fierce blazing black eyes. “ Success to our
enterprise and confusion to our enemies."

The cry was taken up and every one round
the table held their glasses on high.

“The night is much too light," exclaimed
Three Fingered Jack. “ I am sure that we shall‘
not get away without a brush with the excise
0flicers_"

“ If they interfere with us we shall know
what to do," cried he with the blazing eyes
called Peter by his companions.

And he touched the pistols in his belt
significantly enough.

“We will show them a clean pair of heels if
wecan," cried Three Fingered Jack, but if they
compel us to fight we will fight to the last. The
cargo is too valuable to be lost. I know I can
depend on you my lads.

“ You can," shouted the men as it were lnonc
voice. “ We will go down with the brig rathfi
than surrender."
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THE BLUE DWARF;

At this the sound of horses hoofs were heard
without,anc with muttered oaths the smugglers
grasped their weapons, prepared to defend
themselves to the lust, for they thought that
the enemy had discovered their retreat and was
about to attack them.

“ Put up your weapons,” cried Three Fingered
Jack with a loud laugh. “ We need them for
our enemies, not for our friends."

Hardly had the smuggler chief ceased

speaking when two men hurriedly entered the
mouth of the cave.

“ Welcome," cried Three Flngered Jack. “I
am right glad to see you. Have you come far ?

you look both tired and travel stained.
“We have ridden hard and have come a con

siderable distance," returned Brian, for it was
he, and the person who accompanied him was
no less a person than Robert Woodstock. “I was
in great fear that I should arrive here too late."

“ If you had been delayed an hour later you
would not have found us here," said Three
Fingered Jack, “for we have got arich cargo
and are anxious to be away, for delay is dan
gerous in the extreme."

“ The excise oflicers are very active just now."
cried Brian Seymour, “if you are not very care
ful you will get caught one of these days,
Oaptain Jaok.”

“ It is worth the risk,"replied Three Fingered
Jack, as he led Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock into an inner and smaller cave,
divided from the outer one by a roughly con
structed wall.

He poured them outa glass of wine each and
drank one himself.

“ You have fully made up your mind to abduct
Lady Laura," he said, looking at Brian.

“ Yes,” said Brian, quickly. “ When I saved
your life you told me you would do anything to
serve me. The time has come for you to prove
your Words.

“ I will serve you if you swear that you will
do Lady Laura no injury," returned Three
Fingered Jack.

“ I will do her no injury,"’said Brian. with a
smile. “I only wish to make her my wife."

“There shall be no delay," added Brian
Seymour. “ We will go at once.“

fl will wait your return here," cried Three
Fmgered Jack. “ Stay, had you not better have
assistance? Peter shall go with you. He can
be trusted. He has the heart of a lion and the
strength of an elephant."

“ Let him come by all means," was Brian's
reply, “ he may be useful."

And Peter having been called and the matter
explained to him, the three men entered the
subterraueous passage at the extreme end of
the inner cave.

The loud laughter and noisy shouts of the
smugglers grew more and more subdued every
moment. and had ceased altogether, as they
advanced _

The Spaniard led the way never once look
ing back, and Brian and Robert followed close
in the rear.

Peter held a large lantern in his hand, and it
east dark fantastic shadows on the roughly
hewn walls.

They came upon an iron gate at the foot of a
steep stairway, and transierring the lantern to
his left hand, Peter opened it with a key.

“ Follow me," he cried,and ran lightly up the
stairs, so quickly that Brian and Robert had to
evince all their agility to keep up with him.

1

At length they reached a kind of landil
which there was a ladder which communic
with a trap door. .

Peter ascended the ladder and exertih ;
his gigantic strength slowly and noiselfi-.1!
opened the trap door, and leaped into the mun
above.

ln another moment his companions had M
lowed him.

They were now in the Castle
Lucky for them the room in whidi they

found themselves had no occupant, or the alarm
would have been given, and they would have
been frustrated in their evil design.

“ You will wait here to guard the trap door,"
cried Brian to Peter

“ I will guard it well," said Peter significantly,
drawing a frightful looking cutlass, and feeling
its edge with his thumb.

“ I have no doubt of that," observed Brian,
and then turning to Robert he added :

“ We must be cautious. We have the most
difllcult part of the business before us. A
single mistake will perhaps cost us our lives."

They gr-oped their way down a dark passage,
walking with extreme caution, not stopping
until they reached a door—the door of Lady
Laura’: bed chamber.

Without a moment's hesitation Brian
Seymour turned the handle of the door, which
opened with a slight creak.

Listening for a moment, Brian entered the
room, followed by Robert.

A light was burning in the room, which was
luxuriantly furnished.

On a couch lay Lady
smile on her parted lips. She had fallen to
sleep in the act of brushing her luxuriant hair.

It was fortunate for her that she had not
undressed and gone to bed, for Brian Seymour
would not have hesitated to have taken her out
of it clad only in her night dress.

Her innocent pleadings would have been of no
avail.

She would but have to go. _
Brian Seymour gazed at the beautiful girl

with admiring eyes, then quietly lifted her
from the couch, so tenderly and gently that.
she wu not aroused.

They hurried quickly down the passage and
soon reached the i-"rap door.

At this moment >...-iura opened her eyes and
gazed at Brian Seymour with an awful look of
terror on her face, and than gave vent to a wild
cry that resounded through the Castle.

Brian hurried down the stairs with his fair
burden.

He hurried along at such a rate that 110
risked breaking his neck.

They were being pursued, for he could hear
shouts behind him.

Burdened as he was they were gaining on him
every moment.

“Put down the cried Peter.girl,"

must fly for our lives."
“ Never," cried Brian, clenching his teeth.

“ I will not leave her."
“ You are foolish, but you are also brave,

therefore I will not desert you," said Peter.
Laura’s shrieks 1-ever-berated through tho

passage, and the heavy tramp of feet camo
nearer and nearer. She struggled so fiercely in
her terror and despair that Brian had tho
utmost dificulty in holding has

Laura fast asleep, a.

“Wm
cannot escape with her. Put her down, we
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 36'

They arrived at the foot of the stairs, and the
iron gate was swung too by Peter. It fell into
its place with a loud snap.

It was closed only just in time.
There was a heavyrush, and a crowd of angry

infuriated faces, appeared on the other side of
the gate, glaring through the iron bars, that
divided pursuer from pursued.

“ Helpl help ll shrieked Lady Laura. “For
the love ct heaven save me from this cruel
man."

The retainers in their fury threw themselves
against the gate, and exerting all their strength
tried to dash it open, but it resisted all their
efiorts; and the cries of the terrified girl grew
fainter and fainter.

“ You shall not steal me away from my home,"
cried Laura, desperately, striking Brian in the
face with her little clenched fist, and trying to
kick him with her slippered feet, but he carried
her along blind to the pain she was inflicting.

“ You are mine," cried Brian Seymour, with
a triumphant laugh.

" Villain, you will be punished for this," cried
Laura, and then with a wild shriek her head
fall on Brian's shoulder. She had fainted.

CHAPTER xiv,
ON BOARD.

The gate gave way with a loud crash and a
struggling crowd of human beings dashed
down the passage, uttering wild vengeful cries,
bent on recovering Lady Laura, and punishing
her daring abductors.

Brian Seymour heard the loud crash of the
gate as it fell to the ground, and the hoarse
shouts of those in pursuit.

A moment more and they were in the inner
cave, where Three Fingered Jack was waiting
for them impatiently enough.

“Curse them they are close upon us," cried
Robert. “We shall have to turn and fight
them."

“There is no time for fighting," replied the
smuggler chief quickly, as he led the way to
the outer cave and carefully barred the door
behind them.

A murmur of admiration came from the lips
of the smugglers as they gazed upon Brian
Seymour’s lovely burden.

They cast longing looks at the 1"'"*utiful_girl,
looks that Brian did not like, and n ..._..'..' 3!
horror went to his heart as the thought passed
through his mind, of the peril and insults he
had exposed her to in bringing the pure, inno
cent and lovely creature, among such a reckless
band as the smugglers.

He almost wished he had not stolen her from
the Castle.

But regrets were useless now.
“ Drink up your liquor, my lads. We must

set sail at once,’. cried Three fingered Jack, and
the men rose from their seats and hurried out
of the cave, just as heavy blows began to be

rained on the wooden door, which quivered with
every blow.

Outside into the cool night air they hurried
having no desire for fight, for the delay might
give the excise oflicers, who were very vigilant,
lufioient time to arrive onthe scene.

The moonlight had disappeared behind shank
ct clouds, and sea and sky was one vast black.
expanse

The cold air played upon the girls fair !aee;.
and uttering a weary sigh she opened her eyes,
and awoke

'

She was now too perplexed, too exhausted @
struggle with Brian, and she lay back sub
missively enough in his strong arms, a feeling,
of wild unutterable dread at her heart.

Why had he abducted her!
What could be his object in tearing her from»

the sacred privacy of her sleeping apartment,
and what would be her ultimate fate. These
were the questions that perplexed Lady Laura's
mind and filled it with a thousand dreadful
fears, as he hurried over the wide plank and so,
on to the deck of the vessel.

The smugglers gave a lusty cheer, as the brig
moved away from the shore, its white sails
standing out in bold relief against the sky.

There is a wild excitement about" the sea
which is not without its influence even on the
most rugged, and those of the crew who were
not lazy gazed out on the dancing waters with
an admiration that never palled.

What with their occupation, and the con
fusion and excitement oi a start, they did not
notice a grotesque and dwsrfish figure leap into
the rushing waters as they started, and, swim~
ming to the side of the vessel, raise himself out
of the water by means of a hanging rope and
with great agility swing up to the bulwarks,
whence he passed to the deck, concealing him
self behind some bales of merchandise.

The brig receded from the shore, and shouts
of bafled rage came from the throats of the
Castle retainers, as they poured out of the.
cavern mouth and ran up and down the beach
in wild oonfusion,while the now exultant smug
glers set up loud and defiant cheers.

The vessel no longer sheltered by the over
hanging cliif was now more under the influence
of the wind, and she rose and fell on the crested

Ifl
fl
d foaming waves, skimming along like a thing

0 life.
Suddenly the moon broke through the heavy

bank of clouds, and shone serenely down upon
the earth and upon the water, the Castle
of the oliifs st anding out in bold relief against.
the back-ground of dark and lurid sky.

At the some moment a revenue cutter was
revealed to the astonished smugglers and s
stentorian and commanding voice hailed them,
telling them to heave to.

Three Fingered Jack was in no humour to
obey. He was as much pirate as smuggler-—
had still s good supply of cognac on_ board,
which he was to deliver to a sloop waiting at
hand, and then he had Laura on board.

To the summons therefore they paidno atten
tion, crowding on all sail and endeavouring ta
gain the weather gage of the dangerous enemy.

CHAPTER XV.

A ricer up A suarnisn.

“The Spankler is a real snapper,"
King of the smugglers, “and his bite is worse-.
than his bark—eo if we can give her the

s1?wewill—ltwillbetimetofightifIBB\\lIi
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THE BLUE DWARF;

His orders were obeyed, and at this moment
sdense black mam of clouds passed over the
moon, causing them in the Scotch mist to be

temporarily lost to sight--for a moment only,
but that moment was a fortunate one.

The smug lers lost not an instant in
advantage o the respite, which, however, was
very fight.

After a brief interval, Oliver shone out again,
but the brig, which had changed its course, had

gained—the lugger kept on the same tack and
thus lost ground.

The moment she saw the escaping foe she

lufied up in the wind, and ihen over the heavy
night air came the report of a gun—the flash

and then the hissing of a ball which fell in the
water close to the brig.

" Keep her away," said Three-Fingered Jack,
rnshin; to the tiller; “ a stern chase is a long
chase—but you, Billings, get all ready, turning
hawks, side skewers and the barkers ; you, Jobson,
rlear the jokers," a facetious name given to the

swivel gun and long Tom; “if we can't show

our legs we'll show our teeth."

The men all gave a sympathetic halloo, and
then the skipper cast a look back, and saw that
the lugger had spread every stitch of canvas
she could carry.

The Spankler was well known on the coastas
a quick sailer, while the long Betsy Jane was
also celebrated for her quickness.

But the revenue cutter could sail nearer to
the wind than the other, and this in a game of
running was of importance.

The smuggler ran along the shore hoping on

an emergency to dash into some cove, when
they could land their contraband cargo and
conceal Lady Laura.

For half an hour all was still and then the
brig began to slacken in her pace and in an un
8|OC0llll[:‘.l)l€ wuy to disobey the helm.

“ What's up 2" cried Three Fingered Jack,
with a fearful and blasphemous oath. “ some

thing's wrong—shelurches—the bungling thief
will catch us."

Several of the men rushed about to see if
anything was wrong, and the Blue Dwarf had
a narrow escape of being caught.

When he saw how the land lay and that the
brig might escape he resolved to do something
to delay the advance of the smuggler.

The Blue Dwarf had under circumstances
which will be hereafter explained seen much of
the sea and understood every rope and sail.

He looked around him and saw lying on the
deck a heavy piece of iron which attaching to
a ro e he cautiously launched overboard, fast
en' it, when the rope was nearly paid out to
a forward belaying pin.

This one-sided weight though not enough of
itself to check the progress of the vessel very
sensibly, disturbed her steering powers and the
tiller having to be jerked unusually often, the
brig lost way.

The moment the Blue Dwarf discovered that
those on board suspected that some foreign
agency was at work, he at once out the rope,
anfastened the bight that remained and con
cealed himself between the bales—iegitimate
bales—which had been cast on the deck.

While the singular pressure on one side was
acting the rudder had to be kept hard in the
hand of the skipper, but when the heavy piece
of iron fell right into the sea,the vessel suddenly
changed its course and Llie King of the Smug
glers not being prepared for the surprise. fell

forward, tripped and was cast headlong into
the lee scuppers

The consequence was that the brig came up
to the wind, the sails fluttered then filled back
ward, and the Betsy Jane lost way.

“ " roared the skipper, leaping to his
feet in a maniacal passion. “ There's some
infernal Jonah on board -find him and heave
him overboard."

“ In the meantime yon’d better trim the
sails and save your bacon," said the sarcastic
voice of Brian Seymour.

All saw the force of this and went to work
with a will.

As soon as the brig was righted in her course
the enraged skipper ordered a general search
of the craft.

“ There's some bob lolly boy taken on board,"
“ only let me find him——I'll skin him alive and
nail him to the rnainmast."

A search was made, but wholly without suc
cess. Nothing or nobody was found.

What had become of the Blue Dwarf?
In the sunny forests of the Far East where

under most peculiar and extraordinary circum
stances, he had been, the Blue Dwarf had
learned to climb trees with the agility of a
monkey, which animal he partly resembled,
with the cross of a spi ler, escaping from
animals and men only by his wonderful agility.

No sooner did he discover that the brig was
to be overhauled than he crept right forward,
clambered on the heel of the bowsprit, and then
holding on to the ropes undemeath, lowered
himself until he wa hanging with his feet in
the water.

The jib and flying jib were both loosely
furled as being useless in the present state of
their course. Some of the ropes were loose and
aided by these the Blue Dwarf contrived to
sustain himself under the martingale guy,

“Cant see nothing no where," growled the
mate Billings. " I think some one is a playing
tricks, only let me catch him-wont I ropes
end him. oh no."

‘ All hands ‘bout ship--don't you see the
Terr rock roared the skipper. '

Every hand obeyed and soon the ship was
sailing on a wind—thc Blue Dwarf being com
pelled to venture again on board, and to creep
into the men's iorecastle as a temporary L0l1~
cealment.

As soon as the course of the ship was changed
the skipper and Billings held a conference. The
brig had lost way, something was wrong some-
where, and the revenue cutter was coming up
hand over hand.

“We must. fight—-—it." growled Three
Fingered Jask. “ Can't be helped—brought it
on themselves. Get Tommy ready."

The gun was of American importation. very
accurate, and fired by the King of the Smug
glers was not likely to miss.

Billings was put at the wheel, Jobson was
made captain of the sail trimmers, and the
king sighted the gun.

The King and the mate understood one
another. The former waited until the small
craft was sinking aft, aimed and fired.

Next moment there was dire confusion on
board the lugger. The bullet—or rather the
chain-shot had struck the pursuing craft, and
inflicted some serious damage to the hull.

Three Fingered Jack having loaded took
onoe more careful aim, this time at the rigging.

A loud cheer from the smugglers, proclaimed
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38 THE BLUE DWARF;

the victory of their accomplished if rascally
leader. The revenue cutter lay a helpless wreck,
and the contrabandist flew off into the murky
darkness of the night.

It was a calm and steady night, so that one

look-out and the steersman were sufiicient
watch.

The skipper gave them their course, and then
with all the rest went below.

The two men remained aft, smoking and in
dulging in light conversation. The brig head
ing as she did, on the wind, nearly steered
itself.

Tkien something fluttered forward, and under
the shadow of the sails contrived to close the

forecastle hatch and padlock it on the outside.
The men after their running tight had taken

a considerable amount of refreshment, both solid
and liquid, so that doubtle~'s they slept soundly.

“

Upon this the Blue D-varf had calculated.
Having secured those forward, he crept aft.
He was armed with a double-barrelled pistol
and a long Malay creese, the most fearful weapon
at close quarters known even to pirates.

Sometimes it is poisoned. but when not, it is

jagged and shaped nlmo-r. like a corkscrew.
Once stuck into the human body, a cunning
twist of the hand caused fearful pain and,
oftener than not, certain death.

But he had another weapon upon which he

count/ad still more than upon his dagger and

fire-arma—his awful ugliness and the fearful
dread of his misshapen body.

He crept along until he was close to the man
at the wheel and his comrade.

“ Hel hell he I I I" he said, with his demon
like croak. “Move but one step and ye are
dead men."

The men rushed from the wheel.
“ Come back," hissed the dwarf, levelling his

pistol with one hand, while he held the wheel
with the other, “ or I fire."

The men, actually trembling with awe and
dread, came back, looking with staring eyes at
the fearful object.

" Obey me," he said in tones that despite their
shrill and harsh sound were commanding, " and
I will not harm you. Disobey, and you had
better never have been born.”

The two sailors, both rather young and very
superstitious, were completely cowed. They
stood one on each side of the wheel. while the
Blue Dwarf, his eye all the time fixed upon
them, secured the remaining hatches.

He was, except for the two men on deck, in
complete command of the ship.

Below, Lady Laura was in the captain’s
cabin, where she had locked herself in—a mat
ter of supreme indifference to Brian. who knew
when the time came how to force that barrier.

He himself was in the mess room, with its
four state rooms. The brig was of fair size,
and there were couches round the table.

The King of the Smugglers entertained
Brian, Billings, and Jobson to an excellent
supper, and, after a considerable amount of
Hollands, turned in.

A steady old file, one Marsden, and a pal,
would take the watch after the two men, and
the smuggler knew he could depend on them.

He little suspected what was going o on
deck, where that extraordinary freak of na
known to us as tne Blue Dwarf, to the gipaies

The course of the vessel was altered by the
master of the situation, and soon the brig was

speeding on its return journey.
As soon as the sails were trimmed the Blue

Dwarf moved some little distance from his
unwilling accomplices, and paced the deck
thoughtfully, keeping, however, his eye fixed on
the steersman and his comrade.

The vessel was running along the coast, and
soon was in sight of the castle, the Beauchamp
Tower of which was always a conspicuous
object.

At the summit, in a room once occupied by
Dion Seymour. the Practiser of the Black Arts
—as the student was called in the dark ages,
burned a vivid light.

“On the watch," muttered the Blue Dwarf.
“ Lene is faithful—yes," with a deep sigh, “evm
unto death."

He then approached the men. In his hand.

was a small lantern which he produced from
the wallet he always carried.

It reflected a blue light on three sides, and
was very brilliant.

“ Put this at the mast head,” he said to the
younger of the two men, with his most hideous

.grin, and showing his fang-like teeth, which
were filed to a sharp point.

The man looked him in the face with a faint
attempt to be defiant. The Blue Dwarf pressed
his hand lightly over the butt end of his pistol,
and the man slowly and sullenly went up the
rigging.

The dwarf watched him quietly, nor took his
eye off him until he had begun to descend.

The lamp swung clear, so that it was visible
from the heights and the shore generally.

The men exchanged glances and muttered
indistinct. words.

The Blue Dwarf watched them closely. He
knew they were hatching something against him.

But he kept on.
Taking the helm he compelled them to get

the anchor clear and prepare it for use.
They were now Within a quarter of a mile of

the shore, and Sapath wa himself kept the helm.
He steered the vessel direct for the shore,

where he could make out the retainers and
the coast-guard men (who had been warned
by the blue light) assembled ready to capture
the brig.

The Blue Dwarf kept his eye steadily fixed
on a landmark, and held the wheel firmly.

“ Let go,” he suddenly cried, and the noise of
the rope rushing through the hawser hole was
heard.

But when it was all out there was no cheek
on the smugglers craft. The vessel kept on her
course.

Then he knew that she would be beached.
The men had cut the cable and the craft was

going headlong on shore.
But he was equal to the occasion. He knew

the shore well, and guided the " Betsy Jane "
to

a spot where she could be safely beached.
As she struck, the men in the forecastle

rushed on deck—their two comrades having re
leased them,-and made aft.

But the shock was terrible, and all were east
to the deck.

At the same moment those on shore began
climbing in over the bows.

The Blue Dwarf was now compelled to open
and others as Sapi. ‘.iwa, was in pomeaaion of I the companionway and let out his enemies, for
the brig. I fear of accident to Lady Inura.
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A'TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 39mm
The King of the Smugglers came rushing up

with his companions, bewildered and aston
ished.

“ Down on
shrieked the oflicer of the revenue cutter.
quarter to the dogs who fight."

The smugglers saw at once that they were
overpowered by numbers, and darted over the
side. Brian who had come up from below to
see what was the matter, imitated their ex
ample.

The Blue Dwarf darted down and knocked
at the door of the captain's cabin.

He whispered through the keyhole in a voice
which even the terrified Lady Laura could not
but recognim.

“ Friends are here," he said.
She at once removed the bolt and came forth

looking pale and agonised but firm.
She showed no horror at the sight of the

Blue Dwarf, no disgust at his colour or shape.
This was to this lone and desolate man, the
most consummate flattery.

" What has been the matter," she cried.
“The vessel has struck, but you are safe;

come with me," and he drew her along, half
carrying her up the companion way.

As soon as she was on deck a strange scene

presented itself to her view. The smugglers
well armed and numerous were contending
with the retainers and men of the revenue
cutter.

Lanterns waved on high, pistol shots were
fired, and a loud clamour of curses and male
dictions rose on the night air.

The smugglers were the more numerous and
the better armed, so that after a brief struggle,
they broke through and fled, Brian who was
cleverly disguised, fleeing with them.

One episode startled him before he fled. In
the front ranks of the retainers fought a slight
thin man in the garb of a gamekeeper, with a

white face, made more white‘ by the contrast of
a black beard.

“Surrender, foul miscreant," he gasped in
fierce and angry accents.

Brian reeled back, as if struck and then
plunged headlong through the foe. at that
moment repelled by the terrible onslaught of
the smugglers.

He was appalled, for the form was that of a

game-keeper, but the voice was that of Shelton
Seymour, Lord Mountjoye.

As soon as ihe smugglers had disappeared,
fie revenue men returned lo the disabled vessel,

andcommenced the necessary repairs, prior to
sewn: her afloat again. The damage done
proved to be only trivial.

A

The party from the Castle, with every pre

O8_Dtl0l’l taken to guard against surprise, retired
with their rescued mistress.

Not a word was said about Brian. Lady
Laura even, in

_ her fright and confusion, could
not

swear to him, though all believed him to be
the guilty party.

your marrow bones,
surrendgr,.. 0

CHAPTER XVI.
A oanar arrnxrr.

Brian, who knew how much the outraqe, if

publicly made known. would prejud ce him in
the eyes of the world, at <-nee proceeded to‘
prove an alibi. He joined Robert Woodstock at

the inn. and both after a rest rode ofl to
London, whence Brian wrote a letter a-skin

news of the earl and intimating his intention
baklng early possession if he did not reappear.

To this the colonel coldly replied that he should
yield possession only when compelled to-doso
by law. He intimated that should ever itbo
proved that Shelton Earl of Mountjoye was
dead, he should fully examine into the claims
of Clarence Percy Seymour before yielding up
possession to a distant heir like Brian.

l_3ut previous to the sending of the letter by
Brian a serious interview had taken place be
tween himself and Robert.

O_n arrivingin London both sat down toa.
copious supper, washed down by such heavy

gbations,
as with the fatigue induced a long

eep.
When they awoke Brian at once rose, leaving

his companion all alone and sought Robert who
had slept on a couch in the reception room.

Rmging and ordering an appetising breakfast

tliaeblplaced
a bottle of choice brandy on the

e.
“ Robert," he said, his hand trembling, his

face white and haggard. “ I could not speak
before her—but I made an awful discovery
down there."

“ What was that?" asked Robert.
“ He is alive—in the Castle, and unless some

thing is done—all our previous trouble it
thrown away. "

“ Impossible—you are labouring under a de
lusion," cried Robert.

“ No—I cannot be mistaken in his voice,"
asserted Brian. “ There is no one has his
touch of intonation. At all events, the truth
must be known—you must go down—enter the
Castle by one of the secret ways and ferret out
this secret."

“But why allow himself to be thought dead P‘
“ Why 7" gasped Brian in a fierce and irritated

tone. “There is no infernal imbroglio—no
diabolical plot, no low beastly intrigue of which
that hideous spider the Blue Dwarf is not
capable. Since this man monkey has been
their colleague—since he has joined in their
machinationa—-I feel afraid. '

“ He's not a pleasant companion," said
Robert, drily, “ but after all, he is only a vile
abortion."

“ He is as cunning as the proverbial Hades—
and being associated with mother Grip—wh0 in
in the confidence of the family, to be dreaded
who and what is he '1" cried Brian, angrily and
hotly. “ It drives me mad when I think of
him.

“ Can’t make him out at all," answered
Robert, who feared neither God, man nor devil.
“ but since I find he is no spirit from the vasty
deep, I care not. What do you want me to do?

“ Go down-—ferret out everything, enter the
Castle by one of its secret wsys—wat4:h and
discover if we are being played with or not,"
replied Brian.

“ Money-—" said Robert, holding out hil
hand and speaking drily.

“I cannot spare much,“ answered Brian,
“but only bring me good news—Uw assurance
that he is dead. Chickweed will let me have
any money I require."

Robert took what he could get, which was
always hispractice and after a long and private
conference, held in a low tone for fear of the
prying propensities oi the women, he took ll)!
departure.
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*1 THE BLUE DWARF;

Robert was as unprincipled se he was All this time the earl’s guardians werein
cunning. With him it was a simple question

of wlio'paid best.
He had no wish to identify himself with the

cool machinations of Brian, but he had no ob

jection to earn money by doing his dirty
work; he oonld always withdraw and malsea
merit of fidelity to the elder branch.

He did not believe in the existence of the
young earl. He could see no object in his
playing such u trick on the world.

Still such a matter wss within the range of
possibility.

He aiumed one of his numerous disguises and
rode down to the neighbourhood of the Castle,
where he put up as usual at the inn where he

had had his adventure with Pooley.
He was admirably disguised as a well-to-do

citizen, travelling on business, and not only was
he not recognized by the landlord Jephson, but
by the girl who, however, always remained a
useful friend in reserve.

He dined late and intimated his intention of
going out about eleven as he had important
business. The friend he had to lee would keep

him all night.
He mounted and rode away to within two

hundred yards of the Castle, and concealed

his horse in a brake.
The Castle was well guarded, and every

known ingress and egress closed and [secured .

But the traitor Brian from his intimate ac

quaintance with his family, knew of secret

means of entrance besides through the vaults.
Robert skirted the Castle until he came to a

wide moat which was used as a flower garden.
This was gained by a wooden staircase, which

led to the beds and walks below.
Crossing he easily found a postern gate d

which he had the key.
This opened into a narrow passage dark,

and gloomy. Robert was not only well armed
but provided with a lantern and even the tools
of the midnight burglar and prowler.

The passage led to a staircase, narrow and
winding, which further led to a cell-like room
in the servant's quarters.

This had a small door opening with s. snap,
known only to those who were in the secret.

Robert cautiously opened this and passing
through found himself on a long corridor.

It was lighted by one flickering oil lamp. At
its end was what was then called L'e:ca1/in do

:n~m'ca or servant’s staircase.
Robert now only allowed his lantern to emit

a faint and partial glimmer. He moved with
the most extreme caution-his heart in his
mouth.

The great bell of the Castle tolled twelve; as

it always did at midnight from the Beaufort
. Tower, from time immemorial the residence of

the master of the house.

It was the custom of those in the Castle to
retire at eleven. The young earl, still acting
under the advice of his friends, one of the most
devoted and sealous of whom seemed to be the
Blue Dwarf. kept up the fiction of his death
from all save a select few.

In order to do this they sat in one of the
smaller rooms connected with the dining-room
and drawing-room, to which no one save the
butler was admitted. "'he Colonel, the chape
rone. Lord Jermyn anc Lady Laura took their
meals in public, the latter waiting upon the
l’(:<'lI1h6

communication with his lawyers, who were

PEP"-Ted therefore whenever the case cs-me

Into Court to springa mine on the cunning
claimant, when they would produce him to his
utter confusion and amazement-in Court.

Every precaution therefore was taken it
keep the secret to themselves.

When all the servants were down stairs or
had retired to rest, the earl went t0 his
chamber, escorted by the Blue Dwarf, who
whatever he did in the day-time, was always at
the Castle in the night time.

There were as in most very old Castles. secret
ways all over the place. A narrow passage in
the wall led by a devious way to the Beauchamp
Tower.

After wishing his friends good night, the
young earl and his eccentric follower started
for the chamber usually occupied by the former.

The earl always had a good fire by which to
read awhile

He then went to bed. As a rule the man
monster as he would sometimes cynically call
himself—after examining the room would retire
locking the door after him.

The bed-chamber was lighted by one dim
lamp that spread a faint glimmer on the scene.

This the Blue Dwarf carefully trimmed and
then going to the door looked out and listened.

There was a strange expression on his face
which plainly said that he expected something.

Few persons knew how the mannikiu obtained
his informal-.ion—but scarcely anything hap
pened in the neighbourhood of Elphick Castle
without his knowing it.

Inn-keepers, foot-boys, game-keepers, ser
vants, all seemed in some mysterious way at his
beck and call.

Having listened for some time the Blue
Dwarf returned to the fire, saw that it properly
was attended to and then went to the bed-side,
where he assured himself that the young earl
was sleeping.

Having done this, he lowered the lamp until
the apartment was in almost total darkness,
and then crouched down on the mat, looking
more like a dog than anything human.

There was, however, one unmistakably
human thing about him—a.nd that was the eye,
which in no other created thing has the power
of the man's.

He seemed, however, to be sound asleep,
though every sense was awake, and vibrating
through his frame as the blood does through
the veins. as life permeates the whole being.

He waited.
Not for long. A faint sound fell u_pon his

ear, a sound which could scarcely have been
noticed by any ordinary intelligence.

The Blue Dwarf curled himself up looking
something between a dog and a door-mat.

Then the door which was not fastened
opened and an evil face, a bad countenance
peered in. The wicked grey eyes-I very clever

gas
if not wicked—looked eagerly toward the

They flashed almost of a green hue as they
recognised the presence of some mw beneath tho
huge canopy.

Then looking neither to the right nor the

left, neither above nor below, he advanced on
step.
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A [ALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 4]~
Then there was total darkness and the il

truder found himself struggling with some
'

—shapeless, hairy with tiger-like claws.

Then arose shrieks—followed by one loud

And ringing laugh.
Many of the servants were aroused, and

‘rushed to the great corridor below in the main

building just in time to see a flying 5811"
making the best of his way down sta1rs—threB
and four steps at a time. _

They rushed to check him, but their efi01'1>B

were vain.
The secret ways of the Castle were tar better

known to Brian than to the domestics of the

CHAPTER XVII.

AITEB THE WILL AGAIN.

Brian and his companion Woodstock although
"they had made so many disastrous failures of
late did not despair of ultimate success.

There is no one more persistent than a de

termined scoundi-el,a.nd the two associates had
resolved to continue the struggle until the
bitter end.

Brian had resolved to win at any cost.

Had ten lives stood between him and Beau
fort Towers he would not have hesitated to
sacrifice them all, in order to revel in ill-gotten
wealth.

That Woodstock and Brian were deliberate
scoundrels there could be no doubt,for they
committed cruel deeds in cold blood.

It was three days after the events of the
previous chapter when Woodstock and his
employer started out on a desperate and dan
gerous enterprise .

Brian had kept very quiet these three days

thinking over matters, and at last a brilliant
idea had entered his scheming brain.

He would gain possession of the Will by force
and cunning and thus outwit Captain Steel.

While it was out of his possession there was

n chance of it falling into other hands.

Captain Steel finding that the place where
his band met together was becoming too well
known by the thief-takers, had shifted his
quarters, not wishing to fall a prey to his
natural enemies the Bow-street Runners.

Robert Woodstock was perfectly well aware
-of this change, but he was not quite sure where
the outlaw’s new place of concealment could be.

The two men had resolved to find him out,
no matter how difficult the task might be.

Where there‘s a will there's a way.
Brian Seymour and Robert had taken the

gecaution
to disguise themselves before start

g.
They had their own reasons for wishing to

not be recognised by Captain Steel. It would
spoil everything if he were to discover their
identity.

Probably if their identity were discovered it
would be tho signal for their death and de
struction.

They were quite aware of the danger they
were about to run, but this did not make them
hesitate.

The game they were playing for was worth
the risk.

While Brian Seymour was actuated by no
other motive than love of gain, Robert Wood
stock had as deep a reason for wishing to come
face to face with Captain Steele.

He had a keen remembrance of the way he
had been treated by the gay captain, and
meant to repay him in his own coin.

The night was far advanced when they

started on their enterprising journey, and the
bright stars twinkled in the sky.

_'1‘heir way at first lay over a level common
0! great extent, along a narrow bridle-path
which in the darkness they had great difficulty
in following.

Fortunately the path was familiar to Robert
Woodstock , who was in advance of Brian,
leading the way.

Brian followed with a moody frown on his
face. for he was thinking of the way in which
he had lost Lady Laura.

When the next opportunity offered itself for
him to abduct her, she would not escape him so

easily he told himself, with a vindictive frown:
If she would not accept his love, he would

give her sulflcient cause to hate him.
He would yet humble her proud spirit to the

dust. She would find that Brian Seymour was
her master.

Robert Woodstock whistled a. merry tune as

he trotted on in advance, and Brian Seymour
who felt in no humour for a merry companion,
muttered a fearful curse on his companion‘:
head in such a loud tone that it was heard.

" Why governor,” he cried with a loud laugh,
“ What's the matter with you to-night? Is
there any harm in a fellow being merry 7"

" I feel in no humour for your foolery to
night. Woodstock," replied Brian Seymour.
“ Lead on and hold your peace."

" Don’t lose your temper,.\Ir. Brian," said the
other. “ It does not look well for friends to
fall out."

Brian made no answer to this, and Robert
Woodstock did not again speak until they
reached the main road, where a mail coach

dashed by them at headlong speed, those on the
top of the vehicle crouching down in the deep

est terror.
It tore down the road at such a speed that

our two horsemen had the utmost difliculty in
preventing themselves from being run into.

" Where in h—1 are you coming I" yelled out
Brian, who as we have said before was not in
the best of temper.

There was no reply to this and the horses

continued to gallop down the road at a rate
that made the coach rock to a: d fro like a boat
in a stormy ocean.

"The coach will be over in a minute,“ ob
served Robert. "It is my opinion that the
driver has lost control over the horses and they
are running away."

“ You are right," said Seymour. "'l'hatD
counts for the passengers looking so fright
ened. Halloo, what‘s the meaning of this I"

As he spoke a party of four horsemen swept
by tbi m, without seeing ‘he two other horsemen
who stood mozionless at the side of the road.

Either they were tr 1 excited to see them, or
the darkness of the night obscured them from
view.

“ What is the meaning of this 7" said Robert,
looking at Brian.
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42 THE BLUE DWARF ;

“ Don't you understand," asked Brian, con
temptuously. _

“ No," returned Robert with an emphatic
shake of the head. " I don't understand at all."

“ Then yeu are a fool," said Brian.
“ It I am I am a very useful one to you," ob

served Woodstock, in rather an angry voice.
“ Do you mean to say you do not recognise

Captain Steel?" cried Brian Seymour, locking
steadfastly at his companion. "He is one of

lé
h
e four horsemen who have just galloped

y'n
“ Are you sure 1'

“Quite sure,” returned Brian, “ He went by
like a flash of

'
htning, but brief as was the

time I R603
'

his face."
“ Then the mail coach is not run away with

at all," said Robert.
“ No Y

’

returned Brian, impatiently. “ The
highwaymen are inpursuit of the mail coach,
and the driver is urging the horses to the
utmost in hope of escape."

“ Shall we follow them?" asked Robert.
“ Of course.”

'

“ Do you think the coach will escape 7
"

“There is a post-house five miles down the
road," answered Brian. “ If they reach that
before the highwaymen get up to them they
will be safe."

“ Let us start in pursuit at once,” cried
Robert.

“ Right," said Brian, and they galloped down
the hard, uneven road. at a rapid rate.

Brian bestrode the best steed.
The horse Robert rode was no match for

Brimstone when put on his mettle.
He was fresh and flew like the wind, leaving

Robert far behind.
The extent of wide common was at an end.

and Brian was galloping down a road with a

steep embankment on either side.

It presented the appearance of a modern
railway cutting. and the overhanging trees
darkened the road to such an extent that it was 1

dangerous to ride at more than a walking pace.

At length the report of firearms and the loud
hoarse shouts of men echoed through the sur
rounding country.

Brian pulled up his horse.

He now went l'oi:\vnrd at 1:.more c:iu'.io'1s:\:~.Ji

‘

less dangerous pace. Arriving at a bend in the
road, he drew his horse close under the shade
of the trees.

He stood now in close proximity to the
fight, for it was evident that a fierce conflict
was gollg on.

Brian after a moment‘s hesitation turned the
slight corner, and an exciting scene was pre-

'

seated to his view.
A wheel of the mail coach had come off, and =

it was lying half on one side. l

The highwaymen had gathered round it, and \

the coach travellers were defending themselves
most stoutly.

Already one of the highwaymen had bit the
dust.

There were eight passengers by the coach,

and three of this number were wounded, so

badly wounded that they were no further use

in the fierce conflict that was going on.

The odds were very great against the high
waymen for they were now outnumbered six to .

three. ‘|

Captain Steel was furious. :

He threw himself upon the travellers with 1

renewed fury, his sword -lashing in the light of §

the coach lamps which still continued to bum
“ Money or your life," said Captain Steel.

“ Surrender or die."

“Surrender_l" cried a white-haired old man,
who was acting as the leader of the coach

P9-1_'tY- “You are a braggart. We shall van
quish you your scoundrels, and take you
to the county ;|ail bound hand and foot.”

Steel laughed a cold defiant laugh.
But neverthless he began to feel ill at ease.
He began to see that his men were getting

weary of the fight.
“ Yes, we shall have you safe in jail to-night,"

repeated the old white-haired officer. “ Attack

thenli_,hotly
my boys and the victory will be

ours "

Indeed it seemed that the old man’s words
were no.empty boast, for the highwaymen
were decidedly getting the worst of it.

It was with the greatest difliculty that they
could de_fen_d themselves against the travellers.

By this time Robert had joined Brian.
“Now is our opportunity," Whispered Brian

in his companion's ear. “ Let us not lose the
chance. "

“ What mean you 7" asked Robert.
_“ I mean that if we go to the rescue of the

hlghwaymen we shall win the gratitude of
Captain Steel," observed Brian Seymour. “Our
two swords would turn the scale. What say
you ? Speak your mind at once for there is no
time for delay.

“I am willing,” returned Robert.
would strike we must strike quickly."

“ So be it,” cried Brian.
Then urging his steed forward he shouted at

the top of his voice :

“ Comrades to the rescuel Be not afraid,
We are on the side of the brave highwaymen,"
was the shout of the foremost man.

The defenders of the coach gave vent to a

cry of despair while the delighted highwaymen
yelle-:1 forth a ringing cheer.

‘_
‘ Be not down-hearted," cried the white

huii-ed old man. “ We will yet win the day. I
scorn _the yelping curs and scoundrels.”

“ Liar, '

said Captain Steele. and taking c.

pistol from his belt, he fired at the old man.

_
The

brave man fell without a groan, never to
rise again.

" Cast down your swords,“ said Captain Steel
" or you all of you shall die the death."

The others discouraged by the fate of their
gallant and undaunted leader, surrendered at
once. putting down their swords and crying for
mercv.

After stripping the travellers of all their
valuables. the h.ighw55iu».\n rode off with their
new found companion 1.

“You come up in the nick of time," said

Captain Steele, turning to Brian. “ I thank
you and your comrade for the valuable assis

tance you rendered us." i

“ Pray don't mention it," returned Brian.
carelessly. “ I always take the part of the
weaker side. They outnumbered you and so

I came to your assistance."
"Who are you 2

"

asked Captain Steel, curi
ously. looking at the two disguised men.

This was an awkward question.
Brian Seymour and his <.0mpl1Dl|)Il exchanged

rapid and significant glances.
But after a moment/s deliberation Brian

spoke.
“ We are two novices who have just taken to

the road. Getting tired of who-t is commonly

“ It we

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE or LOVE, MYSTERY, AND cams. 43

called honest work we determined to live on

-the road."
" You fought very well for green-horns," ob

served Captain Steel, and he glanced at them

again, this time giving them a curious look of

suspicion, which did not pass unnoticed by

“ 1 have been a soldier and know how to

fight," said Brian, quickly. _
“ So you~proved just now," returned Captam

Bteel, slily. "I hope you will not be offended
with what I am going to say."

" I hope not," said Brian.
" You have done usa good service, and 1 should

‘not like to be uncivil," remarked Captain Steel,
“ but I think it best to be straightforward."

“ By all means,” said Brian,b-gin.uing to feel

4'-981'?’
“ Well then," observed Captain Steel, “the

fact is this is our beat; we allow no one to rob
and plunder in this part of the -country but
ourselves.

'- Precisely. I understand you," said Brian,
“ but we have come here to join your band,

that is if youwill take us."
“We shall be proud to number you in our

company," said Captain Steel, clapping Brian
heartily on the back. “Captain Steel never
forgets a service."

“We will do our best to make ourselves a

credit to the band," observed Brian Seymour._
“Yon will soon be put to the proof,” said

Captain Steel with a smile.
“ Nothing you may ask of me will I refuse to

do,” observed Brian Seymour, confidently.
“ I have full confidence in you,” cried the

-08-PBILIJJ.
After riding for a couple of miles they arrived

at a thick wood -
“ You must consent to have your eyes band

aged," said Captain Steel when they came to a

halt.
“ We are in your hands,’ observed Brian,

“but is it necessary, seeing that we are gomg

to_be one of you."
“I think it is needless," said Steel after a

moment's consideration.
They went through the thick wood, stooping

now and again, for the low branches of the

‘tirlzee
threatened to throw them 0E their sad

s.
At length they came to a ruined looking

house, situated in the centre of the wood.
“ That is our headquarters," said Captain

Steel, pointing to the old house.
“ Is it safe?" asked Brian in surprise.
“ Quite safe," returned Captain Steel.
“ I should think that any one would find this

place,” observed Brian.
“ And so should I," said Robert Woodstock

in his loudest tones. _
“ Then you are wrong," returned Captam

Steel. “The place has the reputation of being
haunted, and no one will come within a mile of
this. "

“ The country people about here must be very
superstitious," said Brian.

i

“They are," replied Steel, and then they all

dismounted before the front entrance of the
house.

Having been formally introduced to the other
members of the band, Captain Steel took them
into a private room.

He had every confidence in his new friends;

but he little knew the extreme danger he was

m.

While the rougher members of the band en
joyed themselves in the large hall, Captain
Steel with his new found comrades and a half
dozen others enjoyed themselves in the little
room.

Robert Woodstock was a good companion and
soon made friends.

He could sing a good song, and tell a story

well and everyone enjoyed themselves in his
society.

Everyone took too much with the exception
of Brian. In spite of the warning glances

_Brian gave him, Robert would keep on drink
mg.

Brian was in great fear every moment lest
Robert would betray him.

He was getting recklessly jolly. Something
was sure to happen. Brian ground his teethin
impotent rage. He could not interfere. How
he regretted not coming by himself.

“The fool will betray me,” he muttered to
himself. “ His tongue will probably cost us
our lives, for they would not hesitate to kill us
if they found us out."

But even s. drunken orgie must come to an
end at last, and one by one the men sank to
sleep, Captain Steele was the last to succumb,
he gave a deep yawn, and resting his head on
his hands fell asleep.

Woodstock who was in the middle of a song,
continued to sing, fearing that if he left oi! the
sudden quietude would arouse the drunken
sleepers.

“The drunken pigs are asleep," observed
Brian, savagely. “Now is our time, Robert. I
thought you would betray me, for you have

taken too much.”

“I might take too much, but I never lose my
head,” returned Woodstock with a knowing
grin. "You should always trust me, Brian."

“So ldo," remarked Brian. “Where on
earth has he hidden the confounded papers!
Where can I find the Will?"

“ How should I know,” was the wisely
drunken remark. “I am not a conjuror.”

“But it must be found,” said Brian, im
patiently.

“ That is all we came here for, Robert."
“ Search his pockets." returned Robert, wag

ging his head from side to side.
" But that will be a dangerous task. It he

wakes we must kill him,“ said Brian.
“ You search him While I hold this dagger to

his throat." hissed Robert.
The dagger was held to his throat while

Brian Seymour carefully searched for the
papers, scarcely daring to breathe.

" I have got them," he cried suddenly, and
there was triumph in his voice.

“ Then we had better be off," cried Robert,
removing the dagger from the captain's throat.

“ Not yet,” said a stentorian voice, and
Captain Steel rose to his feet and seized
Woodstock by the arm.“ Awake! awake! l
Traitors are in the camp," he roared in tones
likely to waken the dead.

Two or three of the men lying about opened
their eyes and looked stupidly about them.

“ Awake! awake !
" roared the captain, and

this time some of the men understood the state
of ufiairs.

“ Death to the traitors." they cried and rose

to their feet halt‘-drunk as they were.
It was anawful moment for the daring in

traders.
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14 THE BLUE swans ;

But the claimant, Brian Seymour, and his
friend were too active, and held their lives too

dear to lose any chance.
An effort had to be made for dear life.
They leaped upon their horses, the gate was

opened, and away they fled.
Uut—0ut into the dark and gloomy night

they sped.
The road before them was clear, and though 1

the night was dark, the high hedges marked a

definite barrier.
The noise behind was terrific; the men in 1

"pursuit were eager to indiscretion. and in their
confusion were making more noise than any- l
-thing else.

In ten minutes more with their fleet horses

Brian and his friend, should nothing intervene,
would be safe: Their steeds had been chosen
for their bone, muscle, and staying powers.

‘

0n—on.
They reached four cross roads, commonly

(called a crowfoot, and here they halted one

moment.
“Which way l" asked Brian.
“ This,” said Robert.
“Hal ha] hal who stole the will Z" cried a

‘harsh, hoarse, croaking voice—as a being
mounted on a. tall horse appeared from out

of a copse—a being that
on his huge steed, his bead covered by :1

slouched hat, his short, stunted body wrapped
inacloak.

“Stand and deliver I“ he continued, with an l

-intense chuckle, as he levelled a long horse-
‘

pistol at the other's head.
Brian made no reply, but fled in abject.

horror.
Robert was left in the backgr
He quickly regained his wonted presence of

mind and trotted on behind his terror-stricken s
friend.

‘

He had a wholesome dread of the mysterious
being, whom he had recognised as the Blue=
Dwarf.

Brian had completely lost his head.
The sudden advent of this extraordinary little

monster bud startled him.
He held the will in his right hand, having

nearly lost it out of his pocket.
He clutched it nervously—he well knew its

value—he was more intent, however, on escaping
than anything else.

On came the pursuer, like unrelenting fate,
until the fiery nostrils of one horse seemed to
emit scorching fire on the flanks of the other
steed.

Nearer and nearer they came together.
The critical moment had arrived.
The dwarf stretched out his long bony hand

and caught hold of the valuable document,
won with so much trouble.

With a wild laugh he tore it away, and with
a iercing shriek and chuckle leaped a lofty
hedige and disappeared.

Brian and Robert attempted to follow, but it
was in vain.

Utterly demoralised, the two scheming
scoundrels remained silent for an interval.

Brian's conversation was not polite for some |
minutes, and no Bedlam beggar or Billingsgate
bully ever apostropbued himself in more oppre
brious terms.

Robert waited patiently until his objurgations

sat cross-legged l
. sneered Robert.
‘ more than twenty

ound. 1

"sad ceased. ii I

CHAPTER XVIII.
auras rornan.

Mad, bsfiied, furious, the two men pulled rein
and looked in one another‘s faxes, Brian with
exasperation, fury, and that keen sense of
defeat which invariably adds fuel to the flames
of rage and disappointment.

Robert Woodstock, when his companion grew
calm, smiled sardonioally.

Personally he did not care one doit who
became possessor of the will.

The more diificulty there was about the
matter, the more likely was the afiair to be
ultimately profitable, and therefore to bring
grist to his mill.

But having no wish to offend his immediate
‘employer, whoever the next might happen to

be, he hastened to console Brian.
Tuis was politic on his part, to say the very

least. ~
“ What a miscreantl" he cried, with a deep

sigh. “ I am no coward, but the sight of that
awful face made my flesh creep.”

" Who in the foul flend‘s name and what is
he 7" gasped Brian.

“The familiar demon of the Seymours,"
“I have heard of him for
years—but if you ask me

who and what he is
,

why-—lhere you have me.
If my energy goes for anything—and I'll
spare myself in no one particular point—I‘ll
be even with him yet."

“ Well-—it’s no use crying over spilt milk,"
returned Brian, savagely and bitterly. “Let
us find the nearest shelter we can—and talk
the matter over like rational men."

The nearest shelter was. of course, the “ Red
Lion," kept by Jephson, and thither the two
men repaired.

They found the house not yet closed, and of
course found no difficulty in procuring a
copious supper and refreshments.

After a time, all the ordinary customers
having retired, and the house being shut up, the
two confederates ordered a full bowl of punch,
intimating to the astonished landlord that they
wished to be alone.

This order, as it sounded, given in his own
parlour, so astonished John Jephson that, after
looking hard at his guests, he actually retired,
took a night-cap in the way of an extra dose
of schiedam and went to bed.

John Jephson liked his li.;uor—especially
when paid for by his cuztomers.

Brian and Robert Woodstock sat over the
steaming and toothsome bowl for some time
in quiet enjoyment of the generous fluid.

Like most men of their class and character, it

was their only solace.
At length the silence was broken.
"What about Raymond Seymour, of Castle

Fairburn, Seaford, Caswell l" mused Brian.
“ Heir-at-law in case of your death," re

sponded Robert Woodstock, coolly.
For some few minutes the claimant to the

honours of Mountjoye and Elphick mused, and
then spoke

“ You seem to know a good deal more about
my family afiairs than I do myself," sneered
Brian.

“I have not been in a lawyer's ofioe for
nothing."
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 45

"'0hl" was the dry reply. “Do you know
anything of Raymonu Seymour 2"

“Yes—old miser—untold gold—curious old
house "—was the sententious answer.

_“ Does he know he has any chance of the
title and estates," continued Brian, in a musing
kind of tone.

“My dear boy—_vou must be very green,"
returned Robert. “Raymond Seymour is rich,
miserly, and intensely ambitious. He hopes to
die yet Earl of Elphick."

_Bobert Woodstock now entered info a whole
series of particulars with regard to the family at
Fairburn, which indicated a very uncommon
knowledge of other people’s aifairs.

“0h—l shall go and see my relative—im
mensely rich I think you said "—chimed in
the calculating Brian.

“Immensely l" grinned Robert; “gold, dia
monds, precious stones, valuables of every
possible description."

“
Robert, we'll pay our dear relative a visit

—we‘ll start to morrow,” quietly observed
Brian, with a strange smile on his lips.

Robert Woodstock simply grinned, and filling
his pipe bowl, proc.-eded to smoke, as did his
companion.

A few more casual words assed, and then
these two London rollicking lades retired to
rest—to sleep.

It was early when they rose and breakfasted.
Brian was one of those men who never neglected
business, and, therefore, was never without
money.

He not only dealt with big money-lenders,
but condescended to a lower clms of sharks,
well known now as then, as lending “ from ten
to fifty pounds without security."

He went to one, Lionel Harris, aman of many
descents, and gave him an I.O.U. for one hun
dred guineas, receiving in return the modest
sum of thirty.

But for this he expected large interest, though
he did not mention this fact to the prototype of
the modern advertising money-lender.

CHAPTER XIX.

JONATHAN WILD.

Whenever Dick Turpin was in London, he
spent his time in amusement. He had numerous
haunts where he was welcome and well
known.

Like most men whose money comes to them with
ease, it was “ Light come, light go." Cards, dice,
wine and women, were his idea of pleasure. As
he was generally very flush of cash, his appear
auco in any place of public resort was always
welcome. He always set the ball rolling, and
ke t up the fun at a fast and furious rate.

t was quite three weeks before he ran through
the money he had in hand, and then necessity
compelled him to start on one of his mysterious
expeditions.

Of course many among his acquaintances knew
him as the well-known highwayman—the soul
of generosity, and the pink of good fellows ;
others only knew him as a jolly man about town,
very free with his cash, and ready for any frolic
to which he might be challenged.

At last, even his unexpected windfall drew
pretty well towards an end, and he felt it neces
sary to replenish his exchequer. With pockets
at a low ebb;0it was of no use stopping in
London. His expensive habits necessitated an.
unlimited supply of cash.

He thought that he would, on this occasion,
try the Dover Road. As we were at peace with
France, there was a good deal of traflic between
London and Pari.s—but not anything like what
subsequently existed.

Dick Turpin was very systematic in hil
operations. He knew every road near London ;
every inn was familiar to him ; while at every
one of these hostelries he had, in the landlord
and the cstler, men willing to give information.
About five-and-twenty miles from London he
put up at the "Fox and Grapes," which still ex
ists. but is called by some finer name.

He reached it about half-past eight, and at
once, bent on satisfying his appetite and his
taste for gossip, he entered the bar parlour,
gave a liberal order, and was soon hob-and-not»
with the landlord. V

He had been there about half-an-hour when
be heard another traveller arrive, dismount, and
enter the inn.

Dick Turpinndrew back. His plan was alwsye
to see, and not be seen.

“ Sir Charles Coleraine arrived yet?" asked
a hoarse, croaking voice. “I am here to meet
him by appointment."

" No, sir ; but the blue-room is ready. George,
show the gentleman to the blue-room, and takm
the gentleman's orders," said the landlord.

When both were out of sight, Dick Turpin
turned to the landlord.

“ I tell you what, Balfour, there is some mia~
chief, some raseality brewing," he said, in a low
earnest tone. " That is Jonathan Wild l "

“J ouathan Wild l Gracious, gooiinessl What
can he want with Sir Charles Ouleraine?

" cried
Balfour. “ He's my landlord, and owns a big
estate about here. But he's up to his eyes in
debt. He's after a rich heiress—llIiss Caroline
Russell; but she loves Walter Ooleraine, his»

nephew and heir. You are right ; there is some
mischief up."

" Can’t you put me where I can overhear their
conference?" said Dick.

“ Yes-follow me,"continned the other, eagerly,
jumping up at the same time. “ Follow me ; "
and he took him down a long passage, at tho
end of which, on the left side, were two
doors.

One ot these he pointed to significantly, the
other he opened and entered. As he did so,.
he put his finger on his lips, and pointed to I
fissure in the wall. _“ I don’t know why it was made," he whis-
pered, “ but in this room you can hear all that in
said in the next, while from there you can hear"
nothing in this. I've brought a glass and a
bottle," continued Balfour, putting them down
on a small table.

And he went, leaving Dick ln I
small narrow room, six feet by three. He
quietly filled his glass, and sipped the really
good brandy.

Presently he heard a door open and some one
enter.

“Your servant, Sir Charles,” said the hoarse
voice of Jonathan Wild. _“ I am glad you are punctual," replied the

other, seating himself, and helping himself to I

pent up
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46 run BLUE nwanr -,

lglass
ofspirit, “as there is no time to be

oat"
Dick peeped through and saw the two. The

hideous features of the highwayman, thief, and went directly

the door opened, and at once saw that the new
arrivals had a light with them.

They came up the middle of the church, and
to the vestry door, of which they

thief-taker, were well known to him. The other had the key.
was a total stranger. He was tall, thin, sinewy,
yet with great breadth of shoulder; a straight
face with black eyes, and a skin so darkly olive
as to contrast strikingly with the whites of his
eyes when he laughed. It was not a good face,

g
lf
lt the handsome face of a man about

ty.
“ I wait for orders," said Jonathan.
" It is now nine," replied Sir Charles, “and

we must be at the church before ten, and have
that job over. At eleven you must be waiting
for Walter Coleraine. He leaves Cardigan Hall
at eleven; you must waylay
Cross, which I will point out to you as we
ride. Let us have a snack and then to
business."

And he rang a hell, recently introduced into all
large establishments.

As soon as the waiter had gone out, Dick
slipped from the room, and rejoined his friend
Balfour.

" Some confounded rascality is up," said Dick,
in a low tone. “How far to the church, and
where is Bed Cross, near Cardigan Hall 7"

“ I'll show you," replied Balfour; “ that’s
Miss Russell's place, where she lives with her ,

'

trot away in the direction of the inn.mother. Mr. Walter goes there every night.”
“Listen I" and Dick Turpin told him all he

had overheard.
“ The scoundrels! they mean evil to the young

master. His uncle hates him with a bitter
hatred, and would ;not, I think, even stop at _

murder."
“ But the church?"
“That beats me—but there. we've a good half

hour ; let us start at once," said Balfour. “I've
got my notion of what they are up to."

Not a moment was lost, and in ten minutes
more the two were riding towards the church.
Balfour halted presently at a small, curiously
built tenement. The landlord knocked, and a
thin, gaunt old man appeared, with a furtive,
fox-like glance, and stared half-humbly at Bal
four.

“ What is Sir Chc1'lBS coming to the church
for at ten o’clock to-night 7" asked the landlord,
sternly.

" How should I know 7" the other replied, in

a trembling voice; “he told me to leave the
-loor open."

" You had no right to do so," the publican
replied; “ you know I arn churchwarden and
could have you

punished.
But keep your own

counsel and I wil say nothing. We will tie our
horses at the back and return presently for
them. This way, sir."

And he led Dick Turpin to the church.

It was a small building, the greater part of
the early English period; but the east end and
the vestry had been destroyed by fire some years
before, and rebuilt in a modern style.

“Take my hand; the moon shines in places,

it is true, but you will be better for a guide,"
said Balfour.
going."

And he led his companion to the other end of
the church, where he bade him enter a pew, in ,

which both cowered down as best
could.

Twenty minutes, and then again they heard

they

him at the Red ,

“I guess where the scoundrels are ,

When it was opened they hurried in and left
the door open behind them.

As the landlord expected, they went straight
to the cupboard which contained the registers,
and opened it. Sir Charles scanned the backs
of the volumes until he found the one he wanted,
which he lifted on to the vestry table.

He now opened it
,

scanned its contents, and
at last muttered aloud

“ Here it is," and slipping a sharp knife
down the edge, he removed a page from
the register of marriages. Then, handing the
knife to Jonathan, he folded up the sheet and
put it hurriedly in the side pocket of his coat,
from which the experienced pickpocket at once
deftly abstracted it

,

putting it in his own.
Then they relocked the cupboard, after restor

ing the volume to its place, and left the vestry,
closing that door also properly.

They then left the church, Balfour and Turpin
following. At the gate of the cemetery were
their horses, which they mounted and rode off in
the direction of the sexton’s cottage, probably to
deliver up the keys.

Balfour now led Turpin by a short cut to the
sextou's hut, just in time to see the two ruflians

“ He‘s going to have a drink," remarked Bal-.
four. “Mount and follow.”

In a few minutes they were on a small green.
bordered by thick trees with huge overhanging
boughs. Balfour pointed at the road by which
Walter Coleraine would come, and then indi
cated a tree the boughs of which at their ex
tremities swept the ground.

" You can get under at the side and be in per
fect hiding," he said. “ I will now leave you.

I will wait up till you return, whatever the time
my be."

“All right, Joe," replied Dick ; and the jolly
publican galloped ofi, leaving the gallant high
wayman alone in his glory. Half an hour
passed, and Dick, getting weary, applied himself
to his brandy-flask, which was always his com»
panion and chief comfort when alone.

Then he heard the familiar sound of a horse’s
hot, and peered out. In afew minutes Jonathan
came up and looked about him. He at once saw
where he could be best posted, and drew his
horse in the dark shadow of some trees. As he
did so, the sound of another horse's h00fs was
heard cautering down the avenue from Cardigan
Hall.

Jonathan Wild drew a pistol and got'

ready
All that now passed was quick and confused

in the extreme. Jonathan Wild dashed at the
young man, and, before the other could put his
hand to sword or pistol, clapped a pistol to his‘

head.
“ Your purse, watch-everything I," cried

Jonathan. “ Quick l

”

“My purse." said Walter Coleraine, in a quiet
tone, "is very empty."

" Then die for a fool l" roared the most un
mitigated ruflian history has ever recorded. .

“ Die yourself I " hissed a voice cmse to him,
and a small bludgeon, such as Jonathan Wild
had himself invented, descenllul on his
head.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 47'

The
tempte
lay insensible on the ground.

“Out of the frying-pan into the fire l " mut
tered Walter, feeling for his pistol.

“ One moment, Mr. Walter," said Dick, dis
mounting, and producing a dark lantern, “and
I will explain how I came to save your life."

The young man, utterly dumbfounded, sat upon
his horse and waited.

Dick was nimble indeed. His fingers soon
found the stolen document, and made free with
the other's purse. He then once more resumed
his seat on his horse.

“ Look at this paper," said Turpin, holding out
the stolen sheet, and putting his lantern close
to it; " tell me what it is.”

1‘It is a leaf from the parish register, contain
ing the marriage entry of my father and
mother," cried the amazed young man. “ How
came it here l"

“ Stolen this night from the church by Sir
Charles Coleraine and that man 7”

“ My uncle 7"
“Yes—who further commissioned this man, ,

Jonathan Wild, to murder yon, under pretence of
robbery," replied Dick Turpin, quietly.

“ Great heavens I-can this be true '1"
“ I can prove every word I say," replied

Dick Turpin.
“Then ride with me to my house close by,"

said Walter Coleraine. “ I am too upset to
listen here. What about this foul assassin T"

“I'll put him out of the way of carts," said
Dick, alighting, and rolling him over on to some ,

grass. He could feel a flask in the ot her’s pocket. r
and this he pulled out and administered to the 1
wounded man freely.

He then opened his eyes, and their looks met 1

—hate in Jonathan's. E
“ You shall swing for this, Dick." he hissed,

and again relapsed.
Dick remonnted and rode 0E with Walter

Coleraine, until they reached avery nice-looking
old-fashioned house, which the young man en
tered by means of a latch key.

He then entered a room lighted by a lamp,
and on the table of which supper was laid, and
bade the other scat himself.

He poured out two stiff glasses of brandy and ,
water, one of which he drank right oft, and set
ting it down, filled another.

“Now, sir, that I feel a little better, let me
hear your story," he said.

The other told his story, plainly and clearly,
without any circumlocution, and Walter listened l
in silent amazement without once interrupting.
When Dick had quite finished he spoke.

“You have saved my life, and much more, my
honour," he said, warmly shaking hands; “ my
uncle no doubt intended to destroy the proofs of
my legitimacy. What a fiend l And you could
prove all this I"

“ Well, sir, Mr. John Balfour, of the ‘Fox and

Grapes,’ can prove the stealing of the register
sheet," answered our hero, rather confusedly.
“There is, however, a ditficulty about my ap
pearing. Still, if necessary, I would. But there
is a chance of my being recognised. My name
is Dick Turpin."

“ Donner and blitzen l as they say in Holland,"
cried Walter. “Nearly murdered by Jonathan
Wild and saved by Dick Turpin l A strange
world, my masters l-but now let us sup."

‘pistol
went off in the air, but the at

And he began to carve cold fowl and ham,

which he piled on the other’s plate, not, how—
murderer was knocked ofl his horse and ever, before summoning a domestic to bring at

jug of ale.

d Thley
now both ate in silence, Walterlthinkingr

ea y.
“‘I))ick Turpin, I shall never forget," he said

at last, “your cool determination and generosity.
My means are not ample just now; but give me
a few days. I am going to be married to the
most noble lady in the world, and she shall
reward you."

“I believe," replied Dick, coolly, “that the
price paid for your assassination will suflica.
Jonathan Wild holds out for big prices ; " and he
opened the thief-taker‘s pocket book, which he
keenly examined. “As I thought—two hundred
guineas--that's quite enough, Mr. Walter."

" We’il see about that," continued the young
man. “ You must leave me an address.”

“ If you wish it," answered Dick Turpin.
"And now let me order you a bed," mine

host continued, “ and my servants can retire. I
mean to have another glass."

and they did, and more than one. Next day
Dick rode ofi without returning to the “ Fox and
Grapes," where, perhaps, Jonathan Wild might
make it warm for him.

About midday Walter Coleraine mounted
and rode over to the residence of Sir Charles
Coleraine, He was at once admitted, and
learned that the baronet was still at breakfast.

“ I will announce myself," he said, and strode
on to the well-known room.

Sir Charles rose, ghastly pale, and stared
wildly at him.

“ You are surprised to see me, doubtless," the
young man ssid, sternly, “ when you had paid
Jonathan Wild two hundred guineas to murder
me, besides stealing my father and mother's
marriase register."

“What rhodomontade is this?" gasped Sir
Charles. “ Have you gone mad ?”

“No. Last night you were seen by John
Balfour, of the ‘Fox and Grapes,’ in company‘
with a friend, to cut out this leaf "—showing it

“ Confusion l
"

gasped Sir Charles.
“from the vestry books. This friend was in
a room next to the Blue Room when you plotted
my murder," continued Walter. “I should
advise you, sir, to leave the country before the
story gets about."

And he turned to go, the other saying not a
word. He went slowly to the hall and called
for his horse.

“ Mr. Walter I Mr. Walter I " cried a frantic
domestic. “ Come back; he's been and gone'
and shot himself."

Walter, ghastly with horror, returned. Itwas
true. Sir Charles lay dead in the breakfast-room,
with a smoking pistol by his side, and the other
was now Sir Walter Coleraine. A charitable
~verdict was given of “accidental death through
playing with firearms," and the baronet was
buried.

Six months later, all the mortgages on the
estate being paid ofl by Miss Russell, under the
marriage settlement, the lovers were united.
Among the guests was a very eccentric gentle
man from London, who was the life and soul of
the jolly ones, whose name is known to us at
Dick Turpin.

Jonathan Wild received a hint that, if he did
not keep quiet, he would be charged with the
theft of the register, and the attempted murder
of the young baronet.
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48 THE BLUE DWARF

I O S I - I
We now return to Brian Seymour and Robert

Woodstock, who, having regaled the inner man
and provided themselves with the sinews of war,
started on their adventurous journey. Castle
Fairburn was of very ancient date, as could be
seen by the ivy and the dilapidated walls. It
consisted of a keep and a number of damp
apartments, half in ruins.

The keep was the only inhabitsble part, and
contained three or four rooms, furnished in a
very antique style, a kitchen and a cellar.

ln a small apartment,—once in days of yore of
royal splendour,—sat one evening in June an
elderly man about seventy and a young man not
more than thirty. The aged party was venerable,
oven handsome, with a mean expression on
what otherwise would have been a remarkable
face. The younger was, considering the diffe
rence of years, an exact counterpart of his father.
But he was almost too honest-looking.

They sat together and yet apart. There was
supper on the tsble—co1d salt pork, dried fish,
oat-meal cake, and a jug of ale.

The son, Philip Seymour, ate of all heartily, and
drank his sle freely, despite his father's scowls.

Old Raymond, who was really worth more
than half a million of money, had once tried to
curb his son as to the extent of his appetite.

“ Sir," was the answer, “ you have an income
of £30.000 a year. I ask you for no money ; but
I will have proper food, the same as you eat.
nothing more—but enough of it. I will have
gtod clothes, or I shall get into debt or go to
sea, whichever you like. l am not extravagant,
but with a million—in the house--~—"

“Hush l "
gasped the father, in an abjectly

terrified tone.
Philip laughed to himself. He liked his

father, though he despised the miser, and
chuckled with almost boyish delight when he
saw how perplexed he was. He never referred
to his son's appetite again.

Av this moment there came atinltling sound of
a bell, rang from the front.

Pnilip rose.
“Open to no one to-night," cried the miser,

feebly.
“ Nonsense, falher," said Philip, with a laugh.

“ Any one who comes this way at this hour
must indeed be benighted."

After which he left the rcom, shouting
“ Elphy l Elphy I "

the name of their only man
servant, their only female domestic being
Elphy‘s mother, lllartha.

Opening the great door, he perceived two
mounted travellers, who asserted that they had
lost their way and would gladly seek shelter for
man and beast.

“ Come in, gentlemen," said Philip, in a cour
teous tone, laughing to him~elf, as he reflected
on his father’s terrible discomfiture; “we can
find you something to eat and drink. This way
-—this way."

And he u.~hered the travellers along the
narrow vaulted passage, leaving their horses in
charge of Elphy.

“ Father, some travellers seek our hospitality,”
said Philip, laushingly. “I presume we can
give them supper and a shakedown l "

“ We are very poor l " whined the old man, in
s pettish tone.

“ Heavens l“ cried one of the travellers, dart- i
ing back, " where are we- is this the house of a

I
friend slept over the father's chamber.

Seymour?" pointing to the armorial bearings
over the mantel-piece.

“ Yes l " cried Philip. “Why do you ask l "

"Because I am Brian Seymour, supposed Earl;
of Mountjoye ; what chance has brought us here T"

“ You are welcome," responded Philip, with a
meaning glance at his father. “ What chance
brought our cousin here 7"

Raymond Seymour looked curiously and
suspiciously at the two men.

“ We came to the neighbourhood for a.
change," continued Brian; “ and yet I was
curious to find relatives of whom I only heard.
the other day by accident. l thank the kind
chance that brought us to your door."

Raymond Seymour again looked at the speaker
from under his shaggy eyebrows, with a cold,
suspicious glance.

“ Father,” said Philip, quietly, “ we must kill
the fatted calf in honour of our relative.
Elphy--Martha—quick, this way—kill, slay,
let us have of the best—a turkey-fowls-wine.”

The old man looked at him wizh a strange
smile, but he made no attempt to stay his son’s
profuse hospitality. What his motive was re
mained inscrutable.

Martha and Elphy having been summoned,
set to work with a will to prepare the rare and
unexpected feast which the hospitable son had
ordered.

Meanwhile the new-found relatives made
acquaintance. Brian told what story he liked,
and Raymond listened,—believing just what he
thought proper.

Then came the supper, which was copious,
well cooked and luxurious.

R4ylll0I!Cl threw off all his miserly manners
and ate of everything—langhi|.|g jocosely and
making himself so agreeable that his son became
amazed at first and then suspicious.

The travellers at last pleaded weariness, and
were shown to a small bed-room, where, after
many expressions of kindly welcome, the young
man left them.

Philip returned to the lower room of the keep,
where he found his father warming his hands
over the scanty fire, and chuckling.

" Rats in a cage—-rats in a cage l " he mut
tured. “ I'll be Earl of Mountjoye vet."

It may be as well to remark, ere we proceed
further, that, in consequence of a double cres
tion, Shelton was called by hisfriends, indis
criminatt-l_1/, by the various titles of the honours
he enjoyed.

Philip started. A terrible idea entered his
head. His father's cordiality to the supposed
Earl of Mouutjoye was now explained. He
meant to get rid of him, and inherit.

In the glass, Philip suw his father’s face and
read the old man’s murderous intentions.

“ ‘Tia late, father,” he cried, in a jocose kind
of voice. “ We should sleep, if we would be fit
to

entertain
our unexpected guests in the morn

mg.’
" True I true l" answered the father. ‘-'S eep

is good ; but we may not always slumber."
“ I am very tired," responded the son.
“ And so am I," sighed his father, and, rising,

he took a small horn lantern from his son's hand,
and both went to bed.

They slept on the second floor of the keep, in
two rooms, side by side.

The supposed Earl of Mountjoye an"



. _- rm_
1‘\°\I\s_-§"-‘ '

\§,*
.\ ,
‘Y.

_

4
.1

1
2

)1,
.‘

p
/H

4
5

4
“

.

‘.
‘~

'~
""

<

.

¢
‘p_

~
;'
¢

."
|q

0
‘-

'1
‘;

J"

‘

-
_

.

_-
'0

.v
T
_r

_,
.'
,"

'

> _
~

‘W211

-3’

"l
l

1
1 X|

'-¢-,, '._.0 '.,~“,a, \. ‘\\\:\~»x-Q;
“ ’, 3,.-,-s~1\O\\l\

' . ‘ . - _ {Q
"‘* 7»-F'.‘£*\‘!?‘.>~<.\\.-‘a-2‘ “<m~' ';‘~'§‘?.\ Q

I v



G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYBTERYQAND CRIME.
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(IV THE BLUE DWARF;

. good. Let us

The son and parent parted rather stiflly, Ray
mond Seymour shutting his door abruptly.

Philip went in and sat down.
On a table were books, pens, ink and paper

with a pipe and a tobacco pouch.
Philip filled and lighted his meerschaum—the

present of a college friend. He then opened a
cupboard and took out a bottle of claret, his
favourite drink, and filled a tumbler.

Then he listened.
For one hour he waited and listened in vain.

Then he heard a door creak and rose.
Footsteps were passing the door. They passed

through. -

It was his father.
In one hand-—the left—he carried the lantern, 1

which he habitually used to go to bed with, in
he other a lone shining dagger.

It was a fearful sight. Philip &ymonr knew i
his father’s avaricious character—knew also his
intense longing for the family fortune and title.
Was it possible that he contemplated murder in
order to attain his endl

Philip's heart beat wildly.
what to do or what to think.

That his father merited some desperate deed
was certain.

He crept slowly behind, until he stood before

sh
e old man on the landing outside Brian’s

oor.
“ Father," he whispered, “is this well? These

men are guests—and wont it be awful to dis
grace the old name?

”

“ Hark l " the old man nnswered—drunk with
passion and avarice—the earldom. the mansion,
the rent roll, all passed before his excited
vision. “Hark! They sleep—why should not
their sleep be eternal? A belted earl-money
—wealth, all that this world contains that is

pass-i-"
“No, father, come this way,” the son said

soothingly—he saw that his parent was to a.
certain extent mad. “ We will sleep on it and l

think—to-morrow we’ll iecide." l

The old man collapsed, his energy all gone, |

and he suffered himself to be led to bed.
Philip saw him safe between the sheets, and

|

then once more returned to his own chamber, '

in the hope of finding some repose.
But it was in vain that he courted slumber-—

sleep, gentle sleep would not come to him—he ;

wooed nature's soft nurse in vain for some time l

—but at last a kind of dreamy atrophy fell‘
upon him.

He heard a door open, and yet he heard it

li0t—and then he was lost to consciousness.
Then came the wild, alarm-inspiring clamour

Of a bell.
Philip started up.
It was impetuous at first—then fitfully low

and clinking
Philip had not undressed, so, hastily snatching

up a sword and a brace of loaded pistols, he

went down stairs rapidly.
The bell, the tocsin, as it were, was in the

summit of the tower, but it could only be rung
from the secret cell of Fairburn Keep. its
ringing, therefore, filled Philip with the utmost
alarm.

Booml Booml

i

He knew not

G I I II

This is what had happened.
\Vhen the defeated miser was taken to his

room by his son, he for some time sat gnawing

his nails in a tumult of rage and angry dis’
appointment.

The dream of his life had been within his
grasp. To be Earl of Mountjoye had been from
boyhood. his hope, his ambition. Raymond was
of the Julius Caesar creed, who never let any
one know of his crafty longing.

Lowliness is young ambition’! ladder,
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face;
But when he onceattains the utmost round
He then unto the ladder turns ms back.
Looks in the clouds, scorning the basedegrees
By which he did ascend.

Presently Raymond Seymour grew calm.
The sharp edge of his rage was dulled and he
began to think of other things.

The gold ! His treasure ll

At nce fear took possession of his soul.
If at were in danger l

The very thought was agony, and, such power
had imagination with him—that he felt he
must rise and visit his solace, the one loadstoue
that could draw his heart from its hiding place.

Again he took his lantern, and again he went
down the winding staircase of the keep.

But not alone.
Behind him walked two men who sad

suddenly appeared from above, clothed in rough
habilimeuts and masked l

The miser crept slowly on, until he reached
the basement, then he went slowly forth to the
kitchen, then to the cellar.

At the end of this, filled with rich wines and
strong waters, was a huge butt.

Raymond Seymour put his hands forward
aeainst the wall, pressed something, and the

butt_slowly turned and revealed a yawning
opening.

It led into another vault, in which burned a

lamp, with a pale blue light that illumined a

chamber luxuriously furnished with divans, a

table set with wine, a Turkish pipe, and acces
series.

Raymond seated himself—-lighted the pipe,
sipped some wine, and then again touched a
spring which, moving R

.

trap, revealed a pit ful‘.
of gold and diamonds—that wealth for which

Foolish over-careful fathers
Have broke their sleepwith thoughts,
Thalr brain with care
Their boneswith industry.

Raymond Seymour chuckled.
" All mine," he said in a tone of deep and ii;

tense satisfaction.
“ Not quite l" replied a hoarse and sarcastic

voice.
Raymond Seymour turned, and saw two

armed and masked men close to him, met‘

clothed in rough habiliments, but evidently
youne and powerful.

" We’ll share and share alike," continued one
of the men, putting his hand on Raymond
Seymour‘s shoulder.

None but the miser knows the miser’s woes.

His gold is his soul, and the prospect oi
losing it far worse than death.

Raymond leaped to his feet, put his hand
forward to clutch what appeared a dagger that
lay on the table, and quick as thought raised it.

It was a bell-handle, and the clang resounded

through the castle.
“Curses light on him,” cried the younger of

the two masked men, as he struck at the old
man. who fell clutching the bell-handle, which
still kept the bell going.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND OBIME. 61'

__
Brian and Robert knew well that, unless they

were very rapid in their actions, that clauging in peace
bell would cause their defeat.

The miser must die I

CHAPTER XX.

arrsurrsn sscarn.

Boom! Boom! Boom! rang out the iron
tongue of the alarm bell which Raymond tugged
at so desperately, though lying against the
table.

“Your hour has come," cried one of the
masked men, rushing upon the old miser.

“ Murderers! Thieves! Would ye rob me of

my gold?" shrieked the old man, still tugging
furiously at the alarm bell, “ Helpl Help l "

“We'll soon silence you," cried Brian, in a
disguised voice. “You have lived quite long
enough."

“Spare me, do not take my blood," cried
Raymond, still shrieking.

“ Blood,” cried Brian. “ Do you call the dirty
water in your old veins blood? "

" Help yourself, Robert," he whispered.
“My gold ! my gold ! " cried Raymond. “ Take

my life, but do not take my gold. Leave it to
its rightful owner.”

The ruling passion is strong within us even to
the last, and even in his deadly peril the old
man valued his gold more than his life.

“We will have both," cried Woodstock. lifting
u
0? making a noise over it? Why not die like a

gentleman 7"
l

“Give us half your gold and we will depart;
," cried Brian.

“ Never l " cried the old man.
“Then you and your son shall die," cried

Brian, attacking Philip with renewed fury.
At this moment Philip gave a sudden thrust

with his sword, and wounded Woodstock in the
breast.

It was a trifling wound, but it enraged Wood
stock, who had an ungovernable and violent
temper.

“Curses light on youl you shall sufier for
this," he cried between his clenched teeth.
" You shall die the death," and he renewed his
attack, being seconded in his efforts by Brian,
who watched eagerly for an opportunity to give
a fatal thrust.

'

_“ Villains, I have right and justice on my
side," cried Philip, defending himself against
their furious attack with great dexterity and
address.

It was a strangely exciting scene, the three
men fighting in the dark, gloomy vault, by the
flickering light of the lantern, the old man
watching with eager eyes to see what would be
the end.

But he still continued to ring the bell; In
deed he had never ceased.

Desperation gave him strength, and he tugged
away with untiring energy for an old man.

His natural anxiety, added to such unwonted

physical exertions, were fast telling upon him,
however.

“ Savedl Saved l "
cried the old man, as the

his dagger. “ You must die. What's the use 1heavy tramp of approaching feet was heard.
“ Hal ha l" he chuckled, “ you will be hanged

for this. You shall swing before my door to
Brian dragged back his head and Woodstock Emorrow morning.”

was about to thrust his weapon through the l " We shall be caught like rats in a trap," cried
wretched miser’s throat when there came an 4Brian, as the rescuers came rushing down the

ected interruption to the proceedings.unex
“ ercy l" cried Raymond, “Mercy l Will the

'ust God above see such a deed done and not l as he kicked out
interfere I ”

“ Father, I am here," cried Philip, rushing
into the vault and seizing
iron clasp. “ They shall not kill you.
fight to the last to protect you."

Then, turning to the two astonished scoundrels,
he said in a deep, commanding voice, that ran
loud and clear in the narrow, low-roofed vault,

“ Take otf your masks. I would see your
faces."

But the two men had indeed good reason to
hide their countenances from him.

Their only anew-Jr was a loud, contemptuous
laugh, that made Philip's blood boil.

He drew his sword.
“ Villains," he cried “ Come on and receive

your just reward. You shall be punished for
this base and cowardly outrage."

“ Braggartl " muttered Brian.
“ You have come to your doom," cried Wood

stock.
Then the fight commenced, two men armed

with daggers against one armed with a sword.
They attacked each other with great ferocity.
"Spare him, spare my soul" cried the old

man, .~till tugging at the bell-handle in despera
tion, large drops of clammy perspiration gather
ing on his brow.

Wretched miser that he was, he loved his only
IOII in his own strange and peculiar way.

"
Spare him," he cried. “ Spare his life and I

will give you five guineas each.”

Iwill
Woodstock with an I Seymour.

8 I

ste s.
"p

We are not
gught

yet," cried Woodstock.
e light with his foot.

The dungeon was now in utter darkness.
“ Follow me I” whispered Woodstock to Brim:

“ I know a way out of this infernal
hole."

“ I will trust in your sagacity," said Brian.
" You will do well," said Woodstock.
“ Hasten on, they will escape," shouted Philip.

“Be quick if you would secure the robbers."
“ Escape I " chuckled the old man. “They

can’t escape. They will be hanged for this
little job. I should like to see them cast off.”

A crowd of terrified people now rushed into
the vault, and, when a light was produced, [ho
two mysterious masked men were nowhere lo
be seen.

“ Where are they?" cried the men who had
arrived in response to the alarm bell. " What's
the matter) Where have they gone 7"

“They have escaped," said Philip, “ but how,
I cannot understand."

" There is only one way," said the miser.
“ And what is that l "

asked Philip.
"They must have accidentally discovered the

secret passage and escaped by it," said he
father.

" The secret passage l "
cried Philip in surprise

for it was the first time he had heard of iis ex
istence. "Show me where it is. Be quick. ll"

if
we would overtake them we have no time to

ose."
“ We must capture them," said the miser.

“ They must not escape."
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52 run BLUE nwsar;

So saying, he hobbled to a corner of the vault
and touching a spring in the wall, a door swung
back, revealing a narrow winding staircase.

“ Go, my son," said Raymond. “ I would come
with you were I not so old and weak.” And
with a hollow groan he fell to the ground in a

heavy swoon.

_ Leaving his father in safe custody, Philip
rushed headlong down the pass =-__rt-,followed by
the others.

It was so low in places that Philip had to
stoop every now and then, but he soon came to
a few steps, dscending which, soon brought
them into the open air.

They were in the grounds which surrounded
the house of Raymond Seymour. There were
many trees and a great amount oi heavy brush
wood.

By the aid of the lantern, Philip plainly saw
marks of footsteps .

" Come on," he cried, “ we will soon run them
to earth. I will go forward with a party of you
on foot, while the others must scour the country
on horseback."

So saying, he dashed through the tangled
underwood.

To explain how Woodstock succeeded in de- |
tecting the nurct door. »ve must return to the

two masked nien.
Woodstock tad n very observant eye, and it

had happened to rest for ti moment on the knob
in the wall.

It at once occurred. to him that it had been

put there for some p\¢ll'P0<8.
What other purpose than a secret door?
After putting out the lamp, he at once led

Brian Seymour to it,-it acied—and gropirg
their way along, they soon found themselves in
the open air.

'l‘hcy had no time to go to the stable to fetch r

their horses.
Bl‘Flll(‘S, _D°rhsps if they did they would find

them in the custod_-, of some one.

So they hurried away on foot, as fleetly as

they could.
" We shall be tracked," said Woodstock, as he

saw that their feet made an impression on the

soft ground.
" We are not caught yet," answered Biiaii,

somewhat relaxing his pace. “We may yet
"escape."

“ impossible," grumbled Woodstock.
"Why impos~"ible T

"

Brian s.-id this, his face inflamed with violent
anger.

“ Because they will be sure to follow us on

horseback as well as on foot."
“ l never thought of that," said Brian.

are right, Woodstock.“
“ 1 thought you would agree with me if you

listened," grninbltd Woodstock. "You do like
is snap a man up."

"' You

“ If we cannot escape by fleetness of foot," !

continued Brian Seymour, “ we must resort to
cunnning."

“The iox, when he finds that the dogs are

upon him, and he cannot hope to gain anything I
by flight, always adopts some cunning ruse,"

said Woodstock. _ . _ _
"And we will imitate him," cried Brian

Seymour. -
*- We will,” said Woodstock.
“ Can you suggest any way out of the difli

caltyi“ asked Brian Seymour, looking at his
companion eagerly.

“I think I'll leave that to you." said Wood
stock. " You are cleverer than me."

Notwithstanding his danger, Brian gave an
amused smile at the compliment.

" You know how to flatter," he said.
And then all talking was at an end for some

time, for they had increased their speed, hearing
the shouts of their pursuers behind them.

Nor did they stop until they came to a small.
l cottage, situated at the outskirts of the wood.

“ We will ask for admittance,” said Brian.
“What good will that do i" growled Wood

stock.
Taking no notice of his companion, who was

lin a very bad humour in consequence of the

I wound he had received at Philip's hand. Brian

I walked up to the cottage and gave a heavy
knock.

" Who’s there?" asked a voice.

l

“ Travellers who have lost their way."

. “ Then let them find it again," cried the grufi

i voice.
|

" We need rest,” said Brian, “ and will pay
well for it."

, “You are welcome it you pay for it, welcome.

1 for I am poor."'

And saying this, a man flung open the door.

1 The cottage consisted oi one large room, and

it was furnished in a way that proved the poverty
of its occupant better than mere words.

There were only two mcn in the room, the
one who held open the door and another who

‘ sat with his head resting on his hand.

l The man, as he shut the door, looked sus

l piciously at the two masked men.

1

“ Who and what are you l” he asked.

\ “Never mind who we are,” returned Brian

1 quickly. " We have good reason for concealin;

l our presence."
" An honest man does not hide his face,” said

, the gruff-voiceti man, who was a stout. thick-sew

. fellow, with a cast in one ey--.

4
, “ A wise man minds his own business."

e returned Woodstock.

3 " If he is paid for it," said the man. by name‘

Stephen Scott.
“ You will be amply paid," cried Brian, "if

, you do what I ask.”
" What do you ask T"

i " That you change clothes with us."
“Change clothes l What for Z

"

“ Because it suits my purpose," said Brian ;

and he took a pistol from his belt and pointed

it at the astonished man's head.
Robert Woodstock followed Brian’s example

with the other man.
Their surprise and terror was contemptible in

the extreme. In fact, their behaviour was so
utterly ridiculous. that, notwithstanding their
great danger, Brian and Robert broke into a

hearty fit of laughter.
“ Strip l" cried Brian, “ or we will fire."
The men hesitated, looking at each other.
Seeing their inclination to resist, Brian

Seymour and his companion put the cold barrels

I of their pistols against their foreheads.
This was enough.
“ Divest yourselves of your duds, or we fire."

cried Woodstock. “ Come, look sharp l" _
“Spare nsl Spare nsl We will do anything

you ask," cried Scott, falling on his knees.
His companion followed his example.

. “Then you will comply with my request l_ I

thought you were sensible fellows," cried
Brian.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. F13

And with many a hearty curse and heavy

_g-roan the two men divested themselves of their

clothing, which Woodstock and Brian quickly

got into, making their victims put on their

attire in exchange.
“ We must hide your ugly faces," said Brian,

as he forced the mask over Stephen Scott's

face “ I have promised you money. I will
keep my word." As he spoke he put some

money in the man's hand \vhoin his turn let it
fall to the ground.

After hastily drinking some brandy which

had been left on the table, Brian and Robert
teft the hut.

Only just in time.
They had only been gone a few moments

when a crowd of men headed by Philip broke

into the cottage.
All this time the two men

masks from their faces.
Philip of course took them to be the would

be-assassins of his father.
"There are the rulfians,” he cried, pointing

at them with his finger. “ Secure them, my

men."
“ We are not those you are in search of," cried

Stephen in his struggles with the men who had

fallen upon them. “Set me free. I am inno

cent. I have done no wrong.
"' Resistance is useless,“ said Philip, and the

two men were flung to the ground, and bound

hand and foot.
The two men used every argument to prove

that they were innocent of any offence.

But no one believed them. They were laughed

and jeered at.
It was only natural that they should be

taken for the robbers when they wore their

clothes.
“Take off their masks and let us see their

faces," said Philip.
This was done immediately.
It must be confessed that neither of the men

had very prepossessing faces.

“Your looks would hang you." “ Bring them

along." “We will deliver you both into the

hands of a magistrate.”
“ Let us not stop for the tardy justice of the

law,” cried the crowd. “ Let's hang them at

once."
“ Let's lynch them."

“ We must do things legally,” said Philip.
“ You are too soft-hearted, Master Philip,”

said the lodge-keeper. an old and privileged

servant of the house of Seymour.
And so they returned to the house bringing

with them their prisoners, who all the way

along sioutly declared themselves quite inno

cent.
“ If you are innocent how comes it that you

wear masks I" asked Philip.
Stephen Scott explained how he had been

compelled to change clothes.
“How can you prove that what you nay is

true?" said Philip.
“I have no proof," replied Stephen.
‘ But I have," cried Philip.
Stephen looked at him in surprise.
“What mean you 1" he cried with an eager

look at Philip.
“ I mean that I wounded one of the men

who came at the dead of night and tried to

murder my father, said Philip.
no wound on your chest you can go free "

" Then I am free,” said Stephen, joyously,

ind he bated his breast.

"Tau are free,“ said Philip.

had not taken the

" If you have |

St‘ephen’s companion followed his example
and in another moment was set at liberty.

Somewhat crestfallen the party headed by

P11111111'!‘-i\11"11l=\1-tothe house.
“

Have you caught them ?" cried Raymond,
hurrying to the door.

N XII

_“ Then you we fools " said Raymond, tearing
his hair with rage.

_“Perhaps the mounted men will catch them,"
said Philip, looking in surprise at his father,
whose face was convulsed with rage.

_" hope they will.” said his father, such
villains ought not to be at large. ”

But the mounted men soon returned bringing
no prisoners, after having scoured the country
in every direction.

Raymond was furious, so furious that Philip
thought that he would be taken with a fit.

“ Escaped ;" he howled, tearing his hair with
rage.

Meanwhile Brian and Seymour went on their
way at a lively pace, until they came to an inn.

This they entered and called for refreshment.
After a few moments they left.

“ Where are we going to now 3“asked Wood
stock.

“ Going back to where we came from,"
answered Brian, quietly.

“ Going back into the lion‘s den i" cried
Woodstock, in surprise.

'

“ Yes," said Brian.
And so they retraced their steps. entering

the house by the secret passage, and thus gain
ing admission to their room.

CAAPTISI‘. irxi

When Philip dismounted from horseback he
found Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock
awaiting him in the breakfast-room, with a

look of admirably assumed bewilderment.
“What has happened?“ asked Brian, "ex

cept that your father is ill in bed from fright
we can make nothing of your domestics.

”

“ An atrocious burglary, with attempted
murder, has been frustrated,“ said Philip rather
stifliy and coldly—he could not wholly divest
himself of his suspicions—“ such a thing never

occurred before.”
" Pray give us the details,” continued Bria:

in an anxious tone. “ Why not have roused usl

Your hospitality was not scant last night, but

i
it roused we might have hel; ed yon."

“I will explain presently," answered Philip.

f‘
I must to my father now. Do you," add.-tear

ing the domestbs, “ prepare breakfast."
And he hastily len. the room.

"Does he suspect?" asked Robert, in a low
cautious tone. “ I fear he does."

" He can prove nothing." replied Bi-ian.col<lly
“ I am not afraid. Next time we must succeed

My heart beats wildly at the remembrance of

I such treasure—I say it must, it shall be ours.
"

" Fm on," continued Robert Woodstock, who

was prepared for any villainy by which a golden

harvest was to be made. “ What made you
think of the outlet 7" .

“ I have all the history and topography in re

gard to the family at my fingers’ end. In the ton
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54 rnu BLUE nwaar;

room of Beaufort Tower is a 11158., little
known to any one and less cared_

for, which
desoribes all the secrets of the family. _I know
now how to reach the treasury, at any time. A
clue was wanting-I have it. _

Meanwhile Pliiliphad hastened to his father.
He found him quite sensible, but deeply anxious
and wretched.

“ Have you caught them 2"
“No, father," said Philip sadly, “ but oh my

dear sir—do not expose yourself to this awiul
danger again. The secret of your treasure is

known-remove it to the vaults of the Bank
of England—take interest for .i1our money—
and defy murderers and thieves. '

" Stop, my son," was the answer and then he
whispered, “ it shall be as you say-but say
uothing. Has the earl gone Z”

“No, they await breakfast," was the answer.
“ Send them away as soon as you can,"

huskily retorted Raymond Seymour. It is they
who tried to rob me—I am certain of it—I was
not deceived—I lmew his voice.

"
" I had my suspicions, father, as well as you,

but I think differently now," continued Philip.
"for the thieves went off in an opposite 'lirec
tion. Still I will send them away as soon as

possible. "
And after a few further words, he returned

to his guests.
The breakfast was copious and well cooked.
After it was ovcr, the young man intimated

that as his father was ill, he must leave them
somewhat to themselves.

Brian at once announced his intended de
parture.

“ We can come another time," he said. “Now
that we have broken the ice we may as well see
more of one another. "

“You will seldom find us out," replied Philip
and then left them.

When he came down again, leaving his father
asleep, they were gone.

Philip at once betook himself to his ordinary
occupation of wandering about the domain,
which his futher’s miserly avarice kept in a
state which was wild and picturesque, but not
beautiful. There was the dingy and mantled
water, the ivy-strangled and decaying trees,
the matted and impervious undergrowth—the
more shaded walks littered with the accumu
lated deposits of autumn, the more public
narrowed by the aggressions of the rank and
diffusive hedge, the house weather-stained and
desolate, all seemed to cast silent but willing
censure on their owner.

Passing through the park, he entered a

shaded lane, nor paused until he reached a

picturesque residence inhabited by a Colonel
Bertram, his wife and blue-eyed daughter
Emily, whom Philip loved and yet because of
his father's perverse vice was unable to marry.

But the Uolonel knew that in the course of
nature Philip must become owner of a fine
estate and encouraged the young man in his
addresses.

Emily herself who was very youthful and
unsophisticated, had a clear judgment, super
added to a susceptible disposition, and was nos
slow to discern his superiority in character to
:he many from whom her beauty ensured
attention, while concurrently with this was
his fine person, generous temper and, not the
least, the air of romance with iviiiwll his se

clusion was invested, served to confirm has
partiality and augment his influence.

She had once urged‘ him to seek his fortunes
abroad, but he had answered that at his
mother's death he had promised never to leave
his father.

After spending a few hours as usual with the
family, he returned to Castle Fsirbnrn, where
he found his father up, much better, and
anxiously awaiting his return.

Ills eyes sparkled and his face beamed with
satisfaction and delight.

“ Boy, I have reflected." he cried, taking his
son‘s hand in his, “and I will change this life.
W_e will restore Castle Fairburn. we will fill it
with guests, we will be joyous. You shall marry
and let me see my grandchildren. Send orders
to Mordaunt, to prepare the old manor house
for us by Saturday. Then order workmen from
London when you will. "

“ Do you mean this, father?" cried the aston
ished young man.

“ Yes—order carriages, servants, new liveries,
let the money fly," laughed Raymond. “ I will
starve neither mind nor body any more-and
now to dinner."

The delighted Philip as soon as the meal, a
generous one, was over, obtained permission to
visit Emily, to tell her the news.

Philip's immediate reflections were not of
self aggriindizement, but his thoughts were on
the dispersion of that cloud which had lowered
so darkly on his domestic prospects—the attain
ment of her with whom all his dreams of felicity
to come were inseparably connected.

With aconscious spirit of triumphant joy, he
strove to moderate the tumultuous emotions
which swelled his heart, and after a brief in
dulgence in the irrepressible suggestions of the
occasion, called for his horse, and under a
joyous impulse, heading to the country instead
of the dull common-place circuit of the road,
flew over hedge and ditch and gate, after a
fashion which the heed less gaiety of his spirits
prompted, and which soon brought him to
Wellwood House, where in the garden Emily
awaited him.

“What can be the matter," cried Emily in
great agitation as Philip sprang from his horse.
“ What requires such urgent speed? I have
fearfully watched you skim over field and fence
with a reckless speed that nothing but a case
of life and death can justify. Is your father
worse 1 "

“ No—but he has consented to our early
marriage," he answered and under cover of u
friendly group of trees he kissed her ardently.

A few minutes which held in essence as much
delight as is ordinarily diffused through years.
made her a party to his altered prospects, and
with a blushing cneek and moistened eye she
listened to his glowing words of gratitude and
devotion, till at length for a time they parted-—
he to repair to the presence of his father, and
she to turn down a devious and shaded walk,
to commune with the thrilling thoughts that
under the sudden inspiration of the moment
made a whirling chaos of her mind.

Woman's vocation ls marriage, but not all
deserve the distinction. When they choose 8
proper mate they are to be commended, but not
when they select boys and fools.
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OHAPTER XXII.

A rnnrrnmo avsxr.

Meanwhile Brian and his acolyte had returned
to London. Their failure to gain possesseion of
thetreasure of Oastle Fairbnrn, had only
whetted their appetite.

They determined. however, to wait a few
clays ere they made another attempt.

Having reached town they went straight to
the residence of Brian in Drury Lane, from
-which they had been absent three weeks.

The woman who passed as Mrs. Seymour
had been in a state of great alarm.

“ I thought you were never coming back,"
lhe cried in a pettish tone.

“ I have been away on business," was the
tart reply, “ and shall be away again soon."

“ Will you never be at rest 7” ~
“ When I am Earl of Mountjoye, I shall be at

rest, and not before," was his answer. Any
letters 7

“ Many," she said, placing a packet ready to

his hand, while he and Robert Woodstock Sulflfifld

themselves with wine.
Several letters were opened and cast aside

with a “ pish," or “ pshaw.”
Suddenly he gave a. round oath.
" Abraham Knyvett's bond due," he cried

impossib1e—and yet this is the twenty-ninth of

June. Exactly a year and a day before now I
had mortgaged to the above, a money-lending
Jew, the whole of my property—apart from my
claim to the title and estates of Mountjoye.

It was a compact estate, worth twenty

thousand pounds, but he had only been able to
raise twelve.

Brian was in a fury.
In the bond drawn up by the one party with

griping greediness and practised sublety and

adopted by the other without much reflection,

Brian Seymour agreed to refund the principal
and heavy interest within twelve months or

purchase a postponement, on such terms as

...,’//it mutually be acgmaced in, or in default
of that surrender his house and land in satis
faction of the claim.

As he was universally recognized as Earl of
Mountjoye, despite the factions opposition of

the guardians of the ex-earl he had no doubt

-about making terms.
The letter it was true was peremptory, but

Brian was used to this and had no fear.
“ \\"e’ll go and see old Knyvett in the morn

ing,” he said, addressing llol-art. “ Shall we

go to the little Cocoa i\'ut, or will you find a

few fellows to join us here."
“ Do stop at home this evening ?" asked the

woman, imploringly .
“Hast any money T" asked Brian.

very little and we shall want supper.
“I will find supper—and twenty guineasif

you will stay at home,” replied the woman.
“'l'hou’rt a good lass,“ said Brian, laughing,

and a very agreeable if noisy evening followed.
To the money-lender's rooms in the city he

repaired the following morning with a feeling
of strong dissatisfaction entered again his
_'?‘.;-.ceof busincss—a mean, dingy, dusky apart

“ I have

ment, furnished with a few ll-backed
leather-bottomed chairs, a heavyhiigon-ribbed
chest, a fixed desk, and a couple of metal lock
ers let deeply into the wall.

Speedily the master of the tenement entered
the degradation of his race marked in the
stooped and shrunken form, and its kecnneea
m the quick, penetrating, but furtive glances
th t shot incessantly from small, deep-sot Qygg,
which might have rivalled a rat in hardneq
brilliancy and blackness.

‘ He
remembered Brian Seymour on the in

stant, and a feeling of disappointment flitted
across his wrinkled vissage at the recognition.

_
“ My hope has failed me," mumbled he anx

iously, as he cast a look at his visitor’s counte

nance. _ “Aye, aye, Mr. Seymour, your bond
sir. ‘T15 run to the last, and you come for a
discharge? Twelve thousand was the loan,
with fifteen per cent. interest is twelve thou
sand eight Ihundred guineas. Is not that truel
upon receipt of which I hand you back your
security.

"
Yes, sir, your calculation according to the

rate is perfectly correct. But at present I am
not prepared to furnish you the sum; the
affairs of the earldom are not quite settled—
however——

" Not prepared," interrupted the old man,
shrilly, while a gleam of exultation gilded his
sallow features. Ah! to me that matters not.
Your bond provides for that. I have it safe.
“ It happily does," said Brian Seymour, rather
tartly. “ You may satisfy yourself Mr. Knyvett
if you cannot otherwise remember, that there
is a clause enabling me at my option to prolong
the bond on such terms as may be agreed on.
To settle these loans is my business with you.
My bankers have promised me a large advance
on the first day of term. If twenty guineas 5
week will purchase time, I will willingly pay it

“ Most likely in truth, ‘ sneered the usurer—
most likely in truth. Abraham Knyvett with
the gathered wisdom of three score years and
ten had grown too old to play the simpleton at
laet; that he,—schooled, yea scourged by scorn

and repulse on every side to look to himself
and himself alone Will" forego his opportunity
when it comes as pow to his very hand. Mr.
Brian Seymour of ‘Mei-vyn Hall, how well your
father made me keep the memory of the namel

My day has now come, and by the blessed creed

that I intend, were it only torelease me from—
but tush, you know my purpose.

He was an educated Jew, but none the less

cruel and vindictive.
"You are beside yourself old man." cried

Brian Seymour, puzzled and aghast, “ or' you
would not befool yourself by thinking such
crazy fancies. or apply yourself to it with so

briety, If twenty content you not—say fivq

and twenty, and as to the deed, what do yon

conceive an equitable price for this renewal!"

"Not one shilling less," said the Jew “than

the balance between the debt and the price I
place on the property. I will not abate one

farthing from its value, the value at which I
rate it, and that perchance is magnified. Were
your father alive young man, he might happily

satisfy you as to the reason why.
“The old man raves," cried Brian. “ Does ho

hold me for an idiot. and himself for an auto

crat, that he robs rne in this vile vein. No.

Look to the bond. Bil‘
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The Jew with difllculty suppressed the rage

which one would have supposed had never lived

in his lean and frigid body.
“ Like sire, like son," he muttered to himself,

“ the father struck, the son insults—-but of both

I will now take payment.”
“The bond, sir.
“Oh 1 by the bond by all means; by the bond

I shall stick, and by the faith of my fathers

you too shall stick.
“ What says it then 7"

“Hear 1" and he began reading. The docu

ment was verbose—-but this much will explain.

I1 Brian Seymour paid or caused to be paid to

Abraham Knyvett such renewal fiine as between

the said Brian Seymour and the said Abraham

Knyvett may be mutually agreed.
“ Yes, sir, mutually. and with the full assent of

the respective pa1'ties—-mark well the words
“ agreed on then and as, and so on," “ otherwise

the objection shall be and remain in full force

and virtue." Now you have the clause to look

»at—weigh it wen, and extract a safeguard from

it if you can; while below is your solemn oath

not to appeal to courts of law,which might take

cognizance of an usurious contract. You see

the right the instrument confers, and seeing

that you see the course I follow."
Brian crushed and confused by the unlocked

for shock of the occasion, vehemently urged the

flagrant injustice of the threatened step, its

utter repugnance to the spirit of their agree

ment, the blight to his future it would prove.

He offered fabulous premiums for time.

The money-lender was inexorable.
“ I will have my bond,” he said with an

ugly sneer. “ I had -dealings with your father.

He hated me. He inveigled me into his house;

he and his drunken crew of foxhunters got

-over me; they treated me; I scarcely dare re

member how they behaved to me like devils

and brutes; shame forbade me to publish my

disgrace; I smothered it under the mask of

feigned forgetfulness; but when I left that

cursed hall, I took against him and his a solemn

vow, which his spendthrift temper I trusted

would enable me to keep; that day at last has

come. and if I forego my treasured purpose,

may I live and die loathsome and conteinptible,

an outcast and vagabond,a leper and a beggar."

His wan cheeks became still more wan as he

spoke, while his dark eyes lighted as it seemed,

into actual flame, actuated at once by remem

bered indignity and impending retribution; and

with an imprecation he wound up his pithy

tale, the senile feebleness of his voice, with the

shrillness of his tones, showed an inoongrous

connection, physical impotence with inflexible

moral determination
“ Mr. Knyvett yon are sporting with my

oredulity," falter-ed Brian, “take two thousand

and give me three months.”
“Young man hear me once again : ’twill save

you useless trouble. I swear to adhere to my

determination. This the twenty-ninth of June
-on the first day of July, the last delay the

law allows is up. On that day I start for
hlervyn Hall, unless my money is refunded.”

There was a malice in his look, a whine in

the cold asperity of his tone, as with partially

recovered self-complacency he slowly reiterated

his resolution, that set Brian Seymour’s pas

sions in a blaze.
“ You base, swindling Jewish dog,” he cried,

rising from his seat. with a. suddenness that

made the old man start “do your worst; but

~iiii
may the curse of a mined man haunt you to
the grave. But I will find means to bafile your

villainy, and make you gnaw yourself with a

miser’s spite that you did not accept my offer."
He then rushed from the room, conscious of

his perilous excitement, and fearful of wreaking
his passion upon the wretoh in a way of which
he should repent.

He hastened back to his suite of rooms where
Robert, who was in all his secrets awaited him.

“ Your countenance,“ said Robert when they
were alone-“ tells me something evil has

happened."
Brian Seymour told him all.

_
“ Oh that I could baflie the villain," he cried

m conclusion.
“Is not that possible?” asked Robert, keenly.

“ I have read the document. The Jew holds
you to the letter of your bond-do you the
same to him.“

“ How—what do you mean, Woodstock 7"

you know not the strong instrument, the rigid
exaction—

_“
It is even to that I look. Does not its

directness bind both alike? Do you not re

member that the Jew must inform you of his
intention on the first of July, and three follow
ing days, or else submit to 0, renewal? And
might not some obstruction to his journey be

easily interposed ?"
“ I have it—I have it," cried Brian Seymour.

Yesl I will fool him at his own play. He will
arrive at the village the night after to-morrow.
He will wish to go to Mervyn Ha.ll—but if he
lays his eyes on those old walls before the crit
ical four days have passed, their present owner
will well deserve to be drummed from them as

a dolt. How I shall like the old dog's fury.”
In rapturous appreciition of the projcct—he

and Robert Woodstock ordered a bottle of the
best Burgundy and laid their plans.

It was late before they started.

CHAPTER XXI!-.

AT MEBVYN HALL.

It was at a. tolerably late hour that the so

called Earl of Blountjoye and Robert started

for the estate owned by the former in right oi
his father.

It was about ninety miles away from London.

There was but one road of public accessto

the Hall and by this the Jew must necessarily

approach.
A thick plantation skirted it for a considera

ble wny, and in this Brian Seymour, his person

disguised, resolved to lie for and await the

miser's approach, arrest, blindfold and convey

him quietly to the Hall, with the assistance of

Robert Woodstock, in a remote apartment of

whose spacious and but partially tcnanted in

terior he could safely supply him with ncedful

accommodation until all danger of his enlarge

ment had elapsed.

In accordance with his design Brian Seymour

having taken steps to secure a prudential
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

y put up on the previous night at a small

, at early morn rode with Robert \\_focdstoc_k

to the appointed spot, and fastening their

horses at a convenient distance took up their

position in a thicket.
Despite his anxiety _

stake which was so rapidly approaching

Brian. could not refrain from laughing,

occasionally cast his eye downward

grotesque appearance. _

To attain this he had in lieu of something

better rummaged the multifarous wardrobes
of

his progenitors, and clothed himself m a cos

tume to which various periods persons con

tributed. As he rode to his station, however,

diversities of his toilette were concealed by an Y

ample cloak of which,when safe from any casual l

eye, he had divested himself, that _by the un- I

ccuthness of his undergarb, he might puzzle

conjecture as to his name and quality.

The cloak he left with Robert Woodstock and

the horses.
Many a searching glance he cast along the

lonely road to detect the usurer's approach, his

impatience ever suggesting distrusting appre

hensions of some fatal error in his plan.

But these were at length happily dispelled by

the sight of the old man, mounted on a mule,

leisurely topping an adjacent elevation in the

road.

Brian Seymour's pulse fluttered audibly at

thl recognition, and his anxious vision swept I

the road on the right and on the left to detect .

the presence of a stranger.

Luckily for him, Abraham Knyvett was a

solitary traveller, and reassured, he signalled to

Robert, who was behind in the bushes, to bes

ready, and himself quietly awaited the

arrival of the traveller at the open in the fence

behind which he himself was stationed.

At this very spot the Jew voluntarily drew l

up his mule, with the object it appeared of en- 1

'oying a sight of the broad sweep of Mervyn

all domain, which was visible through the 1

open trees. a

A faint colour kindled in his collapsed and :

sterile features, as he surveyed the anticipated

possession, and his thin withered lips withdrew I

themselves into something like o smile as he .

said aloud :— |
I

about the momentous
issue,

as he

at his

x

" By the faith of my fathers, a precious for
feit—-a goodly inheritance. Many a yellow coin

shall chink in my coffers ere any except myself .

shall lord it herel Aye, Aye, Abraham Knyvett i

shall be Squire Mervyn of Mervyn Hal], the

Jew, the dog Jew comes to sit as master in the

Hall where your swinish revellers who con

sumed your substance, shamed him to make yon

sport. Ah l would—-proceeded he. fiercely, as

his virulence was stirred by the remembrance—

would that you were alive to see itl—would
that the grave could give you up, if only for one

hour, to witness your heir—the last of your

house, an outcast and a beggar, and the Jew,
once wantonly spurned and reviled, now vainly

sued to, entreated,smile Ichabod on the boasted

inheritance, which even this hour passes to a

stranger's hands."
“ I answer to your call," white-headed but

black-hearted old scoundrel," cried Brian Sey- '

mour, suddenly springing
‘

from his covert on i

the startled speaker. who after having trebled 1'

his hate by words, was about to move forward

to is actual indulgence.

The old man's passion changed to a panic oi

abject terror, as the strangely accoutred and

unsightly apparition crossed his sight ; and

what with his unstrung nerves, his superstitious
creed, and the critical conjuncture, for the in.

stant he verily believed that one of the ancient

squires was indeed disentombed in answer to

his impious prayer.
“ Beelzebub seize thee—I want thee not—I

called thee not—hack to thy place-—I did but

jest," cried he, with a broken and gasping.
utterance, as Robert sprang behind him on the

mule, and passed a handkerchief aorol his

eyes.

J
" By the faith of Abraham, of Isaac andd

ac
I!

A gag cut short the sentence; and Seymour
securing his arms, quietly lifted him from the
saddle, re-entered his ground. placed him before

him on his own horse and with silent exultation
at the success of his scheme proceeded rapidly
forward, Robert bringing up the rear.

Wishing to prevent his captive’s conjectures
as to his place of durance, he galloped hither

and thither through;the small park, for a con

siderable time, which did not fail to be mani

fold multiplied in the estimation of the shaken

and terrified Jew, whom he at length safely
conveyed to his destined lodging in the Hall.

This was a small secluded chamber termina
ting in a lengthened suite, and badly lighted

. by a circular window of stained glass, placed
at such an elevation as to prevent on the part
of the occupant any inconvenient survey of
affairs without.

Into this well circumstanced closet furnished
with the rrquisite accommodation Seymour
having released his arms. thrust the bewildered
sinner to ponder at leisure on the posture of
affairs, and hold such self-communion as the
marvellous mutation in his prospects might
suggest.

This momentous affair achieved, he then,
having adopted such arrangements as were de

sirable, left his prisoner and went into
breakfast with Robert.

The man who waited on the Jew was of faith
ful and unscrupulous zeal, who answered no

questions.
Abraham was chained by the ankle to a

heavy bedstead, so that he could not reach the
servitor, whom, however he loaded with objur.
gatlons.

It is needless to comment on the cogitations
of Abraham Knyvett, when he first woke to a

sense of his bewildering and inexplicable where
abouts, and strove to harmonize his somewhat

dreamy and discordant recollections.

The fourth night, the final one, on whic

the right of the Jew over the property ended,

had come round.

cnarrna XXIV

Both Brian and Robert arrived at a tolerably
early hour.

A copious supper, we call it dinner now
solaced them, which both enjoyed with all the
appetite and enjoyment of tired and hungry
men.
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ms anus nxvsnr,fi
Ieymour then heard the report of his man

Black George before retiring. ~'*

Abraham had had plenty of food, in fact
every comfort. He had the jailer Said indulged
insoliloquising u good deal. The jailer without
understanding all he said, could repeat a good
deal. He had heard snatches in such a vein
as proved that by this time fear had given
way to fury, yet his voice had not penetrated
beyond the vacant apartments adjoining so as
to excite suspicion in any other of the inmates
of the house.

As his personal freedom would now be
innocuous, Seymuor resolved to remove him
that very night.

But how to accomplish this, so as to preclude
any clue to a discovery, remained yet to be
considered.

The first and simplest method which sug
gested itself was adopted.

This was to mingle some innocent but potent
soporific

‘
with Abraham's evening draught,and in

the deep sleep induced thereby, convey him to
some considerable distance, where furnishing
him with a memorandum as his guide‘, he
would leave him to awaken at his leisure, and
account for his unconscious transportation as
best he might.

Having so decided, Seymour prepared the
opiate and quietly proceeded to the old man's
apartment.

As he placed the goblet in the aperture
through which Abraham Knyvett received his
meals, he paused to hear him measuring the
floor with rapid step, and speaking to himself
in a dull, fevered and ferocious spirit.

“ Run to the very last! a few hours and this
accursed limb of an evil race may defy me
yes—my boast is turned into utter woe—my
vengeance into mocking—my honied fruit into
bi er ashes! In place of holding the scourge
above the scorner, he points at me the finger of
derision and contempt—for who but himself
would have set on foot this devilish scheme to
snare one? My person is unha.rmed—my purse
unplundered—my arm alone is bound whim to
him alone I could have dealt a blow. Yes! no
other reason than to rob me of this brief and
expiring right could have existedl—no other
than he whom it was about to crush could have
been the agent. But yet my bond is safe.
Would lw have foregone the opportunity of
Wiping out a debt of thirteen thousand pounds
when the only evidence of its existence lay
altogether at his mercy?"

With all his cunning, recklessness and vil
lainy, Brian Seymour had never dreamed, the
Jew would carry such a document about with
him.

“ No! nol It is impossible. But tush! what
do I say ? Am I not helpless in his hands l there
is no surety that I shall not yet be foiled; he
awaits but his leisure, sud then, all, all all will
be gone forever! Fool—madman—dotard that
I was to come alone on such an errand. God of
my fathers! my brain is on fire—ni_v throat is
soc:-ched—water, water to slake the torment of
the flame 1"

As in the paroxy sm of his frenzy he called
aloud, his eye fell on the cup which Brian
Seymour had placed within his reach. He
seized it, drained its contents at c. single
draught, dashed it to fragments on the floor
and then the energy of his powers for the time
expended. his voice fell in low and broken
murmuringl.

Byth_e time he was subdued by the slumben
ous potion, Brian Seymour and Robert Wood-

B1100-l_!again approached the chamber and finding
all silent within quietly entered.

lts inmate was as they expected, sunk into
the insensibility of deep and seemingly dream
less sleep.

His weak and diminutivp
back, and was partly turned in the large old
fashioned chair on which he lay, while his head
having relapsed npon his shoulder. his white,’
shrivelled and unshaven face, still tinged with
the fire of recent passion, was turned upward,
stamped with a baleful expression which even
Brian Seymour almost shuddered to regard.

His long grey side locks, cunningly arranged
with care to hide his hairless crown and tem
ples, hung down like an uncoiled snake on
either shoulder.

One hand was thrust into a private pocket,
placedin his inner garment, and the other con
vulsively clutched a partly unfolded scroll that
lay on the table before him.

Seymour, glancing at the parchment, per
ceived it to be his own bond open at the clause
which limited the term of the holder's right,
over which maddening point the sleeper had
doubtless been pondering when overpowered
by the opiate.

Seymour endeavoured to disengage his grasp
in order to keep it, but for a fe\v minutes
failed. When it was safe he held it to the
flame.

“ Useless," said Robert, “the debt itself is
registered- better keep it in terrorism. As long
as you hold that document you can get money
from him.”

Robert meant lzc would and while preparing
to arrange the sleeper so as to be moved, he
contrived to secure the parcliment.

They then wrapped him in a cloak. put a few
guineas in his pocket, wound his cloak round
him, slowly raised him in their arms and carried
him unseen to a closed up carriage which they
had in waiting,

Brian himself seized the reins and jumping
on the seat, drove rapidly to the appointed
station.

The night was by this time far advancedand
the pale dawn of a summer's morn was ap
parent before he reached his destination Wlllcll
was at a great distance from Mei-vyn
Hall.

Turning from the high road, he soon found a

secluded spot adapted to his purpose.
Here pulling up the wearied horses, they

carried the usurer, already exhibiting symptoms
of recovering consciousness, into a closeiy,
sheltered nook adjoining, and having disposed
of him as comfortably as circumstances would
admit. were about to hasten buck to the car
riage, when a hoarse, sneering chuckle startlsi
them. 6 _

They turned and saw the Blue Dwarf staring
at them ov. r a hedge.

They fled with the utmost horror and alarm.
On reaching the carriage they paused and
stared at one another.

“ That ape, that cur, that whelp," gaspee
Brian, “ how came he here, and the bond?

“Gone 1” shrieked Robert, who very nearly
betrayed the fact that he had had charge of the
Will which he had abstracted.

~‘Yes," responded Brian, gloomily, “ fate is
against us—let us on to London. The hideoud
dwarf—not the faultless monster that the

frame had fallen
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. BO
-1
world ne’er saw, has us in his power.

to do with the interests of the Seymoursl
As soon as the two coadjutors were out of

light, the unfortunate outcast of nature ap
proached the spot where the miser lay.

He had already begun to move; and, when
he reached the erassy
laid him, he bent over the body, fully aware at I
once that he was alive, but either in a trance or
under the influence of an opiate.

At all events, he was in want of assistance,
and that was quite enough for the unfortunate
cripple.

Sapathwa was too used to the exizencies of a
life of adventure ever to be without the means
of aiding a sufieriug fellow-creature.

'

He took a flask from his pocket and poured
brandy down the man's throat.

Knyvett heaved a heavy, gasping sigh, and
then opened his eyes.

He looked around wildly, without seeing the
strange creature beside him.

For a moment or two he seemed completely
lost. He gazed around him with appalled
horror—trees, night, darkness, and an imp-like
being beside him l

No wonder he had for a moment an idea that
he was not in this world.

“How came I here?" he presently gasped,
sitting up by a great effort.

“ You were left here by two rascals whom I
know well." replied Sapathwa, in a hoarse tone.
“ I happened to be passing, and thought I might
be of help to you.”

“ Thank you. I might have died here but for
you," sighed Abraham Knyvett. “ I presume
you mean Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
stock ? ”

“ Yes," replied the Blue Dwarf ; " I know
them only too well."

“ Scoundrels l—knavesl " shrieked the money
leuder. "' The first rascal owes me large sums
of money; the money was due some days ago,
and the forfeiture was the estate on which the
money had been lent. I started to take pos
session—was waylaid, knocked down, and kept
until now, But I will have revenge."

“What do you propose to do now?" asked
his obliging friend.

“ Get to the nearest inn I can.
go l " he asked.

“ About half a mile. I have a horse close at
hand; you can mount it

,

and I will lead you,"
continued Sapathwa ; and, going back into the
thicket, he brought out his horse.

Knyvett contrived to get on his feet and stand
against a tree; after which he. aided by the
other, contrived to get into the saddle.

It was, however, an arduous task, and he
several times nearly broke down.

The Blue Dwarf took hold of the reins, and
guided the unfortunisa usurer along the winding
paths of the forest.

They soon reachei: the highway, which at

that hour was quite deserted, and at length
came near the inn. Sapathwa led him up to
the door.

“ About money T

"
asked the dwarf, in a kindly

and conciliatory tone.
“ I have enough to get to London," replied

Abraham Knyvett, Wl1‘I had searched his own
pocket. s,... found seven guinea-s.

Have I far to

But he
knows nothingof Abraham Knyvett, the usurer."

As if there was anything in this world the
Blue Dwarf did not know, when it had anything

-_-_-_
The dwarf had wrapped his cloak around him

and put his hood over his head. Pulling the
bell, he stood in the shade as an attendant came
to the door.

“This gentleman has been attacked and
robbed,” he said, curtly; “ but he has plenty to'

pay his way. Let him rest, and in the morning
he will tuke the coach to London."

As he spoke he slipped a crown into the man's
mound on which they had I hand ; and, mounting his horse, departed.

Sapathwa was one of those who never do
things by halves.

The man led the traveller into a small room,

I where he gladly seated himself. Being in an

i inn, he knew he must spend money for the good

_i of the house. He. therefore, ordered supper, of

i which he partook somewhat sparingly; and,

I drinking otf a siiii rummer of brandy, went to

1 bed.

i He slept soundly, thinking of the revenge he

l would have on the ms-cally Brian.

I He was called about nine—the coach passed

I at ten—and he found himself very much
lrecruited. Grasping money-lender and usurer

as he was, he was not it miser in the ordinary
sense of the word. He did not stint himself.
Where his personal wants were concerned, he“

was liberal euough—all was self.
Give to a poor starving wretch l Never ; not

a penny I But where his own wants were con
cerned he was most liberal.

He was a good judge, too. of what was good,
and could order as good a dinner as any
man.

Having enjoyed a hearty breakfast, he was

iready,
when the coach came up, to take his

place. Li-i-,kily, the weather being drizzly, there
was a seat inside. With a shudder he reflected
what a night in the forest might have been had

i not Sapathwa rescued him.

I On reaching London he went to his oflce,

I anxious to hear of business. Then, and then
only, he discovered that the deed had been
abstracted.

The deed and the mortgage.
It were needless to comment on the cogita

tiona of Abraham Knyvettt when he awoke to a

sense of his loss.
It made him frantic. -

Still there was nothing to be done, but Wait
and see what Brian Seymour would do.

A week later the money-lender was seated
alone at his desk. when Brian Seymour entered
his small, unfurnished, and mouldy-looking
apartment. _

A handful of fire twinkled in the gloomy
grate, to increase rather than dispel the palsying
sense of coldness and discomfort.

But there was a hot flush on the old man’s
cheek, and the fitful gleaming of his eye
showed him so consumed by the inner fire of
reflection as to render unnecessary the ordinary
appliances of the season.

So wrapt was he in his reverie that he noticed
not the presence of Brian Seymour, who spoke
with the tone of an injured and haughty
aristocrat.

Then he started, as if stung by a scorpion, and
sliding from the elevated stool on which he sat,
fixed his deep-set, intense, and glowing eyes
upon him as if he would probe him to the very
centre.

Seymour, despite his sense of safety, felt ill at
ease beneath his basilisk gaze, as though ni
necessity he must reveal his secret.
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6U BLUE DWARF ;

“ I think Hr. Knyvett, that considering our
recent intercourse you should remember that
my name is Seymour."

For a moment the Jew made no reply. In
truth after the first impulsehe knew not whether
to grant unbridled license to the rankling spleen

that wrought within, or follow the less grate
ful and more wily line ofsoothing Seymour into
security and Safely , seducing him once more
within the circle of his power.

Although a man of fierce passions, long dis
cipline had given him a mastery over them
when any purpose of moment was in view, and
this being now the case, he suddenly forced
upon himself a mask that astonished, though
happily it did not deceive his companion, and
thus began :—

“Ah Mr. Seymour, good-good. Pray be
seated. Excuse my rudenesss in thus staring,
Mr. Seymour, but men buried in business are
subject to these absent fits; and I was just
thinking how I best might raise some money to
serve s young friend of mine, who poor youth
has been unfortunate. I must indeed try to
aethim on his legs again. It is only our duty,
Mr. Seymour, to give a helping hand went on
the oringing Jew, and although I be a money
lsndar, sir, and often get hard names, yet I
could not find it in my heart and conscience to
drive a brother to despair, as I have known too
many—but pardon me, sir, I am straying, as

this is no concern to you."
“ Intrnth. your deeds are not so evil as your

words, Mr. Knyvett," sneered Brian Seymour,
as I myself can bear witness; and when I was
hare last you were as hard as a millstone —and

yet your threat to dispossess me have died in
air—the period of your right has lapsed, and
I am now enabled to call, not to ask indulgence
but to insist on time—:ay yourself. then. am I
not bound to tender my fair thanks for your
signal and never-to-be forgotten forbearance."

Abraham Knyvett shot at him a look of keen
'

inquiry, and then spoke'—
“ Ah-Mr. Seymour, I recall to mind with

shame, my treatment of you a few days ago,

but at that time I was soured, as I well re
member, by having, just discovered that I had
been deceived and largely plundered by one

yea, by my own familiar friend in whom I
trusted, and for whom I had done much. But
though soreness of heart, for I wanted money
badly at the juncture, made me speak harshly,
air, I had no intention of playing so vile a

part as in the first bitterness of my anger and
disappointment I may have threatened; no, no,

and he whined in a low tone, no, no, and my
after conduct, as you yourself can witness clears
me of such an evil design. I did but talk loudly

but to obtain my money on which I reckoned
to meet my accruing engagements; and what
is more young man, finding you could not raise
it, I proceeded northward toward York to take
ur vome moneys to discount these; and pro

posed on my way to call at Mervyn Hall. to
excuse myself, and relieve thee of apprehension,
when some mishap, that 1 can in no wayun
1-avol, unluckily marred my intent." _“ Enough—enough—are you prepared to give
118two years to pay-on the same terms-fib

qeen per cent.
“ Oh—no haste, Mr. Seymour, no haste—timo

enough to think of that. Young gentlemen of
birth like you must have their pleasures and

fink style, and soon entering the world when

i ‘Hood will.‘ reptile!

, you to my

they come of age, and as I know myself to be
quite safe with a man of honour, and have dealt
with your father before you, we will postpone
till such time as may suit your convenience
better. And now, ‘continued ;:.- with growing
and anxious snavity, “to prove my good will in
other ways than words, I will even advance a
further sum upon your bond so as to enable
you to foreclose some patrimonial lands with
which your late lamented father parted. but
which are now again for sale. Dost believe
my good will to you now young man I"

“ Mr. Abraham Knyvett,” said Seymour
swelling with fierce and angry detestation
" Mr. Abraham Knyvett, your wiles are boot
less—1 know your thong/its - your pitiful un.
called for enmity-your lately batfled but still
active villainy—your malignant wish to rob me
and crush me in very wsnionnggg of hatred_.

I '-"Ll look for that only
when you are toothless and sigbtless.—and now
that you are made so I am not the fool to arm

Fuln again. Forbearance, too for
sooth.‘ Talk of that my gentle Jewish friend
when in the fangs of a famished tiger—'twil1
show the sort I would expect from you if in
your clutches. Now Mr. Usurer—will you
sign the renewal? I submit not the second
time to be swindled. I cast back your offer
with loathing—I ask the renewal, and no more
business for I know you l"

The usurer‘s quivering features turned livid
B9 the mask was thus abruptly torn away and
what was worse to have his ground of life
utterly rent from under him, and his querulons
nature struck weaponless and helpless.

The gall of his nature, no longer pent in
by calculation, could but partly vent itself in
words.

“Gallant gentleman, valiant youth," he ba
gnn, like Shylook might have done—va1iant
youth—and their he muttered. “how like I
fawning publican he looks P I hate him, for he
is a Christian Lay insults thick on the head
which stoops under three score years and ten ;.

aye, show your bravery in abusing a white
haired, helpless old man; trample on him who
cannot turn ; make your sports with him whose
arms are stiff with age. Yes, spare not from
blows, ‘twill show your strength and courage
without the cown.rd‘s check of danger. Como

prove your manhood on me once again, a high
mzurnan. ave mark thatl a. higluuaynmn need
not tremble at a trifll. Ha l that stinfls

thee! l’ll have it brandetl on thy forehead yeti
Ah, Mr. Brian Seymour of Mervyn Hall, you
are not Earl of Mauntjoys ’yet—and felony will
look well behind thy name. Harv can youbo
Earl of Mou-ultjoya while Percy Ola/rnwa illumi
'03/a limes ?

“When you are sober, I willreturn," said
Brian Seymour, and he loft.

CHAPTER XIV
at nusuroar -rowsna.

While these events were occurring in varbl
part-lot England all went calm and asnnaat
Beaufort Towx.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

W

YOU WILL NEVER ENJOY HAPPINESS UNTIL BRIAN SEYMOUR .\.\'D R()Bt;B'1‘ WOODSTOCKcuss TO £.\:1sr,” sun MOTHER cam
No. 6.
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62 THE BLUE DWARF ;

The search for the earl still, however, con
tinued, lunatic asylums were overhauled,
prisons and workhouses ransacked, but without
result.

Then came forward two men, fishermen be
longing to Penton, a village at the mouth of
the river which passed meandering under the
Castle walls and fell into the sea.

Their storv was of a dying young man picked
up at the mouth of a river, and taken on boardI vessel, French presumably.

A large reward was offered for news of the
missing heir.

On the same night that this important com
munication was made, two people might have
been seen, that is if there had been any one to
look after them, leaving the Castle in a myste
rious way.

It was the Blue Dwarf and a companion, a
young and handsome man.

He had lived so long in the close and retired
apartments of the Castle as to be still delicate.
and the fresh air made him feel somewhat sick
and faint so he leaned heavily on his companion." Oourage, you will yet outwit your ene
mies," said the Blue Dwarf.

“There must be a curse upon the house of
Seymour," returned the young mun sadly.
" Why are the members of our fsmily always at
war with each other I"

“ There are bad men in every family," said the
Blue Dwarf, “ but we have no time to waste, let
us hurry to the sea shore."

“Why should I be driven from my rightful
home 7" cried the young man.

“ Because it would not be safe for you to
remain here at present," returned the Blue
Dwarf, upon whoseadvice he was acting, “ there
are those who thirst tor your blood."

_“I. to think it. is better to be poor than
rich,’-’ said the young man, bitterly. “ The
poor are never envied; the rich always are."

At this moment the moon suddenly came out
from behind a bank ofclouds, casting its serene
Light over sea and land.

“ flastenl hasten!» cried the Blue Dwarf,
.1!-‘I-liously." “ It would never do for you to be
seen, even by the servants."

“Boone is likely to be abroad at such an hour,"V
returned the young man with a laugh,“ One never knows," said the Blue Dwarf,

.' for some of Brian Seymour’s agents may be- lurking about. They would have a rich reward
if they were to put an. end to your existence."

“Justice will overtake the rutfian some day,"
hissed the young man between his clenched
teeth. “ The time .wi1l surely come when Brian
Seymour will be paid in full for the misery he
has caused me.”

“It will, said the Blue Dwarf, giving a harsh
sardonic chuckle. I

“in punishing him we shall have to drag
down the proud name of Seymour and make it
a byeword," cried the young man.

f‘ But it must be done in justice to yourself,"
said the Blue Dwarf. “ You will never be safe
until Brian ceases to exist, Either you or he
must die. The world is not large enough for
both. lle and his companion Woodstock muse
both perish."

“ By whose _hands," asked the young man,
looking at h.l.B companions blue, distorted,
hideous face.

“By my hands," said the Blue Dwarf,
solemnly. “Vermin like them must be de
stroyed."

The two strange companions now descended
the steep frowning cliffs, by a zig zag path, the
Blue Dwarf in advance, for there was only
room for one at a time, the path being so nar
row.

Thus for a time conversation was at an end,
and the young man thoughtfully followed his
companion down the bank.

There they found mother Grip anxiously
awaiting their arrival,

“So you have come," she cried, looking at the
young man.

“ I have taken your advice. I‘m going away
for a time, roturned the young man.

“ You are doing well," said mother Grip.
“ I agree with you," observed the young man;

then he added : “ Do you believe that there
will come a time when I shall live in peace 7”

“ You are hunted down now hut there will
come a time when you will enjoy your rights
undisturbed," answered mother Grip with afar
away look-—-her face like one trying to View the
future.

“ Can you tell me how long my trouble will
last, asked the young man, looking curiously
into the old hag’s face?

“ You will never enjoy happiness until Brian
Seymour and his wicked companion Woodstock
cease to exist,” cried mother Grip.

“ They must die," cried the dwarf, savagely,
as he ground his fang-like teeth. “The day of
reckoning is near at hand. No other hand shall
give Brian Seymour’s death-blow but the des

pised and deformed creature before you.’
His passion was awful to contemplate, and

the young man shuddered. He looked terrible
in his anger. Much like a grotesque and
hideous demon from the pits of h—l in his awful
passion. He howled with rage, and throwing
himself on the ground rolled about in an agony
of fury, throwing out his grotesque and crooked
arms and legs in the intense excitement of his
burning rage.

His shrill, unnatural laughter rang out in the
still night, awakening the echoes.

“ Have you gone mad T" cried the young man
putting his hands over his ears to hide the
hideous sounds.

lt seemed to the young man that the Blue
Dwarf would have a fit, for a stream of white
foam nran from his mouth.

“ Be calm," said mother Grip. “ Be calm,
such a display of useless passion can do no pos
sible good."

“ You are right," cried the dwarf, springing to
his feet and by a great effort conquering his
fury. Such a display is childish.

At this moment the keel of a boat grated on

the sands and in another moment the young
man had crept into the boat, after shaking
hands heartily with mother Grip and the Blue
Dwarf.

The two strange and mysterious beings stood
on the beach, watching the retreating boat until
it was lost to sight in the mist of the night.

“ Heaven guard and watch over him," cried
the Blue Dwarf.

“ Amen to that," cried mother Grip, and they
turned their steps in the direction of the
Tower.

When and how would he return I
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.
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. 63~
Then recovering he rushed forward with a

howl of rage.

_ _“ Leave her alone," he cried, “ How dare yo.
kiss and romp with her you vagabond 7"

“ Is she your property 2" asked the unabashed

Roach.

CHAPTER XX‘-L
“ She’: _my sweetheart," returned Joe.
“ She likes me best." said Roach, defiantly;

‘A NEW CHAEACTML
“ No she does not, you get over her with your

flattery," cried Joe Askew. “ What do you
mean by corrupting young girls with your
French manners I"

Roach made some hot reply and next moment.

the two men were engaged in a fierce fight.

A fortnight after the events of the previous

chapter a gentleman came to the Tower on a

Vlfilb.
He was to all appearance a foreigner and

brought letters of introduction from France.
He was the Comte de Purbin, at least so his
pers said.
With him came a servant, an English youth,

who could speak French fluently, and whose

name was Roach.
Roach was on more familiar terms with his

master than servants usually are.

In fact master and man seemed very much
attached to each other.

Roach though very young seemed to have a.

great knowledge of the world, for he had
travelled and observed much.

He became a great favourite with the serv
ants of the Tower, for he could sing a good

song and tell a good story.
In the evening he would drink with the men

and make love to the women.

Roach was not very good-looking, but he had
an insinuating way with him, that few women
in his own class could resist.

He had learned the art of flattery in France
and thoroughly understood the character of the
other sex.

It was owing to his falling in love with a little

brown-eyed servant maid that he got into a

quarrel with one of the male servants named

Askew.
Before Roach appeared on the scene she had

allowed Askew to make love to her. But now

all was changed.
Joe was much the better-looking of the two,

but he did not know how to flatter, and was

not half such an amusing fellow as little Roach.
“ What beautiful eyes you have," said Roach

one evening to Emily, the brown-eyed servant
maid, as she stood at the back door of the

house near some laurel bushes.
" Do you really think them pretty '."' cried

Emily, much pleased.
“ Should I say so if I didn't believe it,"

answered Roach. “ You're the nicest girl I
know, your lips are the reddest."

Then he took a kiss upon them, pressing his

arm round her waist.
" Don't," cried Emily, but she did not try to

get away, although she blushed up to the roots

of her hair. " You must not do it, indeed you

mustn't."
“ Be a good girl and have another,’ said

Roach. “ I know you like it by your eyes."
“ Leave me alone," cried Emily.
“Not if I know it."
“ But I’ll slap your face."
“ Slap away," said Roach, again stealing

another long drawn kiss from her cherry lips.
“ I'll shriek in a minute."
“ Shriek away,” said Roach, defiantly.
He was just stealing another kiss when

Askew came upon the scene. What he saw

made his blood boil. He stood for a. momenta:

if transfixed.

a head and shoulders shorter than his opponent.
But he was very active and knew how to use

his fists.
This Joe soon found when he received a heavy

blow on the nose which sent him sprawling on
the ground.

Joe rose to his feet, but not to fight.
“ I'll be revenged for this," he cried, and

shaking his fist at Roach he walked away with
the black feeling of hate at his heart.

The contemptuous laughter of Emily grated
upon his ears. There is no quality in a man.

that a woman hates so much as cowardice, and
Joe had proved himself a coward.

“ Why do you look so serious?" asked Tim.

Roach.
“ Because I feel so," returned Emily.
“ For what reason?" enquired Tim, giving

her a kiss.
“ I fear that Joe will do you some injury.
" That cur," cried Roach. “ I‘m not afraid.

of him."
“ But he is a changed man,” answered Emi1y..
“ What makes you think that 7.‘
" I know it," replied the girl earnestly. “ Itt

was because he threatened to kill me if I did

not comply with his wishes that I allowed him.

to make love to me. I have had to bear many

insults at his hands. I am greatly afraid of
him. He does not love me for myself, but for’

my beauty and innocence.
“ Which he would destroy, the scoundrel l"

cried Tim, who really began to like the girl.
“ I am glad you are here," cried Emily,

nestling close to Tim. I do not know What

might have happened if you had not come. Joe
would hesitate at nothing. I cannot explain to»

you how cruelly he has treated me.
“ Let him beware," cried '.l‘im Roach. “ If I

catchhim insulting you, it will be worse for
him. I will kill him.”

At this moment Tim remembered that his
master was waiting for something, and excus

ing himself to the girl hurried into the house,

leaving her alone.
Hardly had he done so when Joe appeared

from behind some bushes.

Ilis eyes were bloodshot and his face was dis

figured with jealoue rage.
“ Emily," he cried, his voice hoarse with pas

sion, and he seized her by the wrist. “ Beware

how you trifle with one who loves you as much

as I do."
“ Love,“ cried the girl. “ Do you call your

passion love '1
’

No man who really loves ever

insults the object of his affection.
“ I will kill you if you due to speak to Roach

“gain-H
And with these words Joe Askew turned

away, his evil looking face distorted with rage.

I

As we have said Roach was very small, quite
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64 THE BLUE DWARF;

Meanwhile Tim had betaken himself to his
master's room.

He found him striding about the room in
great agitation.

“ What is the matter 7" he asked with more
familiarity than is usual from a servant to a
master. “Why are you so excited and dis
turbed ?"

“ Much has happened to disturb me,"
answered his master

“ Will you give me your confidence?" said
Tim, earnestly.

“You have proved yourselfa good servant
and will prove yourself a good friend," said his
master, taking his hand, “and I have need of
friends, heaven knows, just now."

“You have," said Roach.
“I think I may trust you."" You may," cried Roach, so earnestly that if

any doubt had lingered in the young man's
mind it was instantly banished.

“I have already told you of my enemies,"
said the young man, who the reader probably
has guessed was no other than the Earl of
Mountjoye. He had left his home in order to

.disconcert hh enemy. He had returned in
disguise as the Count De Pubin.

“ Yes," said Roach.
“ Well I fear they are already in my track."“ Is that possible?" said Roach with a shrug

of the shoulders that he must have acquired in
France.

“ It is," said the earl.
“ Can I do anything to assist you 7"

You can," listen and I will explain.
“ I am all attention, my lord," said Tim, re

spectfully, for although he was familiar, he
was always respectful.

“ Well then my two greatest enemies will
soon be here."

“ Their names f” asked Roach.
“ Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock," re

plied the young earl.
“In what way could I assist you 1"
“ In many ways," said the Earl of Mountjoye,“ You could watch them, and report their

movements to me."
“ It's just the kind of work I should like,"

said Tim, delightfully. “ I have wished to be a
detective,"

“ Then you will watch them ”
“ I will."
So that matter was arranged.
On the following day Brian Seymour and his

assis?t,
Robert Woodstock, arrived at the

Cast .

Lord Jermyn was not pleased to see them,
neither was his daughter Laura, but if they
received them coldly they received them po
litely as became their station.

Roach kept his eye on them, wishing to serve
his master apart from the reward he had
ofiered him. .

He tried in every way to listen to the con
versation that was carried on between Brian
and Robert.

For some time in vain.
But everything comes to him who waits. At

last an opportunity occurred.
One night Brian wllen going to dinner forgot

to shut the door.
This was Roach’s opportunity.
He went into the room and secreted himself

in a cupboard.

He had to wait a long time, but at last hll
patience was rewarded.

Brian entered the room in company with
Robert Woodstock.

“What do you think T" asked Brian, lazily
throwing himself into a chair, he had evidently
been drinking deeply.

“I think more than I say,” returned Wood- -
stock, who, although drunk, was much soberer
than his companion.

“ Come, no nonsense," said Brian, angrily.“ Do you think that the Count in any way re
sembles the Earl of Mountjoye 1"

“ I strongly suspect that the Count and the
Earl are one,”said Woodstock, “but we must be
sure. In some way we must find out the
truth."

" We must," said Brian, “ but how f"
“ I have a spy in the house," returned Wood

stock, ‘a despicable being named Joe Askew."“ Can he he trusted?”
“ He can."
" Why do you place such confidence in this

man I" asked Brian Seymour.
Because, he would do anything for money,"

returned Woodstock, “and he has good reason
to hate the Count’s servant, Roach, who has
taken his sweetheart away and punched his
head.

" He has three of the strongest reasons for
being true to us," said Brian.

“ And what are they 7" asked Woodstock,
glancing at his companion.

“ Love, money, and revenge."
“ You have a great knowledge of human

nature," said Woodstock.
At this moment Roach who had been in the

cupboard in a cramped position, moved, making
a slight noise.

The two men were instantly on the alert.
“ What is that 7" askedBrian.
“ A mouse in the cupboard probably," said

Woodstock.
" Rather a large mouse," said Br-ian,advancing

towards the cupboard with drawn sword.
“ Do you think there is a listener ?" asked

Woodstock,'also drawing his sword.“ I do."
“ Then he shall die," said Woodstock.
Tim Roach was in a fearful position. It

seemed as if his doom was sealed. His heart
seemed to stand still, as he heard the sounds of
footsteps starting towards the_cupboard.

He believed his last hour had come, and large
drops of perspiration gathered on his brow.

The suspense was terrible.
Was there no escape?
He looked round the cupboard in despair,

hoping that he would find some weapon of de-
fence, however rude.

But the cupboard was empty, except fora
few bottles of rare old wine.

Come out, you skulker l" Come outl
And with these words Brian flung open the

door of the cupboard.
“ Mercy!" cried Roach.
“ You will get no mercy," said Brian.
“ Your blood is on your own head," cried

Woodstock. How dare you play the spy?
“I did not play the spy," said Tim Roach,

boldly.
“ Then what were you doing in the cupboard?

Did not your French Count send you here 2"
asked Woodstock. “Come, tell the truth."
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 65¢@=~
“I always tell the truth," said Tim. “ My

mother brought me up in the path of virtue.”
“ Then what were you doing in the cupboard?”
“ If you will forgive me. I will tell you why

I was tempted to get into the cupboard, said

Roach.
“ Speak out," said Woodstock.
“ Well then, I came to drink the wine," cried

Tim, pointing to a bottle he had drank while
listening to their interesting conversation.

“ The stealing of the wine was of no conse

quence l‘ said Brian, “ but you have overheard
our secrets, how do we know that you will not
report what you have listened to to your master.

“ I heard nothing," said Roach, pretending to

give a yawn. “ I'm so confoundedly sleepy.

That wine was very strong, I want to sleep, I
feel that the wine was too strong. why the
room's turning round."

“ Why the rascals drunk," said Brian.
“ So he is," cried Woodstock.
“ Kick him out,” said Brian, throwing himself

on the sofa. Kick him outl
Woodstock required no second bidding.
TakingTim Roach by the collar. Woodstock

shoved him out of the room, giving him a kick
on his seat of honour which sent him sprawling
in the passage.

He fell against Joe Askew.
“ Where the devil are you coming i" cried

Askew.
“ I didn't come, I was pushed“’ said Tim

Roach, with a.grin, and he hurried away leaving
Joe cursing in the passage.

Roach at once hurried to the private cham

ber of his master, and broke in upon him
without the ceremony of knocking.

He was hot and excited.
“ Well?" said the earl.
“ I have news," cried Roach.
“Let me hear it at once," said the Earl of

Mountjoye.
“ You were right, your identity is suspected,”

said Tim, and he proceeded to tell what he had
overheard when in the cupboard.

“I must take every precaution to_prevent my
identity being discovered," said the earl, “you
must keep your eyes on the two scoundrels.

“ I will," said Roach. “ I will do anything to
serve you, for did you not save my life in
Paris. I am deeply grateful for the obligations
you have put upon me."

At this moment Hie door opened and the gro
tesque and hideous figure of the Blue Dwarf
appeared upon the scene.

“ Hush," he cried, putting his finger on his
lips, and he noiselessly shut the door. “ I have
come here to warn you."

“ Of what?"
“ Of Brian Seymour."

“You have no occasion to do that," said the
supposed Count. “ I have had experience of
his treachery."

“You have,” said the Blue Dwarf, “ and 50
have I. I have come to ask you a favour."

“ You can ask me anything," returned the
earl, " forI have had many obligations at your
hands. '

-‘ Then I wish you to change your sleeping
chamber.”

“ Why 7" asked the earl, looking at the de
formed man in surprise.

“ Ask no questions, but do as I ask."
" I will, but it seems a strange thingto oak

;
" Perhaps it does, but you will know my

’ reasons in the morning, said the Blue Dwarf,
and with these words he left the room, leaving
Roach and his young muster much puzzled.

Greatly to B.oach’s annoyance the young man
changed his room, and he had to convey the
Count into the other room.

Soon after, the young man had a. long inter
view with Lady Laura in the grounds of the
Tower.

“ My loved one there will come a time when
I shall be able to appear in my own name, and
claim my rights," said the supposed Count,
“until then we must wait with patience." “My
love, how I long for the marriage day. My own,
my sweet, my darling."

And he whispered something in her ear that
made the young girl blush.

It was only some harmless nonsense, but it
brought a bright, lovely colour to her beautiful
cheeks, and made her cast down her eyes.

“My darling," he cried, kissing her passion
ately on eyes, cheeks, brows, and lips. “ My
darling, my own, the love I bear you is con
suming me." -

At this moment a man peered out from bo
hind a tree. . .

It was no other than Brian Seymour.
He was not near enough to hear what wnl

said. but he could see the supposed Count with
his a'rm round Laura's waist, kissing her.

His face became inflamed with rage. He
looked on with envious eyes, a prey to the most
fearful Jealousy His face was dfiy pale and
it was evident that he sufieredlbi pain.

“ Curse him 1" he mutterd
'

between his
clenched teeth, “but I will have revenge.”

" Lady Laura has either forgotten the Earl of
Mountjoye very soon, or the Count and the Earl
are one and the same person. Any way he
shall die," said Brian, rignificantly.

CHAPTER XXVII,

ran nnsox coson.

It was the morning followiig the eventin
corded in our last chapter.

All the family were waiting breakfast when
Tim Roach without any ceremony rushed in.

“ Hc’s been and gone and done it," he cried.
“ What T‘ asked the astonished Colonel while

the others rose in the utmost alarm.
“ Bolted," shrieked the groom.
“ Are you mad T" asked the Colonel, who

could not make out whether the fellow was in
toxicuted or not.

" Master's gone—bed rumpled, dirt on the
floor, window—lots of blackguards,"—the
groom continued.

The Colonel whispered to the butler and sent
him out, locking the door.

He then waived his hand for silence and ht
and L1 rd Jermyn collared the youthful groom.

“ Will you speak ialiniy P

After v. moment Tim Roach explained.
He had gone to his rra.ster's room, which he

entered as usual with his pom partout and
found it empty.
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66 THE BLUE DWARF:

The bed exhibited all the signs of a struggle.

The bcd clothes were on the floor, the carpet

was muddy, and the window was open.

He rushed and looked. A ladder explained
how the outrage had been committed.

“ I'll hang myself, drown myself, out my

throat," said the faithful youth; “it's all my
fault."

“My good lad," remarked the colonel in
gentle, soothing tones, “ be calm,"--and then he

added with a meaning look, “ we depend on you
to find him."

Tim Roach was silent at once.
“ Go forth, my lad, and follow the tracks of

the abductors," continued the colonel; “ trace
them to a carriage, which they would have as a

cnatter of course—then return."
Tim Roach at once retired.
" Be calm. my friends," remarked the colonel,

‘ the abduction is serious—but there is no

danger. Whoever is the agent—none will dare
to injure him. They can only hide—seqnester
irim—they dare not kill him."

“ But," began tearful Laura, who spoke as if
in a trance, sighing. “ Last night I dreamed a

-dream. I saw a thin cloud, alone amidst many
dense and dark ones scattered around ; and as I
gazed it seemed to take the likeness of a funeral
procession-cofiin, hearses, priests, all—as clear
in tho cloud as I ever saw them on earth ; and I
shuddered rm I saw; but the wind arose and

blew the vapour onward and it mingled with
the broader masses of cloud; and then—listen
all—the sun shone forth for a moment. But
suddenly the winds ceased,and the rain came on
fast and heavy."

As these words left her lips she fainted.
The maids were called, and by the directions

-of the colonel took Laura to bed.
At this moment Tim Roach entered.
“ It's that there Brian Seymour.” he said in

la low tone of concentrated rage, “ he and that
fellow Bob Woodstock have done it—and that
ekulking hound Joe Askew, or worse—-he asked
me to have a drink—and I took it. Drunk,
drugged, robbed, gagged and ruined l He gave
me whisky."

“ Have you found any trace T"
“ Yes; took him away in a hearse, an old black

-coach," he went on. “ By the jumping jim-jams,
as my gentle Cousin Joe says—but we'll follow
them up."

And he explained that he had followed the
tracks to the park fence.

There were marks of wheels—four, and the
tracks of four horses.

An hour after dawn a game-keeper, well
known to Tim Roach, was passing, when to his
surprise he saw a hearse standing still ncnr the
Park boundary.

He asked what was up, and was told that a
horse had cast its shoe.

Peter Parsons noticed what a queer lot were
surrounding the hearse, while all seemed in a
hurry to get rid of him.

He was hungry, and hence careless.
He shouldered his gun and went on his way.
As he reached a corner he heard a groan, and

turning, saw a heavy parcel handed into the
hearse.

They were poachers stealing the earl’s game.
Away he flew—regardless of his early meal
awaiting him—to call the head-keeper.

With Peter Parsons duty was everything.
When his master praised him, he would answer,

—uot in the words of the poet, but with all his
meaning :—

“ Sir, I was born on your estate, as was my
father before me. I have done everything
consistent with my duty to you, as you would
have done in my place, sir ; do not blame or
praise me, after the master you have been."

"Colonel," gasped Tim Roach, when he was
allowed to relapse into his usual style, “ will
they bury him T"

“ No l"
" Well, slam my sleds, as my Cousin Joe says

but I’ll follow them up."
He then paused.
“Sir, colonel, forgive me—-I'm nearly mad

but a hearse can be followed--who will go T”
“ You. and you alone, my lad," was the answer,

“trace the lot. Here are notes and gold—send
a message when you have a clue."

And he put over fifty guineas into his hand.
The youth stared.

“ And am I allowed to
head 2" he added fiercely.
drank too much—kidded me."

“ My lad be serious and careful—go at once
everybody is under your orders,“ said the colonel ;
“ send messages every hour if necessary-—God
bless you."

And he hurried Roach out of the room.
In ten minutes, mounted on a thoroughbred

mare, Roach hurried away in pursuit of the
black coach.

Leaving the inmates of Beaufort Tower for a
while, we follow in the footsteps of Tim Roach,
groom and detective.

“ I'll cop him as sure as my name ain't
Solomon," he whispered to the butler, as he left ;
“ look out for messages."

And leaving the butler to make out his mean
ing as best he might he rode oif.

Roach was the best fellow that the colonel
could have selected for such a task.

He was shrewd and persevering, and had a
great affection for the young Earl.

Come what might he had made up his mind
to find his master, dead or alive.

If he had been foully murdered, the awful
crime should be revenged. Roach had sworn it,
and Roach meant to keep his word.

He was a brave lad and did notcare for the
risk he ran.

He was zoo unselfish to think of himself, and
only thought of his master.

Give him but the slightest clue and he would
be sure to find out the whereabouts of the
Earl.

Roach had just confidence in himself, and fully
believed in his powers as an amateur detective.

Full of the determination to trace the wh ere
abouts of his master, Roach rode along the road

punch Joe Askew's
“ I'll remember

at a rapid pace, feeling proud of the confidence
that had been reposed in him.

He would prove to the colonel that he appre
ciated the compliment.

For some time he rode along without seeing
anybody.

The road was quite deserted.
He. had ridden about three miles when he

turned an abrupt corner on the road, coming
in sight of a mun riding on horseback.

He was dressed like a Methodist par-son.
He was riding at a more leisurely pace than

Roach, consequently it was not long before Tim
caught up to him.

“Good morning," said Roach.
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v _,__. ,.' 67A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.~l
" Good morning," retumed the Methodist E

parson. _ 1
Roach slackened his speed, wishing to have

a l
companion, for he was a gay fellow, and did not
like to be alone.

“ We are going the same way and with your
ission will jog along together," said Roach.

" I will be very pleased of your company."
said the parson in a snifiiing voice, for the
ride is very dangerous and I hear that there are

highwaymen about." _ _“ But surely even tho highwaymen will re
spect your cloth,” cried Roach.“ The footpads respect neither age, sex or re
li-gion," returned the parson.

At this moment three men on foot dashed

tron;
behind a bush, crying simultaneously -—

“ our money or your life l"“ Help! help I” yelled the parson, and before
the footpads could lay their hands on his horses
bridle, the cunning parson had put spurs inhis
steed‘s flanks, and was tearing down the road at
a terrific speed, which would take him into the
next village ina very short time.

“ Come back, you coward," cried the indignant

B.oa_ch,'who
could not have followed his com

panion s example, had he desired it, for two
of the men had already seized the horse's bridle.
“ Ooine back, would you desert me 7"

Although left to the tender mercy of the
three icoipads, Bosch did not despair.

Ho was brave and courageous.
“ Money l" cried one of the footpsds. " Come,

(urn out your purse I"
“ Leave go my horse's head, if you want to be

saved having your skulls cracked," cried Roach,
defiantly.

And drawing a pistol from his belt, he fired it
point-blank in one of the footpad‘s faces. He
fell dead without even a groan.

Then clutching hold of the barrel of the
heavy pistol, he brought it down with terrific
force upon the upturned face of another foot

d.
paAlarn:ed and afirighted by the fate of his
two companions; the third footpad took to his
heels and disappeared in a. thick copse.

And having rid himself of the footpads
Roach rode away.

It was not long before he reached a town and
being in need of refreshment pulled up at an
old fashioned inn.

Ordering dinner he went into the parlour.
Here he found the parson, who was enjoying

a good repast.
" You are a nice fellow to desert a man like

that,” observed Roach, indignantly_ " You
ought to be kicked for your cowardice."

“ Cowardice, my son," returned the parson.
“ It was not cowardice."

“Then what was it then 1"

“ It was because a parson mustn't fight." said
the Methodist. “ It's against the law of God
for a parson to shed blood."

“ You are a nice sort of fellow," said Roach,
with a laugh. “ You seem to enjoy your glass."

“In moderation, strictly in moderation my
" t d th .

mfifiinufiie a (ieirititillsovtilvithme," said Roach.
“You have not treated me well, but we'll let

genes be byegones."
by“ We will," said the parson, and this time he
did not spas;

in a gnflfling voice, and Roach I

It was Joe Askew who had disguised himself
as a Methodist parson.

It was by the exercise of the greatest control
that Roach hid the fact of his discovery fro(_
the supposed parson.

He felt inclined to strike him to the grounm
Soon after the person took his leave, aft?

having several glasses at Roach’s expense.
It was evident that lie did not think that

Roach had penetrated his individuality.
Roach followed him silently, using every

precaution not to be found out, but the dis
guised Joe never once looked back. He was
confident of his disguise

They were both on foot.J
oe Askew continued walking at a rapid pace

until he arrived at a large building in the out
skirts of the town.

He knocked at a large iron-bound door, and
was soon admitted.

“ What is that place 7" asked Roach of a man
who was passing, pointing to the building.“ That, why that's a madhouse," returned the
man, and then he went on his way.

“A madhouse," said Roach, excitedly, as he
looked at the gloomy building. “ I see it all,
my master is an inmate. but I'll soon get him
out." And he retraced his steps, and arriving
at the inn, mounted his horse and rode in the
direction of the Tower, to report upon the dis
covery he had made.

CHAPTER XXVII1

nousr cam.

When the Earl recovered from the opiatio
sleep into which he had been cast he foremo
ment was daze d.

Memory, that tell-tale of the soul, was gone,
11:. was for the moment incapable even of
thought.

An hour passed and then reason returned.
He found on his table a very plain breakfast,

but an ample one.
He searched his pockets.
Everything hsd been taken sway, watch,

chain, money, all except a parcel and a pocket
book.

He quietly wrote a few lines,returned them to
his pocket and sat down to his breakfast.

Wishing to be sure that his confidential diary
should not be violated and destroyed, he now
rose and looked around the room.

He was so usedin his own home to the secrets
of the prison house that he at once spotted that
one panel was different from all the others.

He approached for closer inspection. Heat
once saw a small button and pressed it.

The panel opened and revealed a small space
like a cupboard and safe. The smell that
emanated from the ancient hiding place proved
that it had not been opened for years.

The young earl placed his diary on the bot
tom of the cupboard and was about to closo

the door, when he noticed, underneath the
accumulated dust, some MSS.
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68 THE BLUE DWARF ;

, walls the evening

~'?e took it up and was about to open it, when
the handle of the door clicked.

In an instant he was seated at the table,
helping himself to coffee which had been kept
warm by means of a spirit lamp.

A short, saturnine, cunning-looking man-fatllld greasy, wearing spectacles, entered and
lnrveyed him keenly.

The Earl at once took in the situation. He
was in a madhouse. He resolved to be cool,
collected and resolute.“ And how are we now, sir," began. the other
in an oily tone. ..

“ I am in the habit of being addressed as my
lord,” said Mountjoye, in a tone of command
that could not be mistaken.

“My dear sir, that is precisely the delusion
under which you are labouring, and which has
brought you here," the other continued, “until
you remember your individuality-—you will re
main here, I hope you are pleased with your
accommodation.”

The Earl looked at
I|.nile,began:—

“Mad you say,"

him, and with a bitter

he said, “ remember doctor
that the day and retribution will co_me—andthen beware, until then I will be mad,

Ay, marry. now my soul hath ample room.It would noxoutst windows, norat doors.
There is so hot asummsriu my bosom,
That all my bowels crumble up to dust

I am a scribbled poem, drawn witha. pen upon
parchment.

" Hal ha l” and rising he approached the
doctor, wno stood amazed." Be calm, my dear sir,"
luctantly, “ be calm.”

"Poir.on‘d, ill fare, dead, iorsooth cast ofl.And none ofyou will Md the winter come,To thrust his icy fingers in my mew."
“Mad! mad! mad l" cried the doctor--whose

name was Crawley, “ good news for my friendBrian,”—and ran from the room —pursued by a
peal of maniac laughter.

Then the Earl sat down and laughed—after
which he finished his breakfast and then took
up the paper which he had discovered.It was moth-eaten and not easily deciphered,
but the earl at length made it out.

The first part was a pitiable story of wrong
and persecution, which is unnecessary to be
told.

Then followed the narrative—the time was
much anterior to that of which we write.“ After my abduction, I knew nothing for
some time. I cannot suy how long I remainedin a state of stupor; but at length having slowly
recovered my senses I found myself firmly
handcuffed upon the floor of a small chum her,
through a narrow loop-hole in one of whose

sun was shining. I waschilled with cold and damp, and drenched in
blood, which had flowed in large quantities
from my head.

I knew my resistance had been terrible, but
I also knew the deadly enmity of my rival, and
that he intended my death.

We had been brother oflicers, chums, but
now we were rivals in love

My friends advised me, when she seemedto yield to her parcnvs and my richer rival, to
rouse myself and decide either to marry her and
defy parents on both sides, or chsllei.-<:e her
lover and kill him; before I could d¢0i<lB E1115
married him.

I
By a strong eflort I shook oi! ihc sick drow

the other said, re

siness which still hung upon me. and week and
gidtdy

I rose with pain and difiiculty to myee .

The chamber or rather cell in which I stoodwas about eight feet square, and with a heightvery disproportionate to its other dimensionsits altitude from the floor to the ceiling beingnot less than twelve or fourteen feet.A narrow slit placed high in the wall admitted a scanty light, but sufiicient to assure
me that my prison contained nothing to renderthe sojourn of the tenant a whit less comfort
less than my worst enemy could have wished.llly first impulse was at once to examinethe security of the door—the loophole I have
mentioned being too high and too narrowtoaflord a means of escape.I listened attentively to ascertain if possible
whether or not a.guard had been placed on the
outside.

[We may as well at once say that Mount Crag
was really then a prison and that these events
occurred many years ago.]

Not a sound was to be heard. I now placed
my shoulder to the door, and sought with all
my combined strength and weight to throw it
open; it however, resisted all my efforts, and
thus baflled , I threw myself on the
ground. .It was not in my nature, however, longto
submit to the apathy of despair, and in afew
minutes was on my feet again. With patient
scrutiny I endeavoured to ascertain the nature
of the fastenings which scoured the door. The
planks having been fortunately nailed together
fresh, had shrunk considerably so as to leave
wide chinks between each and its neighbour.

By means of these apertures, I saw that my
dungeon was secured not by a lock, as I had
feared, but by a strong wooden bur, running
horizontally across the door, about midway
upon the outside.

Now thought I, if I can but slip my fingersthrough the opening of the planks, I can easily
remove the bnr and then

My attempts, however, were all frustrated
by the manner in which my hands were fast
ened together, each embarrassing the other, and
rendering my eiforts so hopelessly clumsy, thatI was obliged to give them over in despair.I turned with a sigh from my last hope, and
began to pace my narrow prison floor, when‘my
eye suddenly encountered an old rusty nail, a.
holdfast sticking in the wall.

All the gold of Pluto would not have been
so welcome as that rusty piece of iron. I in
stantly wrung it from the wall, and inserting
the point between the planks of the door into
the bolt and working it backward and forwardI had at last the unspeakable satisfaction to
perceive that the beam was actually yielding to
my efforts and gradually sliding to its berth in
the wall.

I have often been engaged in struggles
where great bodily strength was required and
every thew and sinew in the system taxed to
the utmost, but strange as it may appear, I
never was so completely exhausted and over
come by n.ny labour as by this trifling task.

Again and again was I obliged to desist until
my cramped finger-joints recovered ; but. at
length my perseverance was rewarded. for lit
tle by little I succeeded in removing the bolt so
fur as to allow the door to open sufiiciently to
permit me to pass. With some squeezing, I
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 6'1i~
succeeded in forcing my way into a small pas
sage upon which my prison opened. This led
intoa chamber, somewhat more spacious than
my cell, but still containing no furnitu.rc, and
affording no means of escape to one so crippled
with bonds as I was.

At the far extremity of the room was a door
which stood ajar.and steslthily passing through
it, I found myself in a room, containing nothing
but a few raw hides, which renderd the atmos
phere nearly intolerable.

Here I checked myself, for I heard voices in
busy conversation in the next room. I stole
softly to the door which separated the chamber
in which I stood from that from which
the sounds proceeded. A moment seemed to
convince me that any attempt upon it would
be more than fruitless, for it was secured upon
the outside by a strong lock, beside two bars,
all which I was enabled to ascertain by means
of the same defect in the joining of the planks,
which I have mentioned as belonging to the
inner door.

I had approached the door very softly so that
myproximity being wholly unsuspected by the
speakers within, the conversation continued
without interruption. Standing myself close to
the door, I applied my eye to one of the chinks
which separated the boards, and thus obtained
a full view of the chamber and its occupants.

CHAPTER XXIX

run mass cos-rrsuan.

Two men were seated, talking.
Itis rather hard upon the young fellow,” said

one whom I did not know, “ but Lord Trevor's
orders are imperative."

“ He is vindictive and powerful," was the
answer of acertaiu Captain Oliver, “ and must
he obeyed. The fellow fought well-—and when
Lord Trevors has seen him we may relax disci
pline, But we must be careful—should he
discover it, we shall lose his favours."

At this moment to my horror and amazement
Lord Trevors, a handsome, saturnine man of
thirty entered booted and spurred.

“ Well," he said, sharply, a fearful scowl on
his face, “ how fares it 7"

“ He is safe-scarcely sensible yet, my lord,"
answered Captain Oliver.

“And I think," observed the other, who was
young and reckiess, “ he is more than sulfi
ciently punished for anything he has done. The
duck in the mill-dam was enough."

“Young man," said Lord Trevors, who was
Colonel of the regiment, “ do not intrude your
advice where it is not called for. Oliver listen
and understand.”

“ Yes—my lord."
“ His time is up. I have said, I will blot you

out,’ and I will.
" It shall be done." was the answer.

With which words he went out. I observed,
however, as he did so that his face was deadly
pale and felt assured that his conscience and in

ward convictions were strongly against his cruel
resolve.

The two oflicers left the room after him to
prepare carrying out I presume his cruel resolve.

A chill, sick horror crept over me as they re
tired. and I felt, for the moment on the brink
of swooning.

This feeling, however, speedily gave place to
a sensation still more terrible—-a state of ex
citement so intense and tremendous as to border
upon literal madness supervened; my brain
reeled and throbbed as if it would burst;
thoughts the wildest and the most hideous
flashed through my mind with a spontaneous
rapidity that scared my very soul; while all the
time I felt a strange and frightful impulse to
burst into uncontrollable laughter.

But gradually the fearful paroxyism passed
away. I prayed and felt comforted and con
soled. Still I could not view the slow approaches
of certain death without an agitation little
short of agony, I have stood in battle where
the chances of escape were Yearfully small. I
have confronted foemen in the deadly breach
I have marched with a constant heart agamst
the canncn's mouth. Again and again has the
beast that I bestrode been shot under me ; and
again, I have seen the comradeswho walked be
side me in an instant laid for ever in the dust.
Again and again have I been in the thick of
battle, and of its mortal dangers, and never felt
my heart to shake or a single nerve to tremble,
but now helpless, manacled, imprisoned,
condemned to watch the approaches of an in
evitable fate; to wait silent and movelem, while
death as it were crept toward me—human nature
was taxed to the uttermost to bear the horrible
situation.

“ I returned again to the closet in which I
found myself upon recovering from the swoon" The evening sunshine and twilight was fast
melting into darkness when I heard the outer
door, that which communicated with the guard
room in which the oflicers had been amusinir
themselves, open

A measured step then approached and the
door of the wretched cell opened.

It wasa young soldier who I had once be
friended.

“ Look ye comrade, it will be your own fault
if you die to-night. Will you promise me
never to betray my share in this transaction?

No gammon—you are ordered for death."
“ I will never betray you,I promise," was my

re 1Yp
He simply nodded and with speed and

pmmptitude then drew a small key from
his pocket, and in an instant the manacles were
removed from my hands.

How my heart bounded within me as my
wrists were released from the iron grip of the
sh:>.ckles—the first step towards freedom was
made.

“ Here are pistols," he said," and now follow."
Grasping the pistols firmly, I then took

from him a sword, and soon found myself
outside these walls—on s green in front of the
building.

At this moment my enemy, Lord Trevorl,
faced me. He knew me at once.

" Dog, he cried ! ho\v dare youl You
shall hang to-night. In half an hour you
shall be a corpse. '

_
“ Then God have mercy on your soul," said I,

and springing forward, I dashed my sword at
his throat.
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'1 missed my aim, but struck him full in the I

mouth with such force that most of his front

teeth were dislodged and the point of the sword

passed out under his jaw, at the ear.

My onset was so sudden and unexpected that

/he reeled back to the wall and did not recover
hm equilibrium in time to prevent my dealing

him s. second blow, which I did with my whole

force-, the point struck the cuirass near the

neck, and glancing aside it inflicted but a flesh

wound, baring the akin and tendens along the

throat.
He grappled with me,

out any cry of alarm; being a very powerful

man, and if anything rather heavier and more

strongly built than I, he succeeded in drawing

me with him to the ground.
We fell together with a heavy crash, hugging

and straining in what we were both conscious

was a mortal struggle ; at length I succeeded

in getting over him, and struck him twice more

in the face; while he struggled with an energy

which nothing but the tremendous stake at in

terest could have sustained.
I succeeded again in inflicting several more

strange to say with

....._~ . .

Bv diligent search of the room, I discovered

the locker in which I daily conceal my diary.

0 s 0 s s

Heavens! I have discovered something more.

In the corner of the room is a discoloured

square of wood, which I found after some ex

amination had a ring.
I pulled it np—and found a narrow passage

leading to a narrow winding staircase, that con

ducted to the summit of a tower, not very

lofty.
By means of a rope, I can easily drop a height

for freedom.

I 0
' s 0 0

Here the manuscript ended.
‘hat night when the last meal was brought

in, the Earl took his lamp and searched.

There was the trap. the passage and the

staircase, and the tower, ascending to the top

of which he gazed out upon the scene-—which

was simply beautiful.
Had he have been poetical, he too might have

wounds upon him, any one of which might have cried.

been mortal.
While thus oontonding

hands about my throat so firmly that I felt

the blood swelling the veins of my temples and

face almost to bursting.
Again and againl struck the weapon deep

into his face and throat, but life eeemedto

adhere in him with unusual tenacity.

My sight now nearly failed, my senses

almost forsook me, I felt upon the point of

sufiocation, when with one desperate effort, I
struck him another and last blow in the face.

" '1Lu inznpull 1.tad wielded had alighted on l

the eye, and the point penetrated the brain ; the

body quiverul under me, relaxed. and Lord

Trevora lay upon the ground a corpse.

As I arose and sheathed the weapon, and shook

the bloody clots from my hand, the moon,

which he had foretold Ishould never live to see

rise again, shone brightly and broad on the

award with ghastly distinctness, the mangled

features of the dead soldier, the mouth full of

he clutched his

clotting blood and broken teeth, lay 0pen—the I
eye, close by whose lid the fatal wound had. I

been inflicted was not as might have been ex

pected, bathed in blood, but had started forth
nearly from the socket, and gave the face by

its fearful unlikeness to the other glazing orb

a leer more hideous and unearthly than fancy

ever saw; the wig with all its rich curls, had

fallen with the hat to the floor, leaving the

.’;'310l'11hair exposed, and in many places marked

9y the recent struggle—the rich lace cravnt

was drenched in blood, and the gay uniform in
many places soaked with the same.

It is hard to say with what feelings I looked

upon the unsightly and revolting mass, which

had so lately been a living and comely man.

At that moment, while gazing with awe

upon the corpse, I received a blow on the back

of the head, and for a time knew no more.

When I recovered I was in a larger room,that

in which I write.
There I remained weeks, before my senses

quite recovered. Then apathy fell upon me.

After a time I became apparently resigned. I
was treated pretty well, receiving good food, I

and what I valued more the use of pens, ink,

paper and books.

Howswset the moonlight sleeps upon this bank!

But his thought was escape. Next night he

tied his sheets together, fastened them to a

stancheon on the tower top, and began to loawer

himself.
Half-way down the improvised rope broke,

and he fell to the ground.

CHAPTER XXX.

AT THE CHEQUEBS.

That same night the bashful stars shone

down upon a small party, making their way to

an inn, at no great distance from Crag Hall.
They were mounted.
One was a tall man, a gentleman of erect

and military mien, the second a lad in the dress

ofa menial, while the third wore a slouched

hat, o cloak with the collar drawn up above his

head, leaving nothing visible but his eyes.

He was short, thickset and squat.
They followed the road until they came—it

was rather late—to a small wayside inn.

It was a house of curious and grotesque

shape, paint-ed white, with s. gothio chimney, a

sign-post, like a chess-board, and a portice

that would have been Grecian if it had not

been Dutch.
It stood on the edge of the road, withahedge

on each side, and a common behind.

An ostler rushed out.
“Can we have bed and supper 7" asked the

military-looking man, in a tone of command,

which made the other touch his cap.
“ Yes, sir-—I think so, and took their horses

as he spoke.
“ A private room,“ said the Colonel, when he

found they could be accommodated, “ my

friend, pointing to the mufiied stranger, is ill,

and will retire to rest at once."
The landlord rang for the chamber maid.who

at once lighted them to the room , where sup

per was ordered.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 71

The party was composed of the Blue Dwarf,
Colonel Grant and Roach.

The two first supped together and then re
tired to rise at early morn.

Leaving the Blue Dwarf in bed, with strict
injunctions that he was not to be disturbed,the
Colonel rode off to a magistrate, with whom he
was well acquainted, who readily granted him
a warrant to search Crag Hall.

Accompanied by the magistrate, his clerk and
a posse of constables, they rode to the Lunatic
Asylum, formerly a military prison.

The summons was tbo peremptory to be re
fused and the party were admitted to the
parlour where the doctor and his acolytes
awaited them, with outward calmness but in
ward trepidation

'

“ To what cause, Sir '.ll1o._1as Sumner, said
the obsequious master of the house do I owe
the honour of this visit?"

“ Dr.——," began the other ina command
hg tone, " I have every reason to believe—in
fact I have sworn information that you re
ceived into your house a gentleman of high
rank and station, under the name of
Listen— and do not interrupt me. The persons
who have persuaded you to do an illegal act
are known to us—one is Brian Seymour and
the other Robert Woodstock. The doctor's
names forged to the document on which you
admitted them—are Dr. Whitworth and-Tones
—now here is o. search warrant to go over all
your establishment.

The doctor turned deadly pale.
“ Choose—a thorough search—or conduct us

to the room of your last inma " sternly said
Sir Thomas.

“ Follow.” said the doctor, humbly, “ifI have
done wrong I have been deceived—grossly de
ceived."

And one of the men to whom the doctor
pointed—1ed the way.

Wending their way through several tortuous
passages, they came to the door of the room in
which the Earl had been confined.

The door was ponderous, but yielded at once
to the touch.

The room was empty.
“ Discovered the secret—-Escaped!" gasped

the (lOCI.O1‘.and rushed to where the open trap
door inuicated the means which he had used
and plunged downward.

All followed, nor stopped until they were at
the summit of the tower, where the dangling,
fluttering sheets, indicated the mode by which
the Earl hill] escaped.

“What does it mean T" stemly

“On my oath, neither," gasped the doctor,
“my patient who feigned madness, has dis
covered the secret of the Falcon tower—and
fled.’

“But the sheet broke," cried the Colonel,“ let a search be made below."
And u!l hurried down, to find no trace of the

Earl.
The ilnctol‘.

knew not What to say." Re cautions. sir in future," said the magis
trate, as Ill iumic a hasty departure. “ in futureI shall keep my eye on you. At the next
meeting Ol Inagistrates—I shall bring the mat
ter befme thv lh,-nl.-ii and report you—bewarel"

spell-bound and dumbfounded,

asked the
Colonel, “ is this mockery or murder most foul 7"

found the lunatic asylum abandoned and til
doctor and assistants vanished.

The patients were some loose, some confined
—some half starved.

Some were sane but nearly mad hm! long
confinement and ill usage.

The whole country rang with the news, and
the lame of Crag Hall was universal.

Some were claimed, some were not;the lattfl
were sent to county lunatic asylums—but in thl
case of the sane ones—lawsuits ensued.’

They were all rightful heirs, who had indeed
iscaikd a tearrul danger, and could have truly

i :ried out that this life in the madhouse had.
been to them a terrible trial, as full of peril and
adventure as any bold spirit could desire.
Their reward followed, however.

We must now leave the madhouse and its
inmates, and follow the fortunes of the escaped
prisoner, to whom the change was simply al
|rom Hades to Elysium.

UHAP'1‘ER XXII.
aria the am-. shock the Earl--who thought

himself dislocated all over—belisving himself
safe from pursuit at all events for the present,

‘

stopped to rest on the summit of the rocky
hill at the foot of the tower, seating himself
on a mossy stone.

“ Free once more," he muttered exultingly.“ My enemies have not won the entry yet. I
will yet live to see them punished. I will havb
the keeper of the madhouse imprisoned. I
must, however be careful to kecp out of hi
clutches, for if he once more gained possession
of my body, he would torture me to death. I
wonder in what part of the country I am 2”

Young Mountjoye was indeed iutotal igno
rance of his whereabouts, having never been in
that part of England before.

The night was pitch dark and he could not
see a yard in advance. The rain was falling
fast and the wind swept over the hills.

It was very cold indeed.
The young man gave a shiver and then rose

to his feet.
He felt greatly exhausted, but it was too

cold to rest longer.
Uncertain in what direction he was going he

hurried on.
For all he knew he might be returningin the

direction of the mB~dl10l1B6
But this must be risked.

very exhausted.
Not a light was to be seen to relieve the ink

like darkness, nothing to indicate to the young
Earl the awful peril he was in.

He walked on, ignorant of his danger.
Right in his path. was a large clifl’, and if he

fell over this it might mean instant death.
I’-lindly he groped his way, little thinking at

On, on he went,

Bu_t when the \'i~iting justices came nfterthe I any other danger but being recaptured by the
meeting to make a crucial examination, they | madhouse attendants.
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72 THE BLUE DWARF:

Every now and then he would look bask,
almost expecting that he wouldbe pursued. In his
weak and helpless state he could have made no
defence against his malignant foes. He little
imagined that not a mile distant were near and
dear friends hunting for him with all the eager
ness of love and afiection.

But all this was unknown to him. He was
east away in a wild and desolate region, where
there seemed to be no living soul. He was
alone in a howling wilderness, from which there
was apparently no escape, except through his own
exertions.

Again he looked around and surveyed the dis
trict ; but he saw nothing.

Call out he dare not, lest the brutal attendants
of the Bastille in which he had been immured
should be prowling about and discover him. He
still groped forward, with difllculty avoiding the
pits and snares which lay everywhere in his path.

It was very dark, and he little knew what
perils he avoided, as if by a kind of marvellous
instinct.

Presently, while moving slowly along, he
made out a light at no great distance, and, keep
ing it steadily in his eye, walked in that direc
tion. Before he had gone twenty yards he saw
it was a small hut.

What was to be done!
Had he his full health and strength

he would have avoided it. But rest and food
were both absolutely necessary.

Nearing the hut, he peered in the open door
way, and saw a girl bending over a pot hung by
a crook over the fire. She was alone.

He coughed to excite her attention. She
turned, gave a little shriek, and then stood as if
in bewildered doubt.

It was a wild district, and the girl was not
used to strangers.

" I am sorry to disturb you," he said, in his
soft, sweet voice ; “ but I have had an accident,
and do not know where I am."

He was young, he was handsome, and spoke
elegantly. The girl was warm-hearted and good.

“ Be seated, sir," she said, pushing up a great
wicker and straw chair; “ you must be tired.
Supper will be ready in a few minutes. Will
you take a drop of whisky flrst—father's got
some rare good stufi."

“Thank you," replied Shelton Seymour,
with a grateful smile; " I've had a nasty fall,
and it will do me good."

She brought out a bottle and mug, or jug, of
water, and mixed him a stifi tumblerful, which
he drank ofi readily.

It had a marvellous efieet on his enervated
and exhausted frame.

“I feel better already; and now you must
take this," pre:-sing a guinea into her hand,
"and buy yourself some ribbons and a little
-finery to remember me by." _

-
“ Oh, sir ;” she cried, with a grieved look, “ Il

didn't want it."
“ I know that." he said, resorting to another

device to soothe her feelings—a hearty kiss

upon her sweet, pouting lips—" but lthought
you wouldn't be offended. I have no other way
of showing my gratitude."

1 "’A done, sir l" she cried, blushing furiously
and half laughing, and she turned away to take

up some of the fragrant-smelling stew. which,
on being ofiered, Shelton an once proceeded to
devour with great gusto. He never said a word

until he had finished, the girl looking on with

helped himself to another drink and leaned back
in his chair.

“ Now, my good girl, I must trust you, as
otherwise you will not understand my position,"
he said.

"You can trust me," she said, quietly. “I
know when I see a gentleman.“

“ I know it," was the answer. “ Well, I may
as well tell you that I am a gentleman of rank
and wealth. Some weeks ago some bitter and
unrelenting foes of mine drugged me and carried
me olf to a private mad-house close here."

The girl looked intensely horrified.
“ D—" she cried. " I know him. People

don't speak too much good of him."
“ And rightly. l-le is an inhuman wretch. He

well knew that I was sane ; but his vile avarice
made him wilfully blind," was the young men's
answer.

Then he told the whole story of his escape, to
which she listened with intense and breathless
interest, just as a romantic girl naturally would
under the circumstances.

When she heard of his fall from the tower, her
horror showed itself in words.

“And now, my good girl," he said, " if you
will tell me where I am, I shall endeavour to
continue my journey."

" You're on 'I‘or Wold. sir,” she replied : " but
when father comes he'll show you the way.
There he is." And she dashed to the door, to
return pale and trembling. “ Oh, sir, father
and two mad-house keepers—this way l"

And she led him out by a back way, pushing
him rather than leading him.

“ Hide, sir, till they've gone," she said; and
Shelton silently obeyed. But for a moment he
was panic-stricken, and darted towards a slight
incline leading to the top of a clifl beetling over
the sea.

He was only a dozen yards away from this
awful spot, and he was reducing the distance
every moment.

Five yards—four—three—two—oue l .
Another step and a thrilling cry of intense

horror escaped his lips, a cry that awoke the
echoes—a cry of sgonising despair and hoarse
misery that would have curdled the blood if any
one had been there to hear it.

But he was alone.
Down, down he fell, vainly clutching at the

bushes, and tearing his nails in his awful descent,
as he passed by with lightning rapidity.

There was a heavy thud, and he lay stunned
and bleeding.

Not a groan escaped him.
Was he dead?
Hours assed away, the rain ceased, the wind

moderate , the grey dawn of day tinged the
dark. overcast sky ; and still he lay there, while
the birds sang overhead.

It was quite two hours from the dawn of day,
when an old grey-headed shepherd passed that
wa .

fie was whistling, but he gave a cry of horri
fied surprise when his eyes fell upon the body.

He knelt beside it and put his hand on his
heart. and to his great surprise found that it
still beat, though very faintly.

“ He lives yet, and may be saved," he muttered.
" Help l help l " he cried, in a louder key.

A dog came barking to the spot, and then. to
the shepherd's great relief, a party of men came
in sight.

an amazed smile. When he had finished, be
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74 THE BLUE DWARF,

At this moment the young Earl opened his
eyes, and looked about him.

.“- Water, water," he cried, in afeeble, hollow
voice.

And it was given to him.
When he came again to his senses he found

himself in a comfortable bed at an inn, where
he had been carried by the humane shepherds,
and where his appearance had caused him to be

received.
He had injured his head in such a way that

he had lost complete knowledge of his identity.
All memory was gone.
The pastwas a complete blank.
He was as a child.
He glanced hopelessly about him, vaguely

trying to collect his scattered thoughts.
But all in vain.
He was in a most helpless condition and had

he not been possessed of money, would have
fared badly indeed. ‘

As it was the people of the inn agreed to keep
him there until hismoney was gone,

Then they would turn him adrift.
The shepherd, good simple soul, wanted no

reward. _
A doctor was called in and he gave it as his

opinion that the young man was in no danger,
but that his brain was injured for life.

It was not long before the Earl of Mountjoye
had strength enough to rise from his bed, and
he wandered about in an aimless, purposeless
way.

One afternoon a carriage stopped at the door
of the inn, much to the landlord's astonish
ment, for carriages very seldom stopped before
the modest, unpretentious tavern,

It was an elegant
'

with powdered
footman, and a fashionable lady ulighted from
it and hurried into the inn.

Here she took up her residence for some
time, much to the landlord‘s satisfaction.

Seeing young Mountjoye many times and
oeing struck by his appearance her curiosity
was aroused, and she questioned the landlord.

“ Who is that handsome, sad-looking gentle
man 7" she asked.

“I know nothing of him more than you do,
your ladyship" returned the landlord.

And he told her all he knew of the stranger.
“ How strange, said the lady. “Send for

him, I would speak with him.”

Mountjoye was sent for, and came to the
lady, a far-off expression in his handsome face.

“ Who are you, noble youth 7" said the lady,
taking his hand, " what is your name?"

Mounjoye shook his head vacantly as he re
lied.P

“ I remember nothing, my lady, since I had
that awful fall my memory has gone, my mind
isa blank.“

“ How sad l" cried the lady, looking lovingly
at Mountjoye.

They met often after this, the lady falling
deeper in love with him every time she saw him.

At last his money was spent and then the
landlord was about to turn him out.

“ Wretch l” cried the lady, indignantly, how
can you be so inhuman?”

“ I can't afford to keep people for nothing,"
replied the landlord, who had cheated Mount
joye in the most shameful manner.

“ He shall not want," cried the lady, J‘ I will
take him to London, where I may find traces
of his friends."

“Take him where you like," said the lmdbrd
who saw that he could get no more out of her
ladyship.

“ Insolent scoundrel," cried the lady, “ my
footman shall punish you for this your inso
lence. How dare you speak to me like this P"

And before she left, taking Mountjoye with
he!’ the rascal landlord received a sound
thrashing from lad ' '

thoroughly
ys serum“, whmh he

'.l'hey rode buck to London as fast as the four

:11:1e£:]1:1iI;1;1s1;8uldfl<:a1i;-lily
them, the lady falling

ove wi gran
moment.

8 young B get
ever;

T116! soon reached the great city, and drove
to a superb mansion, ,

‘

More than once the lady tried to question
Mount]oye, but he was still unable to gratify
her curiosity.

Although Improving in health he was still
unable to recall the past.

He remembered nothing.
It was as if he had been born yesterday.
One thing greatly disheartened the lady and

that was this, he did not return her afiedtion,
as she wished him to return» it.

She was warm and passionate, he was as
frozen snow.

Her stq-rtling beauty did not seem to en
rapture his soul.

He was grateful for her kindness and that
was all.

lovsehe
wanted love, deep, passionate, unthinking

Seeing that he was dull and cast down she
took him to allkinds of places of amusement“

Yvhflt say you to Vauxhall ?" she asked one
evening.

_“ I will go where your ladyship pleases,” was
his answer. ‘ '

So it was arranged.
Next day found them in Vauxhall in fancy

costume.
It was s. charming night, and the lamps

glistened liketwinklingstars about the ground.
The music was entrancing.
" Is it not like fairy land 7" said my lady,

enthusiastically, clapping her hands.
“ Yes," whispered Earl Mountjoye, “ and you

are the good fairy."
“Shall we dance 7" asked the lady, looking

lovingly into his face, so lovingly that the
young man felt the blood quicken in his veins.

“If you would favour me so much,"he replied.
So speaking he took her soft, white hand in

his and led her to the platform, the touch of
his hand sending a warm thrill through her
frame.

Once more the band began to play and putting
his arm round her waist they commenced to
dance.

Thus the evening passed pleasantly enough,
and the youug Earl began to like‘ her better
than he had ever done before:

To gaze in her beautiful, loving eyes, fascin
ated him, and he felt a feeling of admiration
when he clasped her slender waist and felt her
throbbing heart beating against his.

It was mutual love, but I wild, maddening,
absorbing passion.

Lady Clarence was not the woman to arouse

aman‘s better feelings, they could only love
her for her youthful beauty. ,

As he danced with his arm round her volup
tioos form a feeling of intense . iiry piled ..
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 75

through him, the magic sound 01 the music
'

'
on his ear.

“ Are you tired, darling 1" he asked, “ or will
you dance again 7"

“ Let us not dance," replied the Lady
Clarence, and he led her to a bench, her bosom
heaving with the exertion she had undergone.

How long they remained thus neither of them
knew, for she sat entranced, drinking in his
loving, flattering words, her heart glowing with
satisfaction, her ears tingling with the compli
ments he showered upon her.

“ My own sweet love," he cried, pressing his
soft, red, yielding lips to hers.

And thus the time went by, as it always does
with those who are young, thoughtless and
happy.

They little knew that jealous, envious eyes
were upon them, that they were being
watched.

But even so it was.
“ Look!" said a dark, tall man whose face

-was half concealed by a mask. “ You now
know why Lady Clarence does not care for
you."

I-I—l and fury!" cried his companion, who

,0
! slender build. “ Who is he, do you know

1m II
“ Know him, no, I have never seen him be

fore," returned he of the red mask.
"‘ Has Lady Clarence descended so low as

this?" cried the fair man, angrily, “ that she
picks up with unknown men in Vauxhall."

“ An apprentice, probably," said the red
mask. “ Lord Colchester if I were in your
plane I would not bear this insultfor a moment.
She rejects you and allows a low apprentice in
olently to kiss her."

“ Such an insult shall not pass." V

And. Lord. Colchester put his hand upon his
sword, uttering a loud oath as he did so.

“ Heis actually kissing her again," said the
red mask.

“ By Heaven, that kiss shall be his last,"said
Lord Colchester, drawing his sword. “ He
shall die."

And so saying he advanced upon the aston
ished pair.

“ Varlet," he cried, rushing at the Earl of
Mountjoye. “ Release the lady at once.”

“ Andif I refuse," said Mountjoye, defiantly.
“ Then I shall crop ofi your ears.

”
“ Insolent scoundrel," cried Mountjoye, in a

white heat of rage.
“ Do you know whoI am Z

" said the fair man
quivering with rage.

" I neither know nor care ” cried Mouutjoye.
“ Then tremble, for I am the Duke of Col

chcsier. Who are you .7
"

“ I should like to know myself who I am,"
returned Mountjoye, and he really meant what .

he said.
This Lord Colchester took for insolence. 1

“ Insolent cur, how dare you talk to me
thus?" cried Lord Colchester, his face inflamed
with rage.

“ I dare speak to any one," returned Mount- .

joye, who still had his arm round Lady i

Clarences waist.
“ Release the lady at once," cried Lord Col- 3

chester. !" Not unless the lady wishes it.“ ‘

“ I care not what the lady wishes,"said Lord ,

Colchester. It is enough that I command you
to release the lady.

“ You command me."

l seeing

l

“ Help l help! for the love of Heaven,

And Mountioye gave a loud. sneezing
laugh. which drove the jealous lord nearly
frantic.

“ Have you no shame ?" said Lord Colchester
to Lady Clarence. ‘ Why do you disgrace
yourself in this way? to be seen in a public
gardm with a low apprentice you have picked
out of the gutter."

“ Do you dare to insult this lady I" cried
Mountjoye, losing his temper.

“ She is a ," before Lord Colchester
could finish the sentence, Mountjoye rose to
his feet, and struck him a violent blow in the
face. which sent him sprawling to the ground

“ That will teach you to insult a woman ;

cried Mountjoye.
Lord Colchester slowly rose from the groan _

a look of hideous hate in his face, which was
covered with blood.

“You have struck me," he cried, and there
was extreme hate in his voice.

“ And will do so again. if you dare to insult
this lady," said Mountjoye, coolly.

“ Do not bandy words with him, but run him
through," cried the red mask.

“ Draw and defend yourself," said Lord Col
cheater.

“ I am eager to revenge the insult you have
dared to offer this lady," cried the Earl of
Mountjoye.

So saying he drew his sword.
They were some distance from the dancers,

and the sound of subdued music fell upon their
ears. It was dark where they were standing-.
but they could see the lighted platform and the
dancers.

The clash of the swords rang out clear and
distinct in the evening air.

Both Mountjoye and the Duke of Colchester

- were skilful swordsmen.
Lady Clarence looked on with fear-distended

eyes, for Lord Colchester was one of the best
fencers of his time, and she believed that he
would be more than a match for the young man
she had learnt to love so very dearly.

Both did their utmost and used every artifice
to win, for each knew it to be a fight for life.

The red mask coolly looked on at the combat
evidently well used to such a scene.

He like Lady Clarence believed that Col
chester would be the victor.

Already in duels Lord Colchester had sent
five men to their last account.

" Spare him ; Spare him ‘.
"

Clarence.
cried Lady

“ Fear not for me, fair ladyf‘ said Mouutjoye _

encouragingly.
Suddenly with a skilful turn of the wrist.

Mountjoye sent Colchester's sword flying out of
his hand. _

“ Villain," cried Monntjoye. l°W91'lfl8 his
‘sword, “beg for mercy or I will run you

through the heart.
“Never ?" said Colchester, defiantly- “I

would rather die than ask for mercy at your
hands."

"Then die."
So saying Mountjoye lifted his sword to

, strike.
Meanwhile he of the red mask had crept up

behind Mountjoye, with a drawn dagger in his
hand, ready to plunge the bright blade in his
back.

“ Help! murder! shrieked Lady Clarence,
the danger that Mountjoye was LIL
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76
' ‘ THE BLUE DWARF;

“ Help is a
_t hand,

voice, and a misshapen figure rushed upon the
red mask, seizing him by the throat, and
wrenching the glittering dagger out of his
hand.

Mountjoye turned to see what was the cause

of this sudden interruption.
He knew that voice. _It was the Blue Dwarf, and that mstant the

memory of the past returned to him. _
Taking advantage of this opportumty, Lord

Colohester rose to hisfeet and regained posses

sion of his sword. _ _ _“ We shall meet again " he cried, signifi
cautly, glancing at Mountjoye. “We cannot
continue the fight, for we should be disturbed.”

. And he pointed to the crowd of people that

»
-'

was hurrying to the spot,eager to see the cause

of the disturbance.
“ Where and when you please," Ifilfllmfld

Mountjoye, giving his arm to the lady. _“ You will hear from me to-morrow,” said
Colchester, turning away.

His companion was about to follow his ex
ample when the Blue Dwarf tore his mask from
his face, and Robert Woodstock stood revealed.

“Traitor l"cried the Blue Dwarf, striking
him. “ Double-dyed traitor, where is Brian
Seymour ?" _“ Release me, you deformed wretch," cried
Woodstock. I know not where he is.

“ Liar I" cried the Blue Dwarf, hurling him
from him with considerable violence.

His head fell against a tree. There they left
him stunned and bleeding, and the crowd
found him there.

“ How came you in London i" asked Mount
joye of the Blue Dwarf.

“ I have no time to explain that now," re
turned the Blue Dwarf. “ Your faithful Roach
is with me."

“ I am pleased to hear that," said Mountjoye,
highly delighted.

" I always knew that you were of noble
blood," said the lady, when she heard that the
young man whom ,she loved was the Earl of
Mountjoye.

It was agreed that the young Earl of Mount
joye should return to the house of Lady
Clarence with the Blue Dwarf, and the servant
Roach.

To avoid attention the Blue Dwarf and
Roach entered the house by the back way.

CHAPTER XXXII

AT THE GAMING TABLE.

When Robert Woodstock recovered his senses
he founda crowd of people standing round
him.

The curious crowd asked him all sorts of
questions.

“It was only a drunken brawl. answered
Woodstock, sulkily

“And you got the worst of it?" said one of
the crowd.

" Yes, replied Woodstock.
Saying this he walked ofi, leaving the orowd

$0 stare after him. -

said a loud, creaking He hurried along at a rapid pace hoping to
come up with Lord Colchester.

His vigorous stride soon took him sway from
Vauxhall. ' _

He was passing an inn when some one called
to him in a loud voice. ~- ’ '

“
some

here, Woodstock, I would speak to
you. »

He turned and saw Lord Oolchester resting
ona bench with wine before him, on a small
table. ~- '

“Drink,” he said, holding up a glass which
Robert eagerly took, for he was faint from loss
of blood.

The blow had been a severe one.
Woodstock must have had n. very hard skull

or his head wouldhave been smashed in.
Lord Colchester told him this, and this roused

Robert's temper.
“I feel in no humour for joking," he ob

served. “I wish to speak to you seriously."
“ I am all attention,” said my lord.
“ Well then you wish to be revenged upon the

youngé
lover of Lady Clarence 2"

ll I O."
" But how are you to be revenged T

”

“ I will have another duel with him," cried
his lordship,

“What good would that do?"said Woodstock.
“ Hc might kill you instead of your killing him
He had the best of it to-night."

“ Luck will not always be on his side," said
Colchester; but what do you propose I

“ Let me whisper in your ear,“ cried Robert
Lord Colchester bent down and Woodstock

whispered something so atrocious in his ear
that he looked at him in astonishment.

“What you propose is infamous," he said,
“how dare you suggest such a thing to me 7"

But still the temptcr continued whispering.
Lord Colchester hesitated at first, but at last

agreed to his scheme, which the reader will
know soon enough.

Until now Lord Colchester had only been u
pugilist and bully, and now he had agreed to a
horrible murder.

“So it is all arranged,” said Robert, filling
up his glass. “May we succeed in our little
plot l"

And theyclinked their glasses together.
“Which way are you going now?" said

Robert.
" Home l" replied Lord Colchester. Thatis

the best place. I have a young and pretty
mistress waiting for me."

“ Another new toy, What would us men
do if it were not for women T"

" Ohl oh l" cried Robert, who was beginning
to get intoxicated. “ Here's to wine and
women l"

“ Both dangerous companions," said Colches
ter, with a laugh as he rose to his feet.

“But pleasant company, nevertheless," re
turned Robert, as they went down the road
arm in arm together.

They went down the road in silence for some
time, meeting many drunken revellers from
Vanxhall, reeling home.

“I will say good night, now,” said Colchester,
“ when shall we meet aguin 2"

“ Don't go home yet," cried Robert. “I would
introduce you to some one whom you will
like if it is only from his dislike of one whom
you hate.”

“ But I must not disappoint Charlotte.
She would never forgive me." ~

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

6
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A rats or LOVE, mrsrsnr, AND cams. 77~
“ Yes, she will," said Woodstock. “Come along

with me."
And after a moment's hesitation Colchester

once more took his companion’s arm and went
down the road.

After proceeding about a mile Woodstock
stopped before a house.

All was dark within.
He gave a loud rat-tat at the door, which

was eventually opened, after they had been in
speoted by an old man through a. wicket.

“ Is my friend here to-night ?” asked Robert
when they were in the passage.

“ Yes."
“ Fortunate or unfortunate ?"
“ Very lucky, ” returned the old man. “ Very

lucky ineed." .
“ Glad to hear it,“ said Robert. take me to

him, at once, I want to speak with him."
The old man, who had a long white beard,

led them along the narrow passage and upa
flight of steps.

Stopping on the landing he pushed open a
door, and Lord Colchester stood daud and con
fused on the threshold.

Before the doorhad been opened all had been
silent in the passage. It had been padded to
deaden the sound.

But now the noise was terrific.
A quarrel was going on.

Cards and money lay scattered on the floor,
and a general hand to hand fight was proceed
ing.

Oaths and blasphemous curses echoed through
the room.

Swords were drawn and pistols were being
fired.

“ Down with him!" cried a hundred voices.
“Let us kill the cheating hound. We will not
have swindlers in our company.”

In the centre of the room and looking very
pale stood Brian Seymour.

He was being defended by a small party
against the raging crowd who thirsted for his
blood.

It was evident to Robert that the party that
sided with Brian could not hold out much
longer.

Numbers must carry the day.
Pushing his way through the yelling crowd,

he ranged himself beside his friend Brian Sey
mour.

Lord Colchester not understanding what the
quarrel was about, followed his example.

The fight was getting more terrible every
moment.

Blows and curses were the order of the day.
"All who oppose shall die,” cried the infuri~

ated crowd. “Whoever defends the swindler
is as bad as he. - Death to them all 1"

It was aterrible scene.
Already dead and wounded men lay on the

floor.
The wounded gave terrible howls as they

were trampled on by the heavy boots of the
combatants.

One by one the defenders of Brian Seymour
were hurled to the ground.

But for an interruption Brian Seymour and
his companion would have sufiered death, but
suddenly a cry of rage echoed through the
room.

“The watch l the watch, is uponus !" cried a
hundred voices.

Instantly pistols and swords were put up.
The fight ceased as if by magic, and every one
in the room thought only of escape.

The lights were put out and all was confu
51011.

How they succeeded in getting out of the
house they did not know; but Brian Seymour,
Colchester, and Robert Woodstock found them
selves in the street.

“ Come to my lodgings,” said Brian Seymour,
after thanking Colchester for his assistance.

" With pleasure," answered Colchester, and
taking a hackney coach, they soon reached
Brian Seymour's lodgings.

Here the three men talked over their plot
hgainst the young Earl of Mountjoye.

When they parted it was agreed that they
should meet in the morn to carry out their
wicked plot.

Would it succeed? Time will show,

CHAPTER XXXIII.

A WARNING.

Whatever motive the Blue Dwarf had for
coming to London, he would not explain to the
young Earl, who felt rather angry with him
for keeping such secrecy, particularly as Roach
his man servant was in the secret.

Now he had time to reflect on the events of
the previous night, Mountjoye felt very angry
with himself for making such violent love to
Lady Clarence.

What would Laura think of him if she heard
about it 7

It was the first indiscretion he had ever com
mitted,but he could not bear to think of it.

Lady Clarence was surprised to be treated
with coldness when she met him in the morning
after their visit to Vauxhall.

He who had been so warm and passionate,
now treated her with cold, chilling respect.

“ Why this strange change from yesterday ?"
she asked.

»“ I do not understand you, my lady," cried
the young man, looking embarrassed and un
comfortable

“ You are cruel to me," said the lady bursting
into tears,

Poor Mountjoye was beside himself.
“ Dry your eyes, my lady, I cannot bear to see

you in tears,” he cried, kneeling at her feet
“ I did not mean to make you unhappy."

“ You loved me before that wretched hunch
back came," said Lady Clarence.

“ You must not call him that, my lady," re
plied the Earl, sternly. “ Did he not save my
life ?"

“ But you love me no longer ?”
“ And never did,“ returned the

frankly. “I was grateful to you, and mistook
gratitude for love. The music and surroundings
made me say what I did. Can you forgive ma?"

“ You are cruel,"said Lady Clarence.
“ I am cruel to be kind,” returned the young

man. “ I am sorry that I ever came across

your path, if I have made you unhappy."
With tears streaming down her eyes the lady

rushed out of the room. She could not boar to
be in his presence.

young Earl,
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78 THE BLUE DWARF;viii.
The young Earl went at once to the Blue was I who made love to you and like all women

Dwarf, and told him all.
The Blue Dwarf looked grave.
“ You must leave this house as soon as possi

ble," he said.
"_I will leave to-morrow," said the young

man. “ I am really grieved that I have made
Lady Clarence so unhappy.”

“ So am I,” said the Blue Dwarf, “ but these
dark, passionate women soon get over their love

fits." -
“ I only hope that what you say may

out true," said the young Earl of Mountjoye,
and then the subject dropped.

In the afternoon the Blue Dwarf left Lady
Clarence's house, promising to return early in
the evening.

“ So you are going to leave me to-morrow l"
said Lady Clarence, reproachfully, as she sat
with Mountjoye in the library.

“ Yes, my lady, matters of importance call
me away," he replied.

" Shall I never see you again?" cried Lady
Clarence, passionately.

“ Yes, I hope we shall meet often in the
future," said the young Earl. “ I should like
to introduce you to Lady Laura.

"And who is Lady Laura T" and there was a

jealous gleam in her glittering eyes. _“ My future wife." said the Earl of Mountgoye.
“ Your future wife,” cried the Lady Claren e,

and she rose from her couch in a violent pas

sion. If you had a. sweetheart how dare you
make love to me, in the manner you did last
night 7" Her dark eyes flashed, her bosom

heaved with intense rage, as she stood before

him. her hands tightly clenched.
“ How dare you kiss my lips, and clasp me in

your arms;" she continued raising her voice.
Mountjoye gazed at her in surprise, all the

gentleness had gone from her, she was an ut
ge;-lychanged woman.

“ Traitor," she shrieked, advancing upon him
and shaking her fist in his face.

“ How do I deserve that name T‘ said Mount
joye, haughtily. _“ You made love to me while you were in
love with another woman" cried Lady Clar
ence.

“ Whose fault was th t 7"
“ What mean you ?" cried the lady.
“ I mean that it was you that made love to

rue, since you must have the truth, said Mount
i<>y¢- _ ." ll“ cried Lady Clarence, opening her eyes
in surprise.

" Yes. you." said Mountjoyc, firmly. “ llow
could you expect any man torcsist such charms
as you possess? It was you who made me for
got my duty to Laura, I was intoxicated with
the charms you were so liberal with.

Lady Clarence turned white to the lips and

threw herself down on the sofa. For a moment
she looked as though she would faint, but she
recovered herself by a great effort of will.

“ Are you ill, shall I call for assistance?
cried Mountjoye in accents of alarm.

“No, I shall be well in a moment,” she re
turned.

Monntjoye poured her out aglass of wine,
which she eagerly drank.

The colour came back to her cheeks.
" I am sorry if I have offended you," said

Mountjoye, “but you forced uie to it."
" You are right," said Lady Clarence, after a

moments reflection . I am aloneto blame. It I

who throw aside their modesty have received
my just punishment. I shall never respect
myself again."

“My lady, things have not come to such a
pass," cried Mountjoye, taking her hands. “We
can always be friends if you will allow it.

Friends-the word sounded cold and formal
to poor Lady Clarence, but she smiledthrough
her tears,

“ Yes," she said with n. great effort, for her
voice was choked by sobs, her dream was over,
she must make the best of the reality.

When the Blue Dwarf returned in the even
ing he was greatly excited.

“ What has happened,“ asked Mountjoye,
looking from Roach to the Blue Dwarf.

“Something has occurred that makes it neces
sary for youto leave this house at once," re
plied the Blue Dwarf.

_“Explain the reason," cried Mountjoye with
a despondent air.

“ That I. cannot do," returned the Blue
Dwarf. “ Let it sufiice that it is for you to
leave this house quietly and secretlyat once."

“ But I cannot and will not leave without
you give snexplanation," said Mountjoyc. “It
would be g1-eat rudeness to the lady of the
house to leave without a moments notice."

“ The lady will gladly consent to your going
—when I say that if you remain here it will be
at the imminent peril of your life.

So saying he looked inquiringly at Lady
Clarence.

“ If he is in peril of his life let him leave at
once," replied Lady Clarence.

After this there was no opposition to leaving
Clarence House.

CHAPTER XXXlV_

FIRE AT CLARENCE HALL

It was a dark and still night, when the Earl,
who had been taken by the Blue Dwarf to
secret and humble lodgings unable to bear the
stillness and confinement of his room. left the
house feeling that he could only obtain relief
from the feverish anxieties which oppressed
him in the freedom of the open air. Heavy
clouds swept in sombre procession over the
face of the Heaven; for the wind was high and
sobbed and soughed with wild,weird, inournful
ness amidst the swaying branches of the trees.

Intermittently the moon's rays shone
through the vaporous canopy overhead,touching
the fields and the trees with silvery radiance
fora moment, and then again relinquishing
them to the darkness of night. He wnlkcd
slowly. mechanically taking the direction of
Lady Clarence‘s home.

t was near the Strand, and had an avenue of
trees before it. Beneath them he walked,
grateful to the rushing wind which soothed
the feverish throbbing of his temples.

Suddenly two men passed him hurriedly,
wrapped in cloaks which hid their faces. They
saw him not, as he was in the shadow of a tree.
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After resting in the avenue on a bench he

passed out into the Strand, then a high road.
connecting Westminster with the village of

chnring , his mind vainly seeking to struggle

against the flood of tender thoughts which

beset him.
Sweetheart like, he was thinking of Laura.
All her dainty little ways, her outbursts of

temper and tenderness, her girlish love for
him and the many kindnesses which were ex
changed between them, now came back to his
mind and filled his eyes with tears.

Suddenly a strange crimson shade seemed to
spread over the black sky, and was fairly re
flected in the sombre pools of water which
recent rains had left on the road.

He watched the curious phenomenon; the
shade was spreading, and as it spread its hue
became deeper and deeper.

Soon a great expanse of sky was glowing
with afierce red light, and rolling volumes of
smoke, like foam-fringed waves, were rushing
and whirling through the murky sky.

The Earl rushed to a mound of rubbish by
the waysidwsuch anomalieswere common in
those days-—and saw at once that Clarence
House was on fire.

It was the residence of Lady Clarence.
He ran back to the little lodge, the lodge

keeper was on the point of leaving for the

house.
"Bad business, David," said the Earl to the

man. " Are all the people safe?"
“ I believe my Lord Colchester, who spent the

evening,weut out safe an hour ago,” and then
he added, “ I have seen nothing of any one

else," and rushed breathless to the door side by
side with the Earl.

When they reached the front door, the Earl
found that one wing of the building was

almost completely enveloped in flames.
" Are you all safe 7" he cried out to a group

of domestics who were standing almost para
lyzed by fear.

“ Oh for God's sake!" said the companion of
Lady Clarence, a relative and friend coming
forward, shrieking and falling upon her knees
at his feet.

“ Is she still in the house?" he asked, in a

hoarse and tremulous voice.
“ Yes—I entreated her to come with me and

she promised to follow me; but instead of so

doing. she went back to try and save her old

IIIUYBB,
who is a helpless invalid. Oh, what shall

do 7"
“ ls she in the right or the left wing P” he

asked in an excited tone.
" In the right," answered voices—servn.nts

and the collecting crowd.
“ Ladders here! quick! shouted the Earl, as

he ran nearly to the end of the right wing, the
front of which was a lurid mass of flames.

A ladder was brought. Several people tried
to dissuade him from the desperate undertak
ing, but already pushing them aside, he ran up
the ladder with amazing rapidity.

Gaining the parapet, he ran along the narrow

ledge until he came to a small iron door, which

he broke in, and heedless of consequences,

plunged into the house a_n_d_in_to the reeking

volumes of smoke ‘which filled the place.

He gained along gallery, at one end of which

flames were shooting up in quivering columns,

while round and about him played tongues of
fire, and walls cracked and groaned with the

heat, and ever and anon above the deep rum

bling of the approaching oonflagration, thun
derous crashes resounded as the heavy walls
and solid blocks of masonry gave way and
melted into the devouring flames.

On he went until he reached a room, which
was within a few yards of the advancing fire.

The smoke nearly choked him. Still he groped
his way about. Suddenly his hand touched a

cold face. and he bent over it. It was the body
of the nurse.

The crackling of the flames, as they burnt
through the thick walls, warned him that ‘m

a few minutes he would have to leave or perish.
He listened attentively-intently. A low moan
caught his ear. In a moment he found Lady
Clarence. She was on her knees in the corner
of the room.

Quick asthought he clasped her in his arms
for she wasinsensible now, and rushed into the
gallery. He struggled bravely through the
smoke, and at length reached the parapet.
Holding his precious burden lightly to his heart
he ran along the ledge.

There was not a moment to be lost, for the
flames were now darting out of the windows

gmmediately
below him and the smoke stifled

im.

With a roar like ten thousand angry lions
the demon flames suddeniy rent the roof in
twain, and the wall upon which he now stood
trembled as a reed trembles in the wind.

Clasping the insensible young woman to his
breast, he gently let himself over the ledge.

Thank God I the ladder was flrm and safe.

Then cautiously he went down step by step,

and amidst ringing cheers of the crowd now

collected round the house, he handed Lady

Clarence to the ground.
As he came down the ladder it was that

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock recog
nised him.

With a savage yell they rushed to the foot of
the ladder intending in the confusion to slay

their intended victim.
With a howl and a groan, a short, stunted

figure, wrapped in a cloak, darted from the

crowd and struck them violently on the legs
with a good ashen cudgel.

They turned to receive a second shower of
blows from Roach.

“ My lord," whispered the Blue Dwarf, as he

clutched the persecuted nobIeman‘s arm, “ you

are discovered—you are in perilous danger—to

return to your lodgings is useless—-this way.”

And exerting his gigantic strength he liter
ally dragged the Earl o_ut of th_e crowd and
harted into a corner made liarlk by shadow of
the flames.

He then uttered a shrill and startling

whistle—which brought Roach to his side.

The Blue Dwarf had heard the Earl rise '

and go forth, and had—ever on the watch.— .

safe at his
followed him.

He no longer considered him
lodgings—but determined to take him away.

“Westminster stairs ’ he whispered and

Roach who knew London well. at once darted

down a narrow lane towards the water, where

at all hours of the day and night boats could be

obtained.
Seeing three persons evidently bent on

escaping, a boat manned by a couple of menat

once made ready.
" Boat, sir 1"’
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"Yea, away to Greenwich," cried the Blue
Dwarf. “Quick and away—money is no ob
jec -7:

The men lost no time, helped their passen
gers in and pushed oif from the shore just as

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock, with
three rowdy followers came up, visible by the

light of the lanterns.
“ Quick! Quick! a boat."
There was only one other boat, and as the

Blue Dwarf d the two men he whispered,
putting four guineas in their hands. “ Four
guineas my honest fellows," he said, with a

hoarse chuckle, “delay our pursuers just four
minutes—and you will have earned your money."

The men grinned, and when Brian and his
party came up honestly earned their money by
the delay they interposed, dropping an oar here

and making a mistake there until Brian fairly
swore.

Presently, however, they were ready and fairly
started in pursuit, Brian with cocked pistol
and Robert with drawn sword urging them to

rapid pursuit.
Meanwhile the Earl and his party had

gained enough to be temporarily lost sight of in
the darkness.

It was a dark and stormy night.
The wind whirled and swirled as in agony.
The boatmen had at once seen that their

party was pursued by a more powerful one.
The lanterns and the altercation had revealed

this.
In a moment they looked from the party to

the shore, and again at the faces of the fugi
tives.

“ On l on !
"

shouted the Blue Dwarf, “on to
Greenwich."

And as he spoke the storm seemed to in
crease in violence.

The boatmen, though utter strangers to the

party, sympathised in what appeared 10 be their
imminent danger, and pulled vigorously.

The boat their pursuers had was now manned
by four oars, two of the bullies hired by Brian
being ex-watermen.

The Blue Dwarf looked back and saw that
they must be overtaken.

In fact their foes were gaining on them
rapidly. -

Meanwhile they were approaching London
Bridge, to shoot which in this weather was to
all appearance sheer madness.

The storm had arisen with a few minutes’
notice, and was fast culminating.

“Can it be done 7" asked the Blue Dwarf,
speaking under awe of the whirlwind.

" It must,” said the boatman whom he
addressed.

“ I'll steer. I've steered in worse storms,"
whispered the other.

As they put on a spurt and made for the arch,
atremendous blackness spread over all around
the thunder pealed forth, and amid the crash
ing of the hail and the bright glow of the
lightning, they darted through; a squall struck
them, and when the pursuing boat came
through they found that of their rivals keel
uppermost.

“ Hurrah l "
shouted Brian as they swept by.

It was impossible to check the impetus of the
boat for some lime.

Presently, however. when the watermen
turncd and were able to stem the tide. they met
the boat going down the river empty.

“ Gone at last,“ said Brian, “ and now my lads
land us anywhere below the bridge."

They did so, and in consequence of the storm
took beds at a small roadside inn.

Meanwhile what had happened.
As the Earl said when describing the scene :—
“I well remember, we rushed through the

dark and blackening water, our little craft more
than half filled, and then turned a turtle. In a
moment floundering in the water, in another
scrambling on to the bottom of the boat, which

we_reached in safety—all thank God being good
swimmers.

“Roll after roll of loud thunder broke over
our heads, while in the swift dashing rain that
seemed to hiss around us, every object was
hidden."

“ What's to be done now?" asked the Earl of
the Blue Dwarf.

“Float down with the tide to Greenwich,"
replied the waterman, “ but who will pay for
our boat?"

“Fear nothing," replied the Blue Dwarf,
“my friend will willingly pay for the boat
only land us safely."

“W'hat‘s this?” cried a hoarse voice—as a
boat came up.

“ That you Dumpy Dick T"
“Yes—my hearty," replied the first interIo~

cutor. “What cheer?”
“ Capsized--wilt take us ashore with our

passengers?" asked the boatman.
“Hold onl" continued the man, as he came

alongside in a large and seaworthy boat.
All scrambled in.
“ Are you going to the Dun Cow T" continued

Dumpy Dick, “rough and ready, but good stufi
and good beds.”

" All serene."
" There's some ten of our coves staying there

drunk," continued the boatman.
“ What's your vessel?"
“ The Rasper, outward bound with a rich

cargo for Calcutta.“
And all the while they made for the shore.

reaching which they ascended a narrow creek
some distance until they came to a large old
fashioned inn, whence lights streamed in all
directions.

They reached the steps, and at once were led
in, the man known as Dumpy Dick ushering
the guests into a small parlour.

This was a very old-fashioned inn, well known
to Londoners. lt had the credit of selling good
liquors, and being free as a rule from intruders.
It had on occasions been patronised by his
Sacred Majesty Charles the Second, as well as
that notorious character-Nell Gwynne.

As the party seated themselves, someone was
heard singing a celebrated ballad, in good Voice
and style.

“ Scholars?" smiled the Earl, as the man known
as Dumpy Dick came back.

“Yes, sir—the regular old Codgers," replied
the man with a smile; “ my men are rather ob
stinate, sir, will stay ; you can have good
supper. The house is an all-nighter--so you
may not sleep well."

“ No matter," said the Blue Dwarf, who still
kept his cloak over him.

“ This way,” added Dumpy Dick as he opened

' a side door leading into a low-roofed chamber.

| where there were three beds. “ When you have

supped—you can return here. The drawer
‘

comes.“
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Supper was ordered,good wine and oold_meat
Over this they sat conversing——that is the

Blue Dwarf and the Earl, Roach retiring.
After an hour they too went to bed.
They had been asleep an hour, when they

were awakened by noises.
They listened and found that they were next

to another sleeping room.
“ I'm not for the Injies.” said one, “ The

r is rich in ca.rgo—why not cop her in the
river? She can't sail until to-morrow night—
cause why?—no crew. Well—we‘ll drop down
to LiReach—and then our pals will come
on board andthe thing is done.”

“ Bather too near home.”
“ Quite tother," continued the rough-spoken

sailor. “ What’s the use of going out to Kal
cutter, when the trick is done easier in the
river—besides the cargo coming back is all silk
and tatter,while I heard the boss say cos of the
exchanges he should take out gold instead of
bills—tho' I don‘t know what Bill he means.

“ I've heard tell on it," remarked one of the
others.

“ Well you know L Reach—you see
we can make aground there, Bob Redgrave
and his gang will join us—snd the thing is
done,” continued the man, “ if they resist so
much the worse for them."

" You're a stunner you are, Bob Groves," cried
the other——so let us take another drink, dowse
the glim and slink.

“That's the ticket," cried Groves, and then
silence ensued.

“ A nice, pleasant cut-throat plot indeed." re
marked the Blue Dwarf, “ but it will keep.”

“ It will," replied the Earl, and then the two
relapsed into slumber.

CHAPTER XXXV

ON THE THAMES.
V At an early hour the Earl and the Blue
Dwarf havmg passed into the breakfast room
sent Roach out to order breakfast and inquire
if Dumpy Dick were in the house.

That worthy at once attended to the sum
mons. He had been drinking, but had
dipped his head in cold water under the pump
and rubbed himself dry with a towel.

_“ Be seated, my friend," said the Earl, “yon
did us a service last night—we believe we can
render you one in return. Hush, here comes
Roach and the drawer."

A substantial breakfast condstingof a round
of beef, bread, ale andfthe like was placed he

fore_themf-the earl ordered coffee, which in
consideration of the Old Codgers, a really jovial
society of educated men holding their meet
mgs there was good-—and Dumpy Dick at the
request of the Earl remained to breakfast.

When they were safe from intrusion. the
Earl signalled to the Blue Dwarf to begin.

u
“ D0 you know one Bob Groves 7" asked he.

Y_es—th_e chief ofvthe drunken crew we wait
for,’ replied Dumpy‘ Dick, quite astonished.‘ Well, would yon be surprisedto hear that
heand other~cut-throats thinking it too longto

wait to cut your throats at Calcutta,‘f went on
the Blue Dwarf, sarcastically, “intend to do
so to-morrow night, on L—- Reach, ofi the
Essex Coast." .

“ Bobstays and belaying pins,‘? cried Dumpy
Dick in a low tone, "how do you know l"

“ Have you ever heard of a landshark of the
name of Bob Redgrave?" asked the Blue
Dwarf.

" The King of the Thames wreckers !" gasped
Dumpy Dick--“ surely you are not-Z"

“ You are right-—I am not one of them, friend,"
said the Blue Dwarf, sarcastically; he enjoyed.
the other's bewildered astonishment, " but-—
I know them, yea, and what they weigh, even
to the utmost scrnple, scrambling, ontfacing,
fashion-mongering boys; that lie and cog, and
cheat. deprave, and slander."

"You forget," said the Earl, quietly, who
knew that when the Blue Dwarf got upon
Shakespeare he was apt to forget all sublunary
affairs-—“ our friend is waiting." -

The Blue Dwarf related how they had oven
heard the conversation already recorded.

"Gents," cried Dumpy Dick, rising rapidly,
“ you have repaid me tenfold ; wilt add to your
obligation by coming on board at night and
telling all this to the skipper ?"i

“With pleasure," said the Earl; “we have
nothing particular to do, besides, we have
reasons for remaining until late."

"Shiver my timbers! but you're the right
sort, sir,” cried Dumpy Dick, and having finished
his breakfast, retired.

He returned shortly after, saying that Bob
Groves and his companion were at breakfast
with Bob Redgrave, who had readily consented
to go on board at nine o’clock.

Yon. gentlemen, will come on board at eight 7"
asked Dumpy Dick.

“That will suit us, but keep our presence
dark.” said the Blue Dwarf.

“Dark as a Dutch oven," replied Dumpy
Dick. “This way, gentlemen,” and he led them
to another room, large, lighted, and with a bal

cony overlooking the stream that led to the
“ Dun Cow."

“ Let us have our bill," said the Earl, who
was ever supplied with a good store of that
metal

Which buys admittance! oft it cloth; yea, and maku
Diana's rangers false themselves.

Dumpy Dick had been from the room and re
turned with the landlord, a bull-headed, thick
sct fellow, with a rather good-humonred coun
tenance.

“Hearkee, Benson, these

private," said Dumpy Dick, “ and as they are
friends of mine, you will serve them here.”

" Any friends of Dumpy Dick," said the fat
and greasy landlord, " are welcome. You asked
for your bill," he added, with the recklessness
of a Boniface.

The Earl took it
,

and, casting his eye over it,
saw that it was three gnineas, he placed six in
the hands of Benson.

“ For the servants," he said.
The ruhicnnd Boniface flushed up to his

eves.'
“ You wish to see no one," he said.
“ We wish to be refused to all except yourself

and Dumpy Dick here," replied the Eai'L
“The Sergeant of the Tower shall not obtain

admission," said Benson.
And the happy landlord retired. . e

gents want to be

V
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The day passed in conversation. It was clear
both to the Blue Dwart and the young earl that
they would have all their work to do to foil
their unscrupulous antagonists.

When once our hero was of age, he could, by
cutting ofl the entail, render the machinations of
his foes utterly nnavailing. He could leave his
property by will to any one he thought proper.

" You should marry," observed his companion.
“But I am supposed to be dead," smiled

Shelton.
“That can be easily obviated,‘ replied the

dwarf, whose voice, when speaking to the young
man, lost all its harshness. “You can return
suddenly as from abroad, marry, and then start
on your honeymoon, which you can spend here,
there, and everywhere. I and others will be
always ready to guard you."

" I often wonder," mused Shelton, “how you
contrive to have so many agents, and yet you
never ask me for money."

“ Money l " cried the other, his eyes ablaze
with light. “I have much more of the drom
than ever I shall want. Of what use is it to
-mef To hoard 1 care not. For me no home
afiections. When I die—which, please heaven,
be soon—-all I have will be yours."

“ Hush l Talk not of dying," cried the young
man. "You, at least, know that I love you;
while all who know your noble heart esteem and
respect you."

"I thank you, boy," sighed the other. "I
believe, since we have strangely been brought
into conjunction, your affection has been my
sole solace."

“ You must have some motive greater than
your afiection and humanity in befriending me
as you have done? "

asked the young man, with
a curious glance at his companion.

“There is," replied the other, sadly; “ but I
eannot tell it now. Later on, you must know.
There are reasons why the secret should be
revealed to you ; but ask me nothing now."

Shelton sighed. The extraordinary being who
had saved him on so many occasions. who had
stood between him and death so often, had
strangely wound round his heart-strings.

But he respected his wishes, and was silent.
The day passed in maturing their plans. Shel

ton felt that probably, under the circumstances,
his friend's suggestion might be worth while
carrying out.

He had no doubt of Laura. But would Lord
Jermyn and Colonel Grant give their consent?

Doubtless if they thought it for the best they
would.

And so the time pamed until it was eight
o'clock.

Then Dumpy Dick, who had already been
on board the “ Rasper," came to announce that
the shi ’s boat awaited them.

In
'

ence they left, and, after rowing some
distance, reached the side of a tall ship.

Up this they clambered.
'

There was very little light, but suflicient t
enable them to follow their guide, the water
man.

He took them to the cabin, the Blue Dwarf
still wrapped in his cloak.

Roach remained on deck.
In the cabin was the burly captain and a slim

gentleman, dry in manner, keen in eye-—an un
mistakable Bow-street runner.

The earl took the proflered seat, the Blue
Dwarf keeping behind in the shade.

“ I wish," raid the earl, in his soft, clear, and
yet commanding voice, “ to make an important
statement.
ofloerl ”

“ I am," replied the other, politely. He saw
he had a superior person to deal with. “ My
name, Pooly. '

_ _" Indeed I " continued the other, with a smile.
“ Then I believe you know all about Lord
Mountjoye and his cousin Brian Seymour! "

h“
Yes,” said Pooly, with a red-hot flush on his

ce.
" I am the Earl of Elphick. Under ci ~

cumstances needless to explain—my boat semi}
upset on the river—I was taken to the Dun Cow.
I sought privacy, and that place was as good as

any other for me. Besides, I am young and
love adventure."

“ Yes, my lord."
He then detailed exactly the conversation he

had overheard.
"And now, if I can be ol any use," continued

the earl, “ I will remain."
“ I know not how to thank yon, my lord,"

said the sailor, heartily ; " the infernal piratical
crawl You can remain it you wish ; but we are
ready for them."

“ I wish_you would capture them in the act,"
urged the earl ; “I would much rather not give
evidence."

“ Certainly; we are ready for them. Keep
below unless we call."

And both oflicer and skipper went on deck.
There was nothing but an anchor watch there ;

but whoever had looked down into the state
cabin would have seen a strange sight.

Twenty Bow-street oflicers, fully armed, and
crowded into that small s ace.

But there was a tarpau "n over the skylight,
so that no one could see what the cabin con
tained.

“ Ship ahoy l" suddenly came out of the
darkness.

"What boat is that 7
"

" Bob Groves and crew coming on board."
“ Come on board then."
The heavy boat was thrown a rope to, and the

motley crew, some thirteen or fourteen men,‘
scrambled on board.

There was already a crew of ten men in the
ship—steady men to be depended on.

The new comers hastened to the forecastle
with their bags, the boxes being lett to be cast
into the hold.

As soon as they had finished this duty, the cry
went forth to “ lift anchor," while others were
ordered to make sail.

Bob Groves went to the wheel, while two of
his confederates stood at hand.

A good look-out was put in the bows, and then
the ship started on its voyage.

The captain, by name Morris, kept his eye
fixed on Bob Groves. The pilot stood close at
hand.

“ Mind your eye," the latter cried, " you will
run her into the Essex shore."

“ I know what I'm about," was the savage
answer. .

“ You don‘tl Starboardl" roared the pilot.
“ Are you drunk or mad T

"

At this moment a lantern was run up in the
larboard rigging, and at the same moment lights
wage seen on shore, lights that proved to be
torches held up by men.

At that moment Bob Grov gave the rudder

You are, I should presume, an _
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A TALE OF .LO.VE,. MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 83

a hard push to starboard, which sent it heeling asking after you. His only son is going to be
towards the Essex shore, all sails fluttering in married; he is going to kill the fatted calf, and.
the wind, seems in some inscrutable way to have thrown

“Scoundrel I "
roared the mate, and flew to ofl the trammels of avarice." .'

the tiller, . “ Indeed, I am glad to hear it," said Shelton,
“ Wake snakes and walk chalks 1" cried Bob who was looking fondly at Laura.

‘

Groves; “ overboard with them all." “He wants you to go down next month to the
And the whole of the mutinous crew flew at wedding," continued the colonel.

the captain, mate and pilot. They had pistols “ Well there’s time enough to think about that,"
and enthuses, answered the earl, and turned to speak with Lady

" Ware hawks," cried the ringing voice of Laura.
Pooly ; “ down on your marrow bones 1" . “ N0 whist to-night," said the colonel, in a hall

And several lights, lanterns, and other things comic and audible whisper.
flashing in their eyes, the mutineers saw the trap “ I will make one directly," the earl cried
they had fallen into. ~blushing.

They, however, made a desperate resistance, “ No-no, my boy," laughed the colonel ; “ you
hoping the smugglers would join them. But must have a great deal to say. Courtney"—this
these worthies had recognised the uniform of was Shelton‘s tutor—-“is down staira—he will
the Bow-street runners, and knew that the make a fourth ;" and without a word the colonel
better part of valour was discretion. and the others left the lovers together.

The contest was a brief one. In ten minutes Lady Laura rose as if to accompany them, but
the mutineers were secured, and, as we have Shelton gently but firmly held her back.
nothing more to do with them, we will simply " I have much to say to you, Laura,” he said,
mention that Bob Groves and another sntiered "before I speak to your father.”
at Execution Dock, while the others were Witha deep blush she resented herself, with-i
transported, out attempting to withdraw the hand he held‘

An hour after tho mutiny was quelled, the so firmly.
earl, his domestic, and the Blue Dwarf were He first in a few words recapitulatcd his
rowed to Greenwich, where they passed the position, explaining all he had to feat from
night, leaving in the early morning for parts Brian.
unknown, “ Now I am just twenty," he added, tenderly

and persuasively, “and can do nothing until I
am of age. During that year I must either run

CHAPTER KXXVL untold risks or fly the country."
ll ll

"E °°>'*"*'"“1°—“- " iri§;,i'hi1: Oshilstiivyefedsiiliniiiifgxiiespits himself7
_Slow and uncertain as was the post in those at her eagerness. “I am no coward," he added.

days, the colonel, Lord Jermyn and Laura were “ but the malignancy of my foes is such that I
kept pretty well au courant with all that was can have no rest—no peace. Do you compre
happening to the earl and his friend_ hend I Shall I go away alone 7 ”

They accordingly were, at a fixed hour Lady Laura stared at him wildly.
one evening, in the private apartments of “ What I mean is, darling, will you—with my
Elphick Castle, which were in the Beaufort guardian's consent and that of your father
Tower. marry me, and go away where we can live in

Tea was not very fashionable even in London safety until the year of peril and of danger is
in those days, but it had somehow found its way past 7

"

to Nishire, and the friends, including Laura's Laura blushed rosy red, bentgher head, and rc
ohaperon, Mrs. Elliston, a relative whom they fused to lift her face to his.
could trust, were partaking of the fragrant meal “ My darling l " he urged, in earnest and pas
and accessories, when a mysterious knock came sionate tones, “ you will not let me go alone-to
to the private door. live far away in obscurity—eating my heart out P

It was repeated twice. Say that you will not l"
Then the young earl, looking well and hearty, " But "—blushing rosy red-—“ what will they

entered. say? "
All rose eagerly to greet him. “ I will leave it to them. If they give their
He shook hands heartily with all, but his eyes consent, you will not refuse 1"

were for Laura, who greeted him more than She did not answer.
heartily, with that delicious blush and beaming “ You will not refuse to go with mef ”

he went
brightness of the eye which only characterise on, tenderly.
young love. “ No."

As soon as they were reseated, Shelton began And she was clasped in his arms.
telling some of his adventures. That night, when the women had all retired.

“Can nothing be done to crush this Brian along conference took place between Colonel
Seymour and his vile coadjutorl" asked Lord Grant, Lord Jermyn, the earl, and their adviser.
Jermyn. _ the Blue Dwarf. _

“ Nothing," said Shelton, sadly; “ without a Shelton told his story, and was listened to
fearful exposure, which I for one wish to avoid.“ with exemplary patience.

" True,” continued the colonel ; “ by the way, “ I don't like the look of it," said Lord _:
do you know anything of Raymond Seymour of Jermyn, who, much as he loved his daughter,
Castle Fairbnrn, Seaford-Caswell I" was an aristocrat to the backbone.

“They are very distant relatives, and come “ It looks so sudden and strange,"rema.rked
into heirship next after Brian Seymour ;" replied the colonel ; “anything clandestine is so

Shelton ; “ the old man is reputed fabulously rich opposed to the tenets of the Seymour family."
and to be a grasping miser,” “ Clandestine, my dear sir? " cried Shelton.

"Well I had, a letter from him only yesterday, warmly ; “certainly not. I wish my return to
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84 THE BLUE DWARF;

be heralded u
marriage to be as public and as grand as pos
sible. Then we can start for our honeymoon—
and. where spend it more consistently than at
Castle Fairburn l It can be said "—with a laugh
—-“ the happy couple started for the north to

spend their honeymoon."
Well, the discussion was long and warm, and

ended, like most such discussions, by a com

promise.
f‘.Well,". said Lord Jermyn, “let us leave the

matter until the morning. Laura shall decide."
A rather amused smile fluttered over Shel

ton’s handsome face, which the two elder men
were not slow to catch.

" Oh I " said the colonel.
“ If she is in the conspiracy," drily remarked

my lord, “ we may as well resign."
“ You have done well," said the grave, earnest

voice of the Blue Dwarf. "If you could dive
into the malignancy of Brian and his friend
if you knew to what depth of crime they would

gescend
to compass the death of Shelton

are in
“I know there are rave sus icions 'nst

Brian, but no proof."
8 P ‘gn

“ Colonel," replied the other, gravely, “ charge
Brian Seymour with the murder of Arthur Lord
Mountjoye, and I will produce two witnesses
who saw Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock
leave the Poachers‘ Oak Copse the night of the
murder."

" Great heaven l ”
gasped the colonel.

“ I was one, and old mother was the other l "

cried the other in his harshest accents. “But
who would believe age and deformity l Has he
not sent emiasaries again and again to murder
Shelton? Has he not immured him in amad
house? Did he not fire Clarence House, where
Lord Mountjoye was taken, when, trom a blow on
the head, he lay unconscious of his own existence ;
when he, from this cruel outrage, committed I
believe by the madhouse keeper, forgot his own
camel "

“No more of that,” cried Shelton, with a
shudder of horror, not unmixed with a blush.

He did not want the episode of Lady Clarence
to be even hinted at.

" Well, well," said the colonel, rising,
“ everybody is in bed. Let us have a bottle of
wine together."

All, agreed, the Blue Dwarf wrapping his

21$
around him, and pulling the hood over his

A quiet half hour passed away, and then all
retired, Lord Mountjoye to his secret bedroom,
where the Blue Dwarf slept on a mat by the
door.

The next morning it was announced to the

astonished domestics that Shelton Lord Mount
yoye had arrived during the night from a foreign
yourney, and would resume his position as
master of the house.

The news spread like wildfire.
All who were anybody in the county called,

and then the astounding intelligence spread that
Lord Mountjoye, Earl of Elphick, had returned
to be married to Lady Laura Jermyn.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
IN LONDON.

The usurers of London, and Jews generally,
began to believe that some mean and paltry

pon the housetops; I wish the trick was being played upon Brian Seymour as
to his cousin.

If he were really alive, why did he not appear
and prove that he was still in the flesh’! Even
Knyvett breathed more freely.

'

Brian, once Baron Mountjoye and Earl of
Elphick, could not refuse to pay his debts.

Brian had wrested the deed from him by a

bold and audacious act, it is true. Little did
Knyvett guess that one more keen and subtle
than himself had obtained possession of that
important document, upon which he had lent so
much money.

The other money-lenders began to see daylight
as to their claims, and to hope for the best.

The refusal of the trustees to own to the death
of Shelton Lord Mountjoye seemed to them very
s icious.

'1 e statement that there was a nearer
claimant than Brian in case of the earl’s death
they laughed to scorn.

These men all knew their peerage too well.
Had Lord Granville Mountjoye left a son, he

would have succeeded before Shelton.
But the ship in which Lady Granville Mount

joye, Countess of Elphick, had started for home,

had perished with all hands.
If it had not, and Lady Granville Mcuntjoye

had started home, what earthly motive could
she have had for concealing herself?

Only a son could have any claim to put in.
This contingency was therefore wholly put on

one side.
One evening, shortly after the supposed fatal

tragedy below London Bridge, of which, of
course, neither Brian nor Robert boasted, on the
strength of the sup death of the earl, Brian
borrowed a hund guineas, and with this gave
a

party
to his intimates.

e need not describe the kind of orgie that
ensued. The guests were gamblers and their
female associates.

The fun was fast and furious.
It lasted all night.
At length the hour of breakfast came, which

weeded out a good many who hsdother arrange
ments.

The breakfast was most luxurious, with wine
and every luxury galore, and was about half
through.

A lady was singing, when the door was cast

open, and in came Andrew Knyvett, his hands
clenched, his eyeballs turned upwards, his face
red with fury.

“ Liar, thief, scoundrel l" he gasped, in a

iie_rc¢le,”croaking,
angry voice; “cheat and vil

ain
" What means this insolence 7" asked Brian

Seymour, rising with a stern countenance, but
with very considerable alarm in his heart.

“ The young earl is alive and kicking, and is
going to marry the only daughter of my Lord
Jermyn l" he yelled. “ I believe yon and he are
concerned together in the fraud; that he con
cealed himself that you might rob us all."

“ Sit down and hold your tongue," cried Brian,
who was shaking with terror, “ or I will send
for an otlicer. At all events, I don't owe you
any money."

" Not owe me any money I "
gasped the frantic

usurer, who having had a paragraph pointed out
to him in one of the papers circulated in the

coflee-houses of those days, had rushed round to

Drury-lane in a wild and savage state of mind;
“ you owe me sixteen thousand pounds I

"
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.
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86 rus BLUE DWARF;

“Where’s your bond?" coolly asked Brian,
who, despite his own abject terror and alarm,
took a delight in torturing the other.

“ You stole it
,

thief l" shrieked theother; “ you
robbed me of it I"

“Hr. Knyvett, have you not said enoughl
Once for all, will you be silent, or leave my
house in the custody of a Bow-street officerf
James, go fetch a constable."

The servant bowed and went to the door,
which, as he did so, was burst open, and in came
a chorus to Mr. Knyvstt of three Jews-money
lenders.
'“Mine Gottl" began the first, “Mister Le
Brian, you ‘ave to piggest thief in do whole of
London l" ‘

i “ Himmel," screamed Jonas Levy, “in te
whole vurld. Gif me my money

”

“ Mr; Brian,” said a third Jew, humbly, "I
lend you money—much moneys—you vill not
rob me—you are too much of a chentleman."
‘~ “What in the name of the infernal regions

does this maniacal display meant Go, James—
hrlng half-a-dozen constables. I will lock these
wretched lunatics up."

And he slipped five guineas into his servant's
hand.

“ One for you."
But the Hebrews were in such a rage, so wild

with having been, as they thought, so cunningly
defeated, that they would not tone down.

Now they threatened, new they entreated,
and then foamed at the mouth and stormed.

But when the constables arrived their fury
sensibly abated.

'

“I am very sorry," said Brian Seymour to the
oficer, "to have to send for you, but I have been
grossly insulted in my own house. I do not
‘wish' to be harsh, but I request you to remove
these ns."

By this time the money-lenders had arrived at
the conclusion that they had made a mistake,
and a brief whis conference took place.

Knyvett was hastily appointed as spokes
man. -L . -

" I am afraid, Mr. Seymour," he said, “that in
a moment of very natural-passion and indigna
tion we have behaved unwisely; we tender our
sincere apology." '

The three others joined in chorus.
They had no wish to be mixed up in police

cases or be taken before the magistrate at Bow
street.

Brian Seymour condesesnded to accept their
apologies, and the burly oificers retired.

"Be seated, gentlemen all," then said the
master of the house, courteously. “ All may
not -be lost. There's many a slip between the
cupand the lip. If those vile conspirators think

I am going to be fooled by a boy and two olo.
men—they are mistaken."

All re-seated themselves, the money-lenders
even joining in the festivities.

Like a celebrated character in Bohemian
, London life, “they never threw a chance away"
when a meal was to be had

When the guests had departed, and Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock were alone, then
both threw ofi the mask.

" What's to be done? "
asked the mean rutfian,

disconsolately.
“I don't see.” said Brian, in a savage tone.

" There appears no outlet. Without money,
nothing can be done."

Robert Woodstock was silent for s moment.

gratis.

.in the house, and, reaching

“ Have you seen your aunts at Chelsea lately l "
he then asked, with a sinister glance.

“No," replied Brian, turning pale.
“Those diamonds, jewels and precious stones

would save us just now," continued Robert, in a
significant tone.

“ I have not been near them lately," remarked
Brian, in a hesitating tone.

“They are always‘ forgiving and glad to see
you," Robert urged.

“ True; I will go up and spend the evening,”
said Brian, resolutely. “ Can you be in the
garden at twelve 7 ”

“ I will be there," was the answer.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
ran om) nous}: AT cnsnsna.

Everybody in London knows Chelsea, but not
the Chelsea of a hundred years ago, of Don

iSial‘t;!rs,
of old picturesque houses and open

e .
At the time of which we speak. it was much

more rural than it is now.
Not far from the banks of the river was a

small but ancient mansion, known as Crawford
House.

It was surrounded by rather wide and beauti
ful grounds

That night Brian Seymour, having
from a hackney coach, stood before the iron
gates, which were some ten yards from the
house. _

He pulled the bell twice, and had not done
so many minutes when an old woman appeared
with a lantern in her hand.

“ Who is there?" she said, in a tremulous
voice, peering out by the wavering light of the
lantern.

“ Brian Seymour—to see his aunts,” was the
peremptory reply.

The old woman made some incoherent reply
about the lateness of the hour. Then she placed
the lantern on the ground, fitted a key to the
lock of the heavy gate, swung it open, and bade
him enter.

He did so, and bade the woman lead him at
once to the house. ,

" You can shut the gate afterwards."
She slowly and grudgingly obeyed ; and having

ushered him to the door, returned and locked the
gate.

But too late l

While she had been absent from her post, a
man had slipped in and concealed himself in
the grounds.

Brian knew the way well when once he was
the door of the

parlour, opened it, and found himself in the pre
sence of the two old maids—Ada and Ellen
Seymour.

Miss Seymour was a grave woman, with a sad
face, who had a cloud on her life, as anyone
might see by the shadow that ever rested on her

countenance. Still she was kind and good
hearted, as was her younger sister, Ellen.

They were fond of Brian, but were sufliciently
old-fashioned to think that he ought to live on
his income.

Still, they did not refuse to aid him occasion
ally with a few pounds.

“ You will have all when we die," the elder
would say; " and must wait. You will not
have to wait very long."

alighted
‘
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 87

And he would protest that he hoped they
would live long--very long-—to enjoy the good
things of this life.

And the good old souls believed him, for Brian
wasa good actor, and the perfection of a plausible
I118!!

Naturally. when they saw him enter, they
exchanged glances.

To both came the same conclusicn—he had
come for money.

But he rapidly undeceived them.
" I had not seen you for so long," he said, after

the first greeting, “that being about to leave
town, I thought I would run down and pay you
a farewell visit."

And he seated himself.
Dame Perkins now returned. Though old,

she was active, clever and faithful.
With a gardener, a sturdy yout h of eighteen,

she foru ei their sole domesticity.
“Jane,” said Miss Seymour, ‘ let us have a

goodly supper in honour of our nephew. Let
John kill acouple of fowls, and bring up our
best port."
“I am sorry to trouble you, aunt; but as my

absence is not dependent on myself, but on
circumstances over which I have no control, I
may be absent some time," he said.

“ We are always very glad to see you," said
the precise old lady. “ Is there any news of our
kinsmnn, the Earl of Elphick T "

Like a good many other old ladies connected
with the aristocracy, they always called their
noble relative their kinsman.

“ It is rumoured that after a mysterious ab
sence of some months, which no one explains or
attempts to explain, he has suddenly reap
peared, and is about to marry Lady Laura,
daughter of Lord Jcrmyn," said Brian, tartly.

“ How nice l ” replied Miss Seymour, who did
not notice the other's tone.

“ N nt for me. For two months I have thought
myself Earl of Elphiclr, and now my hopes are
dashed to the ground," continued Brian. “ The
object of my journey is to discover whether or
not this man is an impostor."“ Brian l "

“ Aunt, the whole thing is mysterious in the
extreme. The reasons for his pretended death
never have been given, any more than his
perhaps pretended resuscitation," replied Brian.“ Very mysterious."

“ Of course I have a perfect right to look after
my own interests," continued Brian. " lf, how
ever, I find all is right, of course I shall
submit."

Then, as usual, they sat down to play back
gammon until supper was ready.

It was quite a sumptuous meal to the old
lrdies ; even to Brian it was welcome. Good
wine and excellen tly-cooked poultry can never
be amiss.

After supper the trio chatted until eleven,
when Jane, according to invariable custom.
brought in the silver candlesticks and negns and
toast.

Brian rose, and having
cordial good night, retired.Jane at once attended him with the lantern,
and saw him safely ofi.

She then carefully locked the gate.

Brian Seymour walked slowly away, and then
halting, waited.

Not for long.
He saw the lights appear in the large first

wished his aunts a

floor bedroom, and then knew it was time to
return.

He strolled slowly back. not to the gate, but
where there was a wall instead of iron railings.

He whistled.
A head peered over.
" Is that you, Brian! "

said a low, hushed, but
well-known voice.

“ Yes."
No answer came, but soon a ladder was let

down, and Brian quickly ascended.
The ladder was then drawn up, and the two

men found themselves in the garden.
A wh' conference followed, and then

Robert led Brian to an outhouse, where he
opened a dark ls ntern and showed the contents
of a bundle he had brought.

There were masks, a couple of wrap-rascals,
two pairs of pistols, and two hideous-looking
knives

“ What are they for! " raked Brian Seymour,
with a shudder.

“The treasure is in their bedroom 3
"

marked Robert Woodstock, drily.
(‘ Yul!
“ If they wake up, we must have the means

of frightening them," continued the heartless
rnflian.

" True."
house.

While walking up and down the room after
supper Brian hadcontrived to leave the window
slightly open. ~

To enter the parlour was a matter of perfect
ease.

The supper had been cleared 'away, but the
remains of the wine was on the sideboard, with
a spirit-stand.

Robert Woodstock filled a glass of brandy.
“Bewarel" said Brian; “ do not drink too

much."
“No fear," replied the other; “ my head is

harder than yours."
Having drained the fiery spirit, Robert opened

the door and listened.
Not a sound was to be heard.
" Lead the way," he whispered.
The stairs were heavily carpeted, and their

steps made no sound. They had removed their
boots and left them in the parlour.

The bedroom where the poor old ladies slept
was reached.

Brian listened.
All was still and silent as death. The door

was not fastened, they having no fear, and their
aged domestic being used to come in early with
some refreshment.

He turned the handle, and the door opened
noiselessly.

There was a silver radiance in the room, from
a lamp suspended in a corner.

Again these cruel midnight marauders lis
tened.

They could hear nothing but the soft breath
ing of the women.

Brian knew the jewel casket well, as he did
the desk which contained their joint will and
their title deeds.

" Keep guard," whispered Brian, and ap
proached the jewel box.

It was too heavy to carry away.
But Robert had brought all the necessary

tools, and Brian at once proceeded to force the
lock.

It yielded, and, opening it
,

Brian proceeded

I8

And they proceeded towards the
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88 THE BLUE DWAl‘~l*';

to empty the contents of the heavy casket into
the sack.

Necklaces, bracelets, and all kinds of jewellery
ever worn by ladies of fashion were thrown into
the handy receptacle. ‘

“ Thievesl murdsrl thievesl" suddenly shrieked
one of the women, sitting up inbedr

“ Let us flit," hissed Robert.
Again the shrieks arose.
“Silence, foolsl and no harm willbe done,"

said one burglar.
“ Brian l "

gasped his aunt, and fell back faint
ing in her sister's arms.

The scene which followed isalmost too hor
rlble to describe.

'

Knowing themselves recognised, the two men
became pitiless.- There was no mercy in their
souls.

The details were too horrible to be given.
Sufllce to say that inafew moments the two
poor women lay dead side by side, with their
throats cut.

Then the two men, ghastly, shivering with
terror, yet systematic in their conduct, packed
up their plunder—diamonds, jewels, gold and
notes—into as small a parcel as possible and left
the house. ‘

Brian knew their habits well.
In the hall was the key of the garden gate,

of which Brian at once possessed himself.
In a few minutes, they had resumed their
per garb. Brian then went down the garden,

made a bundle of their disguises, puts heavy
stone in the midst, and dropped it into an ‘old
and deep well.

They then left, throwing the key back into the
garden. . '

Brian knew the neighbourhood well. There
was a public at no great distance, much fre
quented by revellers, and known as the Grotto.
Suppers, with actresses and the like, gambling
parties, went on until late. Near this were
always to befound hsckney coaches.

Brian put Robert into oue—he took the parcel
with him—and then going up to the house,
called for a glass of brandy.

A man stood at the door lounging. There
always are loungers and loaf :rs round such
publichonses, and he, for a consideration, indi
cated the driver of that particular vehicle.

" Engaged I " asked Brian.
“ No, sir," replied the other, hurriedly-finish

ing his refreshment.
Brian sauntcred away, and entered the vehicle.
" St. Clement Danes, Strand," he said, and

the jarvie, one of the old style, with many
capes, and two broken-winded hacks, started ofi
the usual jog~trot pace.

They reached the Strand—Robert Woodstock
had slipped out unperceived—-about two, and
then Brian, paying fairly but not lavishly,
walked away.

'

He had a latch-‘key, and both reached his
rooms unperceived.

A hearty supper awaited them.
The parcel was locked up in a box, and then

these two cold-blooded ruliians sat down to their
meal without remorse or hesitation.

The newspapers of the period were rather slow
in disseminating news ; but ere two days the news
of the horrid murder spread like wildfire.

The boy servant, sent by Jane, reached
Brian's place about two of the day after the
murder.

Thoroughly prepared for the news, he wasable

to play his part with great succem. Horror and
disbelief were alternately expressed upon his
countenance.

" Have oflicers been sent for 7" he asked.
“ Yes, sir—they are there now. Nothing will

be touched until you come.”

Erialu fiiastily
summoned his supposed wife,

wo ooed keenlyathim asheexlained
where he was going.

I P

That woman had no belief in Brian Seymour.
That feeling had long departed, and she knew
him capable of any crime to forward his own
interests.

Still the thought was only fugitive, and if Brian
suspected any thing of her fancy he made no
sign.

He sent for a better class of carriage than he
hadnsed the night before, and drove rapidly down
to Chelsea.

The house was not far from Cremorne, resi
dence of the earl of that name, and was reached
in half the time occupied by the lumbering
old hackney coach.

The gate was already open, and the door
followed suit the moment the carriage was seen
to stop.

Brian hurried into the parlour, where two
constables and a Bow-street runner awaited him.
He was nally known to them, as his nocturnal
rambles in the neighbourhood of Drury Lane
were pretty frequent.

“ This is a dreadful afiair, Mr. Seymour," said
Morris the Bow-street runner.

“ It 'is," replied Seymour, in an agitated tone ;
“ have you any idea how the rudians got in 2

"

th
“ The

bag: pprlourgingow nae lopee(ii1—7€.ho\;3glteservan eoares e erse cos 1. u

these burglars are so cunning. They may have'

d

'

hi l bl' h ."
"°-°-“1."‘;‘..,5"Zi.‘.’I.,§‘.§.Z..‘§.§'35‘..i°.%i 3.132.

“ The jewel case is empty," answered Morris ;
“ was there much in it 7"

“ I believe it contained most valuable diamonds
and other jewels," said Brian. _“ My aunts were
much attached to the family he1rlooms—th_ough
of

‘I
ra

te

not
going much mto society. I W111go

up irs.
Inspector Morris led the way.
The room was darkened. Though by the

doctor’s orders the room had been sprinkled with
ammoniacal scents, the subtle smell of blood was
still there.

Brian Seymour turned pale with emotion and
horror.

His eyes glanced wildly towards the_b_ed.

"a
lt

‘l
e
t:

etlhem Yell angtin
high spirits," he

ur a even as mg

g

So the servant told me," continued Morris ;

“ I don’t think it is necessary for you to see

them."
“ I must be a man, Morris," was his response;

and then, calling to his aid his nervc—-and he

plpssteaed e
a (€0l1BlCE181A8blB:l£)Ckh—-hf

went up to

t e an urne own es ee
There was nothing horrible to be seen. _ The

old woman and a hired nurse had accomplished
the usual rites, and all he saw win two white,

n faces.
wefhat in his inmost soul this man of blood and
rapine felt some qualm of conscience, may be

inferred. These two worthy old people had been

kind to him in their way, and really loved him.

He had never intended killing them : but the

unfortunate discovery they had made had reu
dered the fearful tragedy almost a necessity.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 89

He turned away.
The cabinet which had contained the jewellery

was empty. It had been forced open.
“ Have you found any keys? "

asked Brian
Seymour of the oflicer.

“ Yes, sir ;" and he handed the bunch up.
" Perhaps we may find some list of the valu

ables," continued Brian, as he opened the desk.
But nothing was found except the will of the

old ladies, tied with red tape and sealed with

ltwo
big seals, and a few packets of moth-eaten

etters.
'

No clue to jewels or Bank of England notes.
“ You will take care of the will, Morris, until

Mr. Warringtou comes. I will call on him as I
go back. You will remain here at presentl"

“ Until after the inquest."

“lflas
the coroner been warned! "

was his
rep y.

" It's the first thing we do. I will let you
know, Mr. Seymour, when the day and hour is
fixed.“

“Thank you; I will go now. May I have a
nip of brandy," he added, as he motioned the
oflicer to follow. “ I am not a man to be easily
upset, but the sight has sickened me."

They went down. The case bottle was on the
sideboard.

Brian poured himself out half a tumbler, and
then bade the men help themselves, which they
readily did.

“ You have my address‘? " asked Brian, when
he was ready to leave.

“ Yes, sir."
And he went away.

CHAPTER XXXTX.
was as-csivsn.

That very night, Brian Seymour, in a care
fully prepared disguise, left his residence in
Drury-lane, with the valuables in a carpet bag.

During his strangely-varied existence he had

pecome
acquainted with many strange phases in

ife.
There were events in his existence which no

one suspected, events which had brought him
into contact with strange bed-fellows.

When he had gained Fleet-street, he took a
hackney coach, and drove to the Miuorics.

There he discharged his vehicle, and turned into
one of the lanes in the neighbourhood, nor
stopped until he reachedan old clothes shop, kept
by a venerable Jew.

"What can I do for you, sir 7" asked the man,
in a humble, subservient tone.

“ Well, Ikey, my noble," replied the other,
speaking in the slang way peculiar to the times,
“don't you know me f"

“ Mhister Pryan—’tis good for sore eyes to see
you—mind te shop, Josh ; " and he led the way
along a dark passage to a small cosy room at
the back, comfortably if plainly furnished.

“Be sheated," went on Ikey ; "I haf not seen
you for ages—anything to sell f

“
" Yes—tbat is if you will give a good solid

price," was the answer, “ or I must see Solomons."
" Show me," was the rather eager reply.
Brian opened his box and slowly put the con

tents on the table.
The Jew's eyes sparkled with greedy avidity.

It was indeed a treasure.
He examined them carefully, and never spoke

until they had passed through his hands.

" Vat you ranch f“ he then asked, in as calm a
tone as he could assume.

“ Five thousand guineas-not one penny less."
“Aprahsm ant Isaac I" cried the Jew ; “ does

you vant to ruin mef Three thousand is more
than dey is vort.”

“ Well, my noble, you are not going to have
them for that ;" and he began to replace the
valuables in the bag.

"Vat a man you are Mr. Pryan ; you are in
such a hu . Let us talk do bisness over."

“ Why waste time 1" said Brian ; “ take it or
leave it. They are well worth ten thousand, and
only that I am pressed for time and want to go
in the country, I would get that sum."

Well—it is not worth while recording all that
passed. After a lot of wrangling Brian allowed
them to go for four thousand five hundred
guineas, the Jew making an enormous profit.

“ And now, my noble Ikey,” said Brian,
buttoning up his coat, “ send those interesting
gew gaws out of the country as soon as possible."

"Yeah I Yesh"—and turning to a cupboard,
Ikey Laurence produced a bottle of wine, than
which no man could have wished to taste
better.

At home this poverty-stricken looking man
lived in comparative splendour, brought up his
children in style, and was admitted into very
good parvenue society.

The bottle finished, the Jew taking his full
share, they returned to the shop, and Brian left
the place.

He walked until he got into the more respect
able parts of the City, and drove home.

When,'next day, the Jew heard of the murder,
he was certainly horrified; but it was no busi
ness of his. V

And the valuables were at once sent ofl to
Holland, where they could be disposed of with
perfect safety.

Brian acted with great circumspection.
When he got home, he had an interview with

Robert Woodstock, to whom he gave one thou
sand guineas, earnestly begging him to be very
cautious how he spent it.

“Let the panic go over,” he said, “and as I
am sure all these savings, a goodly lump, will
come to me, I can then make a show."

" All right,” responded Woodstock ; “ but what
art going to do to-night 7

"
“ I thought of putting fifty guineas in my

pocket and going to the Mohawk," was the reply.
“ But I must give Mrs. Seymour a few guineas."

They joined her in the sitting-room, where

they found her in company with a lady friend.
“ Excuse me, Mrs. Turner; I wish one word

with Mrs. Seymour," said~Brian, blandly.
“ Certainly, Mr. Seymour."
And he took Mrs. Seymour on one side.
“ I am going out with Robert," he said ; “ but

I thought perhaps twenty guineas might be

useful."
"There are a lot of small bills owing," she

remarked, rather ungraciously.
“They will be paid after the funeral," was his

reply. “ I shall then be flush of money, and take

you somewhere for a trip."
The lady smiled graciously now, and Brian

and Woodstbck went out.
The Mohawk Club was the headquarters of

the rowdy gang who so often made night
hideous by their brawls; who insulted women,
beat the watch, and when respectable people

l objected to their pranks, pinked them.
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90 THE BLUE DWARF;

These were the merry bloods of the day, who
by dint of rank and money were able to do
deeds that even the present rowdy young gen
tlemen of England would not venture on.

They are bad enough now, and by the con
nivance of the police e to make a pande
monium of the West-end and their favourite
haunts of the midnight; but the rascality and
blackguardism of those days were something of
which we have no conception.

The club was tolerably limited in number, but
the qualifications were peculiar.

A man had to prove himself lost to all sense
of decency before he could be elected.

Dice, cards, and all such games as created
ferocious excitement were prevalent.

Games of skill and chance are well enough
amusement in their way ; but when once a man
gets fanatical on a game, and plays with the
recklessness of a gambler, there is little hope for
him in this world. .

Brian and Robert were frenzied gamblers
both; but on the present occasion they were
compelled to restrain themselves.

They played coolly.
Brian Seymour was so well known as some

times being flush, and at other times impecnnious
comparatively, that his being cautious excited no
surprise.

Playing carefully, they retired winners, and,
declining to join in a night orgie, went home.

Next day was the inquest.
Brian went alone, after agreeing to meet thel

solicitors there.
The inquest was held in the large, old draw

ing room, so seldom used, and was not of long
duration.

After viewing the body, the evidence was
heard.

That of the servant was brief and straightfor
ward. She told exactly what she knew, and that
was very little.

Then Brian was called. It was brief and to
the purpose.

He described exactly what had happened up
to eleven o’clock, when he retired, that even
being a late hour for his aunts.

He was not even cross-examined.
The officers then gave their evidence, perfectly

straightforward, by explaining the circumstances
of the burglary.

They had no clue; but a full description had
been given of the jewels and circulated every
where.

They could not be sold in England if they
were presented.

And so the inquest ended.
The verdict was wilful murder against some

person or persons unknown.
The coroner gave an order for the burial,

which was fixed for the following Monday.
No one went to the funeral except Brian

Seymour and Mr. Worthington.
They had, by retiring into the position of

hermits, lost all connection with the outer
world.

The wills were read ; or rather the joint will
was read.

The sum of a little over twenty thousand
pounds in the fundswas left to their dearly
beloved nephew, Brian Seymour.

The man was silent for a few minutes, and
then he addressed the solicitor, and bade him
pay otf the two servants.

“ And the house I
”

asked Mr. Worthington.

“If you can. let it; the servants can remain in
charge," said Brian. " My aunts have left Mrs.
Perkins a very fair legacy, but she can stop
here as long as she likes."

Mr. Worthington bowed. He thought all
this appeared very fair and square, and said so.

Then Brian, who was in deep mourning, drove
away and went home.

He at once intimated to the supposed Mrs.
Seymour that he must go down to Eiphick
Castle, and see what truth there was in the re
surrection of the young earl, and his sudden and
unexpected marriage.

“ You can get everything ready," he con
tinued, handing her a cheque for two hundred
guineas.

" Don't present it until to-morrow afternoon,”
he said, “as I shall not pay the money in until
twelve o'clock."

And that he did.
In the evening he and Bobert Woodstock took

the coach for the North, getting out at an inn
three miles from Beaufort Towers, where they
were well known.

The news stunned Brian Seymour.
The young people had been married that

morning, and had gone ofi for their honeymoon,
nobody knew where.

Brian Seymour was frantic. He had been out

done.
He was one of those men who are never satis

fied. Had he inherited the wealth of the Indies,
he would, like the horseleech‘s daughters, have
hankered for more.

His passion knew no bounds, and even his
friend, Robert Woodstock, was half afraid of
him.

After a stormy evening, however, he retired to
rest, and in the morning was a littleless frantic.

“ I shall go and pay cousin a visit," he said ;

“perhaps we might do such a stroke of business
down there as would set us up for life."

Robert Woodstock agreed. As long as all his
expenses were paid, and he lived like a fighting
cock, he did not care what muddy water he got
mixed in. v

He went down to Fairburn Castle.
The first news that awaited them there was

that the son was married, while the squire
had returned to the life of an ordinary country
gentleman, and sent all his treasure for safe cus
tody to the Bank of England.

Brian, furious at these successive defeats, felt
his heart almost fail him.

After all, much as he loved money, he loved
rank and position more.

His great defeat was his failure to get rid of
his rival, the Earl of Elphiclr.

Did he live to make a will and a settlement.
all hope of his ever reaching the House of Lords
was over. r

Or, if he did, it would be with a barren and

empty title, that would be very far from making
him an honoured legislator.

What was to be done?
Brian thought he would temporisc, and wait

a day or two.
They had taken up their quarters at a road

side inn, near a green, where there was a cross

road.
The two were seated after breakfast, smoking

—the fashion had just become fast and furious—
and drinking their eternal sips of brandy and
water, when they heard the sound of many

; horses‘ hoofs.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME 9a

Brian looked out, and turned green with rage.
It was a cavalcade ot noblemen and lovely

There was Colonel Montllme, Lordwomen.
Jermyn, the Squire, his son, the Earl of Elphick,
Laura, and the wife of the squire's son, with other
ladies belonging to the county.

Brian retreated appalled.
They were altogether happy and contented,

while he was left out in the cold.
That night he went back to London, feeling

more like a whipped cur than he ever had in his
life.

He had been utterly defeated, laughed to
scorn, and the woman he loved taken from him
by another.

But he would be revenged.
If there was one thing that Brian Seymour

gas snore
capable of than another, it was

atre .

CHAPTER XL.
mcx runrm ro ran sons.

About seven miles from Elphick Castle, was
an old ruin, belonging to the family, around
which there was a small portion of land.

About one hundred yards from the ruin was
the king’s highway, along which an occasional
waggon or cart passed.

Once a day, in the evening, the N— stage
passed, generally with great rapidity, as the
place, being solitary, highwaymen were apt to
take advantage of the spot to attack the pas
sengers.

The Tower of Mountjoye had, in its day been
a iortalice, but what. the passer-by now saw was
not the living tower, but the dead one, the
cracked, battered, seamed, and dismantled
tower.

An edifice in ruins is as much a ghost of the
past as a spectre is of a man.

eye than it presented.
What was otfered to the eye of the traveller

was a lofty circular tower, standing alone at the
comer of the wood like a criminal. The tower,
placed on a flat rock, was so hard-lookin and
solid, that it resembled a hit of Roman arc itec
ture, and the frowning mass gave an idea of
strength even amidst its ruin.

There was a sharp, steep ascent to reach the
entrance, and this ascent had been rendered so
rugged and difficult, that few cared to venture
up.

On entering it
,

you found yourself in the
tower, which was quite empty, and looked like
the inside of a huge stone trumpet set upright in
the ground.

There were no ceilings nor partitions the whole
way up; there were the empty spaces from
which the arches and fire-places had been torn
away, and at diflerent heights stone brackets
and transverse beams showed the spots where
the floors of the different stories had been.
These beams were covered with dirt.

The walls were fifteen feet thick at the base
and twelve at the top; here and there were
holes and apertures where doors had formerly
existed, and through which dim glimpses of
staircases in the thickness of the wall could
be seen.

The traveller passing by there in the evening
could hear the hooting of the forest owl.
Beneath his feet were brambles and reptiles, and
above his head, through a black circle which,

No more melancholy vision could strike the I light} 5i1'imB° 58

'

of the elements, wrapped

looked like the mouth of some gigantic well, a

glimpse could be caught of the stars.
Beside the tower was another ruin with a

sloping roof, and huge wooden gutters that
served to carry ofi the water.

This had been done with intention. The outer
walls of the castle-what remained of them
indicated a large circuit. Within this circle there
were no apparent means of obtaining water.

But below this sloping root was a large
square tank—a reservoir—which was supplied
from the wooden gutters. It stood about ten
feet from the ground, supported on stone pillars.

During a siege, the garrison would be solely
dependent on this for their water supply.

Strangely enough, though slightly shaken, it

had remained intact, though it was inclined to
be a little shaky in one corner.

On that night the sky was black, the rolling
thunder clouds sped across the heavens with
ominous rapidity.

Then came a fearful flash of lightning, fol
lowed by a bursting clap that seemed to rend.
the heavens asunder.

To a certain extent it did so.
For there came a downpour such as had not

been seen for many a long day in England,
where, however, we generally have enough and
to spare of the watery element.

The neighbouring wood (it was a forest at the
time of which we speak) was composed of oak,
birch trees, and beeches. There were hardly
any paths, and when by chance any person
struck upon one, it speedily disappeared in the
brush-wood. The hollies, sloe trees, ferns, and
brambles rendered it impossible to see a man at
ten paces distance.

But anyone who had been there on that awful
night might have heard someone ruthlessly
pushing through the underwood.

Then came another blinding flash, and by its
ure, habited in a cloak, and

wearing a huge slouched hat, issued from the
forest, and after a hasty glance around, advanced
quickly to the tank.

Under its broad bottom, there was ample
shelter.

Just in time.
For again there was a blinding flash, s. fearful

.clap of thunder, and again the sluices of the
heavens were opened.

The fugitive, who appeared exhausted, cast
himself on the ground, near a stone abutment
of the tower, and reposed.

To describe this wondrous storm, which was
long remembered in England, and which did
such wondrous devastation in London, would be
useless.

Sufice to say that it increased in force every
hour.

The fugitive, however,
despite

the awful raging
imself in his cloak

and slept.
The water poured down more and more, and

soon the huge tank was full, flooded, and the
overplus poured over on every side.

Then the huge tank visibly moved.
evident it was about to collapse.

And still the wearied sleeper slept on, uncon
scious oi the terrible fate which awaited him.

Then with the growing storm came the sound

It was

‘V

of a horse's hoofs.

A man was riding at a tremendous gallop to
wards the tank, as if also to seek shelter there.

What is this?

,T”I*TTF77l K
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92 THE BLUE DWARF ;

_ the tank crashes down upo

The tank is tottering, and beneath it is the
sleeping form of a man.

The rider never hesitates, but dashes under
the water tank, lifts the man by means of his
cloak and swoops out towards the wood, just as

n the ground, stone
pillars and all, the water ploughing up the
earth in front.

When clear of the perilous position in which

goth
had been placed, the man put his burden

own.
The sleeper awakened, and looked about with

wild astonishment mingled with awe.
“ What has happened f "

he asked, in a shrill
and creaking voice.

“ Follow me, and I will explain," said the
other, pointing with his riding whip to the
fallen stone base.

The other shuddered. He saw at once what a
fearful death he had escaped.

The rider now dismounted, and led the way
to the foot of the tower, to the rock on which it
stood, where, in some long-forgotten war, a
breach had been made in the side.

The explosion had made a deep fissure in the
wall, through which the river passed.

Then he halted, and in some mysterious way
lighted a small lantern.

They were in the crypt of the tower, what in
the cruel middle ages was called the torture
chamber.

The crypt, like many of the dungeon cells of
the period, had an upper and lower floor.

In the upper floor prisoners were tortured and
murdered.

Below this was another--a regular oubliette.
There was no door to this ; the entrance was

through a hole.
The victim, entirely denuded of clothing, was

let down by a cord under his armpits into the
lower chamber, through a loophole, cut out of
the pavement of the upper chamber.

If he were obstinate enough to persist in living,
they threw his food to him through this hole.

The rider went up to where there was a ring
in the wall and fastened his horse.

He then turned to look at his companion.
“ Ohl oh l "

he cried; “ my excellent friend,
the Blue Dwarf."

"Dick Turpin! ” was the quiet answer, " I
have to thank you for saving my life.”

“ Well, my hearty," replied the stout, thick-set
personage who was addressed, “ we did meet one
evening in company with my friend, Captain
Steele, but we also met before, in Highgate
Woods. Glad to see you again. Yes, you were
in a ticklish position. That old tank was nearly
over."

“ I was very exhausted and tired after a long
tramp through the forest," said the Blue Dwarf ;
“ so having got a shelter, was glad to keep it."

“Well, I expect this storm will last some
time,” replied Dick Turpin. “ I often have to
hide here when hotly pursued ; so Joe at the
Magpie always looks out for my creature com
forts, and those of my horse."

There was a large wooden box in a corner,
and, opening this, Dick Turpin produced a
savoury-looking pie, a case bottle of Hollands,
and other essentials, which he put on the ground
beside the lamp.

He then, from behind the box, took a bundle
of hay and a nosebag of corn, which made Black
Bess whinny.

They then sat down and made a hearty meal.

This over, Dick Turpin lighted up a pipe, and
said he would take ]l181i a few whifis before
going to sleep.

While he was thus enjoying himself, the Blue
Dwarf, who knew enough ot the man to trust
him in some things, laid before him a proposi~
tion to which he listened with rapt attention.

“ 'Bdeath l
" cried D ck Turpin, slapping his

thigh when the other had finished. “ l’ll do it ;
Pm your man I "

“ Well,” continued the Blue Dwarf, “ 1'11avail
myself of your services. Here is a retainer,"
handing him a hundred guinea note, which the
other pocketed with a smile. “ Bat. how am 1
to find you ?

"
" I am never a fortnight away from this part

of the world. Send a few lines to Joe, at the
Magpie, for Dick, and 1 shall be sure to get it.
Now for a dose."

And making a pillow of his horse’s saddle, he
soon was in a sound sleep.

The Blue Dwarf presently followed his ex
ample.

When they awoke, they found enough left for
a snack; also that the weather had entirely
changed.

Having fed, they took their departure, Dick
Turpin riding oi! on business thoughts intent,
while the ill-fated creature who had been so un
fortunate at his birth dived deep into the re
cesses of the forest, there to conceal himself
until night made it wise for him to be seen by
any. .

Like all such beings, he was sensitive in the
extreme, and shunned his fellows except he was
driven by necessity to meet them.

When darkness fell upon the scene he went
to the castle by the subterranean way, and to the
room of the young earl.

He pulled a bell, and the earl's favourite valet,
who had been left behind on purpose, appeared
with a letter in his hand.

It had no address, but Bosch knew for whom
it was intended.

It contained but few words.
“ Brian and Robert have been seen

here. Colonel Grant recognised them.
well» watched ; but still, if you can
come."

“ Can you start for Castle Fairburn
hour t "

asked the Blue Dwarf.
“ Certainly, sir."
“Then do so. Say I have important business

to transact. But I will not be many hours
behind. Spare neither whip nor spur,“ he
added ; “ your master is still in danger."

Roach at once hastened away to carry out the
ot-her‘s directions, while Sapathwa retired by his
usual winding way, and, getting into the forest,
made for the hut of old Mother Grip, which was
on its borders, at no great distance from the
church and churchyard.

She was at home, and readily undertook to
carry a note from the creature she loved to the
Magpie.

Sapathwa, as she called him, had been kind to
her always. Then she had known him thirty
years, and when, all that long time ago, she
received charge of him from his dying mother—
he was then ten years old—-she had sworn abject
fidelity.

Then she also knew who he was.
For his sake, when the grateful mother left

her tolerably well ofl, she lived in obscurity in a
small hut, that when it suited his purpose, he

about
I am

come,

inan
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A TALE OF‘ LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 93

might have a shelter in the neighbourhood of
Elphick Castle.

We have yet to visit the real home of the Blue
Dwarf ; but we shall be called on to do so soon.

Dick Turpin having madea haul out of the
Blue Dwarf, who puzzled him more than any
thing he had ever met in this world, deter
mined to have a night's carouse.

He found that Captain Steele and another of
his pals were in the neighbourhood, and by means

of the ubiquitous Joe easily got them to join
mm.

For a country inn, a sumptuous repast was
provided, and then the three friends in a private
room, being fairly provided with money, flew, in
order to pass the time, to dice.

This, with cards and drink, led them to the
evening, when their company was increased by
another of the craft, who was passing that way,
and, halting for a drink, was summoned in.

They were in the height of their fun when Joe
came in and made a sign to Dick which he at
once understood.

Rising, he went out with Joe, who handedhim
a note.

" .\lcet me in an hour near the church on theNi road," was all that the note contained.
Having read it

,

Dick returned to his com
punions.

“l must leave you presently: I have an ap
pointment on business," he said ; “ after that my
movements are uncertain.”

" Well," replied Steele, “ we’re for London.
Business has been slack lately and we want to
recoup."

“ All right," continued Dick ; "then we shall
meet in London soon. One last glass, though,"
he added, and the drawer was summoned and a
howl of punch ordered.

This they drunk upstanding, and with hearty
goodwill. For these desperate men were very
much attached to one another.

Dick paid for all, and knowing the emptiness
of their purses, lent them a few gnineas to help
ihcm on their way.

Lie then mounted his famous steed, Black
Bess, and rode to the church, where, seated
tailor-like on the top of a stile, he found his
fricnd.

"Here lam, at your orders," said the high
wayman, dismounting.

“ Many thanks. The need for your services
has arisen suddenly."

“ l am at your orders," said Dick Turpin, gaily; _“ so long as the shiners come in, I would as lief
earn them honestly as otherwise."

And he laughed grimly.
The Blue Dwarf took no notice of his some

what cynical remsrk, but gave his instructions.
lie gave him the address of Fairburn Castle,

explained who was there, and bade him keep a

sharp look-out on Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock.

" Two as mean and wretched men as ever I

mct in London,” said Dick Turpin ; “ and Iknow
a few."

" Do you know an inn in that neighbour
hood B " asked the Blue Dwarf.

-- Yes, there is the Horse Shoe, in Wobury
village." replied Dick.

" You will start at once? "
" N ow l "
" But take this purse—it contains notes and

gold. Be but true to me, and you will see that

1 do not stick at a few guineas. What is the

, worthless dross to me, except to serve rny

f friends 3
"

the Blue Dwarf added, bitterly.

; “You're pretty free with the mopuses."

lxgghed
Dick, “and may depend on me. l’m

0 II
I

And setting spurs to his horse, he joyously

l went on his journey.
“ That rough, rude man is happy in his wa_v_"

mused the Blue Dwarf, clasping his hands;

I “and yet he is safe to be hanged. They all are

i in theend."

CHAPTER XLI.
nrcx '1‘UBPIN'S arm; xoarn.

There were very few highways that were not
known to Dick Turpin.

In his long and varied career, he had either
frequented them in the way of business, or fol

l lowed them to escape pursuit.
He now trotted along with the satisfaction of

knowing that he was engaged in a very lawful
and praiseworthy pursuit.

He—Dick Turpin—was engaged to protect
Q

life and property, instead of making war upon
both.

It was rather a comic change for the highway
man.

Still. he was one of those devil-may-care, rake
helly chaps, who are daunted at nothing, and
thisinterregnum in his life amused him rather
than otherwise.

Without tiring his horse, on whose staunch
qualities and power of staying his life had more
than once depended, he determined to do a long
stretch that night.

Before Black Bess was in any way fatigued,

I

he determined to let her have plenty of rest and
food.

' He was truly fond of the splendid animal ;

I

but he was also well aware how much depended

. on ha.

l So he trotted along at a fine easy pace until,

I

about midnight, he came to a roadside inn much

| frequented by drovers and wsggoners.
Here there was refreshment for man and

and of both Dick determined to avail himself.
It isa curious, but still remarkable fact, that

all of the ostler class were sympathetic with the
highwaymen.

Of course these worthies were very free and

I

liberal, but the horsey fraternity were with them

. for their own sakes.

E As Dick rode up, the ostler, who was b_usy

i giving out hay and water, left his occupation,

I touched his hat, and spoke :—

i "Shall I put the mare in the stable half an

I hour? " asked the ostler. _

; " No ; walk her up and down—g1ve hera rub

5 and some corn—and I will go in and have a

i snack," replied the highwayman.
The ostler nodded, and obeyed the command.
In another moment the highwayman entered

the bar parlour, nodded familiarly to the land
lord, and sat down. _

_ Boniface, who knew his tastes, at once placed

l a piece of beef before him, flanked by a tankard

i of foaming ale, and let him help himself.

; Dick Turpin, who was tired and hungry, helped

l himself very freely, and drank his beer and ate

his beef in silence. He then ordered a jorum of
something hot for himself, and lit a pipe. _“ Anything fresh about here 7 " asked Dick.
for the sake of talking.
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94 --U - THE BLUE DWARF :

'- Nothing much. Things is very quiet—aiut through which he passed, a different dress trom
""beeu a coach stopped for a month," gravely that he usually wore.
Ir lied Joe Shipcot; “ all werry slow." Usually he dressed in a peculiarly natty way,

he other laughed heartily, or, as the play- of which he was very proud.
‘writers then said, consumedly. He had now made himself look as much like

""l)ick Turpin aint been here, I suppose, of a bagman as possible. They were very much
"late?" asked the highwayman, with a merry in the habit of travelling on horseback to call
"wink, on customers.

“ Aint seen him for a long time," responded The better to keep up the illusion, Dick Turpin
>mine host, sipping his grog, and shaking both had purchased a small portmanteau, which he
"his head and his fat pannch. strapped behind him.

Then both laughed heartily. He had on further a pair of spectacles, and
Alter remaining half an hour, Turpin paid his had slightly cropped his luxuriant whiskers.

J "“ whack," and, going out, liberally feed the He secured an apartment for the night, sayfng
"ostler, mounted his horse, and started on his that probably he might stay several days, as he
wny_ had business in the neighbourhood, and then

He did not mean to travel after daylight, but took his way to the commercial room, with which
knew a quiet crib, where he could have two he was well acquainted.
chances if caught in a trap-an inn with an Dick Turpin had great power of face, and was
entrance on two roads. an excellent mimic, being able to change the

He reached it about four in the morning, and, inflexion of his voice at will—a power that had
though lights were all out, easily got permission often stood him in good stead.
to enter. His voice was quite familiar, and no He entered the room, followed by the waiter,
sooner had he whispered his name than horse and took up his quarters at an empty table, and,
and rider were readily admitted. turning to the obseqnious attendant, gave his

He was too tired to talk, but took one stifi ordera
jorum and then went to bed. As he did so, his eyes fell upon the unmistak

It was late when he rose and went down to able forms of Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
bI'B8l£f&L't, in those days a hearty and solid meal. stock, consuming their supper at no great dis

Dick Turpin, who half lived in the open air, tance.
and was constantly taking themost healthy exer- He never moved a muscle nor swerved in the
cise known, riding, had a peculiarly hearty least, but in a squeaky kind of voice continued
appetite. to give his orders to the man.

The landlord had put a couple ot broiled fowls, “ Yessir," said that individual, and retired.
with ham and eggs, on the table, and the two Dick Turpin was delighted. It these two re
made short work with a meal which, on rising, sided in the house, his task was very much sim
would make most modern men stare, except a plified. The only thing he regretted was not
hunting man, or an active farmer. being able to communicate at once with the

Then these two men indulged in the usual Blue Dwarf.
conversation between personsof their class. , Still he knew well his ubiquity and perspi

“ By the way," said Boniface, “Lord Sampson I cacity, and knew well that he snould hear from
Mowbray has returned. He came down in a

'
him soon.

carriage and four, with a main lot of servants The name he had given was Macpherson—that
and trunks. They say he’s powerful rich." I agreed on with his employer.

“Shouldn't I like to just stop his lordship As he could “ flash the Scotch," as he called
some evening,” laughed Dick. “ I'm told he's it

,

this was a very good help to his disguise.
got a watch, a present from the French king, He consumed the hearty supper, did this knight
which is worth thousands of pounds, all diamonds , of the road, as he was in a double sense of the
and jewels."

|

word, and then he called the waiter ; but ere he
“ Yes, so I've heard his gentleman say," re- could give his order, one of the strangers rose,

sponded the landlord. and approached his table.
" Will he stop here long 1" It was Brian Seymour.
“ He's come home for a month, to keep up the " We are going to have a bowl of punch, sir,"

holidays and to marry his daughter," replied the said that personage, courteously ; ‘* will you
other ! favour us by joining T

"
“ Good," said Dick. “ Look here, I don't ' In a very broad accent, the highwayman, or

mind laying you twenty guincas to one, I have Mr. Macpherson, assented, rose, and went to
that watch." _ their table.

“ Done l" Cried his l'r1BI1d- He had a strong suspicion that the cunning and
"1\'°ffll<il-Ill?" {unscrupulous Brian Seymour had recognised
“H0l10l1l'brighlI-" 5 him. This, however, was no matter, as his
And the netarious bargain was made. Shortly i league with the Blue Dwarf could not even be

after. Dick Turpin mounted his horse and went

'

suspected,
on his way, almost reaching the end of hisi Aslongasthntwa.skeptdark,allwculd go welL
journey towards the end of the fourth day. The bo,,1,,.,m brought. and glasses filled.

The Horseshoe Tavern, at which he meant to " Here's to you, Dick I ”
whispered Brian Soy.

take up his quarters, was a rather extensive mour. " What's the meaning of this disguise,
hostelrie, which opened on two roads, so that '

and what's upl "

there were two entrances and two exits. “ Dim‘: mention that name," continued the
This, with a man of his class, was always a other, in his broad Scotch accent; “I'm plain

1‘6<10mm8I1d11t-i0H- 4 Master Macpherson down here. I've a big bit
lt was about night when he arrived and was I business on—and dinna spoil sport.“

received by one of his friendly ostlers. Hef " Not me. But I suppose you don‘t mind
had, while travelling, assumed, at a town

l

rattling theivoriesi"
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

fur a pious mon to do in
public," said the highwayman, turning up the
whites of his eyes. " Could'na ye get a private? "

This was easily settled, and the three consum
mate rascals adjourned.

They then began to make a night of it, and
did so up to two o'clock, when Dick, for pruden
tial reasons, retired.

When he reached his room, on a side table he
found a note, which he hastily opened.

“ Meet me at Clement's Cross, on the edge of
the wood, at ten in the morning.”

Dick Turpin at once got to bed, and slept
soundly. He was one of those who could always
wake at a fixed hour.

At nine he was out of bed, sensing his head
in a huge basin of water. After a good towel- E
ing, he went down and ordered breakfast. i

It was provided with that rapidity peculiar to
all good English hotels, and at twenty to ten
Dick was mounted and away.

The rendezvous was two miles from the hotel,
and he barely centered.

Clement's Cross was what remained of aruined
cha l in the forest, and was well known to
Die .

Ho found the Blue Dwarf awaiting him, with
Roach.

They simply nodded.
" I have important information," began Dick

Turpin. “Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
stock are at the same inn as mysel.f—and, what
is worse, have recognised me."

The Blue Dwarf frowned darkly.
“ But they have no suspicion of my errand.

They think we have on some Toby job; and as
long as we keep dark, they will not suspect me.” ,

“Then he very careful," continued the Blue!
Dwarf. “ Keep your eye on them, and keep me I
well informed. Bosch shall come round everyi
morning, and you can meet me here half an §
hour after sundown. See they do not follow
you. Imay have something to say to you to
night.”

And he waved his hand for the highwayman
to depart.

Dick Turpin lifted his whip to his hat, and
rode away whistling.

He did not at once return to the inn; but
cantered oli to a neighbouring town, so that he
might appear in reality to be transacting busi
ness.

It was market-day, and Dick, who was fond
of jolly society, went to the best inn, and sat
down to the ordinary, where he amused the com
pnny by his quaint and amusing remarks.

One farmer and cattle dealer had sold over
a hundred head, and boasted of it before all.

“ I shud’na do so,” drily remarked Mr.
Macpherson ; “ it's weel to be cautious. Thereis
a many ‘lifters’ about, and some one might tell
on you."

" I aiut been Joe Morgan of Pollard for forty
years, to be afraid of any thief of a highway
man. No ; I shall ride home at eight o'clock
this evening, and I don’t care who knows it,"
said the boastful farmer.

“ Aweell, a wilfu' mon will have his way,"
responded Macphersou. “ One more glass, and
then I maun be gauging,"

With which words he left the house.
He returned to the " Horse Shoe,” and again

got into the company of Brian Seymour and
Robert Woodstock.

Itwas supper time when he arrived at the

“ It's na the thing

l

inn, that is to say, it was the modern hour for
afternoon tea, and Dick Turpin was always
ready every four hours for a meal.

He took it quietly.
When the clock pointed to a quarter to six,

he rose.
“ OE again i" remarked Brian.
" Business," said Dick Turpin, with a Wink.

“ Shall see you about nine o’elock."
And he went out.
“Queer chap that,” said Robert.

if he is up to any sly game."
“ So long as it does not conce1'n us," remarked

Brian, “ what does it matter to us I”
" But supposing it did concern us," remarked

Bob Woodstock, drily.
The other started.
Was Dick Turpin playing them false?
'1‘he very notion made the young claimant to

the earldom shiver.
“What makes you think this—whst has pu

this in your head 7"
“Why, in the first place, is he here in dis

guise I"
“

Queer in itself."
“Why is he so shy of telling his business?

Dick is generally so effusive."
“ I'll follow him. He can't be out of sight,"

cried Brian.
lobert Woodstock jumped up, rushed out,

leaped on a horse, ready saddled for some other
traveller, and took his way in the direction
where he saw Dick Turpin fast disappearing.

He was a trained sleuth hound.
He made no noise, keeping his horse on the

grass by the side of the road, so that neither
Dick Turpin nor Black Bess could hear.

lie, however, was slightly too venturesome,
and got up nearer than was wise.

Dick had not got eyes in the small of the
back, as the proverbial scout of the noble
prairies, and Kensiiigton, issaid to have, but he
was cute and sharp.

He knew he was spotted.
But it made no difference in his conduct, save

that he urged his steed to a rather more rapid
course.

Robert Woodstock did the same, and was just
in time when he saw Dick Turpin to notice him
disappear in the forest, just where the green
made a turn near Clement's Cross.

Robert Woodstock at once alighted, and tying
his horse to the sign-post, rushed into the forest
in the direction where he heard a noise of some
one foicing his way through the undergrowth.

Brian Seymour sat up until a good deal after
two o’clock waiting for his companion.

But he came not-.
Then, at last, terrified, alarmed, and utterly

crushed with fear, he went to bed and slept.
He woke not until eleven, and then inquired

of the obsequious drawer if his friend had re.
turned.

“ No, sir."
Brian Seymour started up in bed, and stared

wildly at the speaker.
He only knew what this absence meant. With

“ I wonder

.

V
out his confederate he was practically powerless.

“ I’ll be down in a moment. We must give
information to the magistrates."

“ Yes, sir,” replied the mechanical attendant,
and retired.

Brian Seymour dressed rapidly, and at once
went down stairs.

“ Breakfast. and then a horse l" he cried.
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96 THE BLUE DWARF;

At that moment, his glance fell on Dick Tur
pin, seated quietly in a corner consuming his
matutinal meal.

“ Where’s your friend?" he asked, in the
most careless and nonchalant manner.

" Don't know," replied Brian Seymour; “ he
went out five minutes after you did, and I hav'n't
seen him since."

“ Oh, indeed ; what was he up fol Not spying
on me, I suppose l" remarked Dick Turpin, in a
low and significant tone.

“ Spying on you 1" cried Brian Seymour, in an
angry and amazed voice.

What could he mean?
Had he any suspicion?
“ Well, he never said anything about going

out before I went," resumed Dick, surlily.
" I don't suppose he tells you his business, any

more than you do yours," sneered Brian Sey
mour.

Dick Turpin simply laughed.
Ea was not going to be pumped. He changed

tho subject, and after some little time prepared
to so out again.

Brian Seymour was seriously alarmed. The
absence of Robert Woodstock was to him a
terrible fatality.

It seemed to indicate that their presence was
known to their foes.

Besides, Brian Seymour felt himself hel less
without his companion. He had been so ong
used to work in couples, that he felt lost with ‘

out his coadjutor.
What had happened to Robert Woodstock 7

CHAPTER XLII.
IN rm: curses woon.

When Dick Turpin reached the cross of St.
Clement, he at once rode up to the Blue Dwarf.

" I am followed by that fellow. Bob Wood
stock," he said; “ he is close behind."

“This way," replied the other, and at once
dived into the densest part of the thicket.

As he did so he uttered a low, shrill whistle.
Ten minutes later Robert Woodstock might

have been seen approaching the cross and look
ing about in all directions.

“ Where can he have got tot" he muttered.
“ I believe the rascal must have spotted me."

At this moment he turned, as a sound came
from behind some bushes.

As he did so two men, rough-looking fellows
of the poaching persuasion, darted upon him, put
a gag in his mouth, and tied his arms behind his
back.

“ This way, my joker,” said one.
They were savage-looking men, men not to be

trifled with, as might be seen by their glaring
black eyes.

They were as swarthy as gipsies, with low
foreheads and beetling brows, and sun-browned
complexions.

Both had guns, and did not look like persons
\ moneyed man would care to meet on the
king‘s highway, much less in a dark wood.

’Tis hard now to picture what this forest then
was, with its huge trees and impassable enlarge
ments of thorns and brushwood.

These gigantic solitudes were the homes of
immobility and silence.

But still they were inhabited to a certain ex
tent. lilen who were outlawed, the enemies of
society, poachers, gipsies, and the like abode
here.

They lived in general in caves, singular under
ground dwellings, whose entrance was masked

by coverings of branches and stones, descending
at first in a sloping direction, and ending in dark
chambers.

Their origin was unknown.
Tradition indicates that they were scooped

out by the early Britons in the days of the
Roman invasion.

It was from some such fastnesses that they
emerged to harass and worry the Roman
legions.

In alleges men had sought secure retreats;
hence the lurking-places, like the nests of rep
tiles, dug out beneath the trees. ,

Others ascribed them to the Druids, and de
clared that they were as the cromlechs of the
plains.

"

This matters little now ; as, with the advanc
ing march of civilisation, they have been filled.
at all events at the mouth, and disappeared, like
many other relics of our forefathers.

To one of these the terror-stricken and as
tounded Robert Woodstock was led ; and, being

placed in a dark chamber, he was loosed and
left to shift for himself.

The man was aghast with terror.
What should he do? Gould they

immure him living in a tomb?
The idea was too terrible to be seriously enter

tained.
He sat in a dazed way for some time, and

then began to plan an escape.
On reflection, it struck him that some time

should elapse before he began to move.
V

Doubtless his abductors would remain on the
watch, but of course would not do so for any
very great length of time.

While musing, he fell sound asleep.
When he awoke he could scarcely realise his

position—down in the bowels of the earth in
total darkness.

He mused for a moment; and then, moving
slightly, he saw a faint streak of light in the
distance -

He sprang to his feet in an instant, and made
in the direction of the light, feeling his way
along the earthy walls.

The path was level ; but soon he found him
self ascending a slope, at the end of which was
light and air.

He advanced rapidly, and soon reached an
opening, which, forcing his way through, he
found himself in a dark and gloomy glade of the
forest, quite unknown to him.

He turned, however, to make a note of some
tree or rock, by which to know the place again.

“ There he goes—after him I
“ cried the well

remembered voice of one of his captors.
His heart in his mouth, Robert Woodstock

took to his heels, and made a rush for dear
life.

Awayl away! for dear life he ran, neither
looking to the right nor left, pursued by what
seemed to him fiendish laughter.

On, on, until he found himself on the banks of
a stream.

He plunged in without hesitation, being a
strong and powerful swimmer, and soon reached
the other bank.

There was no sign of pursuit.
He at once divined the truth. They had

startled him simply to prevent his fixing the
locality of the hiding-place.

Robert Woodstock laughed. and when that
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.* ‘
‘

.1‘ 0'

i:.'- 0 _.‘“.7. . .. .
V‘-'. I.

"W.I

HEARING THE TBOT OF THE FARMEB'8 HORSE, DICK TUBPIN LOOKED TO HIS PISTOL AND
PREPARED TO SPRING FORTH.
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98 THE BLUE DWARF;

worthy laughed there was sure to be mischief
afloat.

He determined, at any price, to discover that
secret hiding-place, and thus checkmate the
evil-doers of the forest.

Not from any moral motive, but from sheer
envy, hatred and malice.

He now continued on his way, walking

rgipidly
to prevent ill-efiects from his involuntary

ath.
It was daylight when he reached the highway.
He still kept on, and soon reached the

“ Horseshoe," which was open, a perfect caravan
of waggons having just arrived, and all clamour
ing for refreshment.

Robert went in and entered the public room,
where he found the waiter preparing for expected
company.

He was faint from exhaustion.
“ Oh, sir l” cried John, “we've been in a rare

taking about you. Your friend waited up till
two. Shall I tell him T"

“Time enough when I’ve breakfasted. l’ve
been trapped by thieves, and had a marvellous
escape. Just now I'm starving," retorted
Bobert.

The waiter, who knew his customer, hastened
away, and soon returned with cold meat, bread,
and a tankard.

Robert Woodstock said nothing, but he at
once commenced eating with an appetite such as
he had not known for some little time.

When he had finished, he put down his knife
and fork with a deep sigh, as if he was sorry
he could eat no more.

He then called for a second tankard, and
swallowed it without taking it from his lips.

He then went upto announce his return to
Brian Seymour.

Meanwhile, what had become of Dick Turpin
and the Blue Dwarf 7

In answer to the latter’swhistle, the two men,
whom we have already described, appeared and
received their instructions in a low tone from
him. He had befriended them on more than
one occasion, and they were devoted to him.

“Keep him all night, and then give him a
good fright," he said, “ and let him go."

The men nodded assent and took their depar
ture.

The two confederates remained alone and
consulted.

Dick Turpin informed the other of all that
had passed, and how he fully believed that they
suspected him.

“ No matter," said the Blue Dwarf ; “ keep
your eye on them. Don't lose sight of them for
four-and-twenty hours, and all" will be well.”

“ I will do as you say," replied Dick, rising
from a rude bench on which they had been sitting,
in front of a hut where one of the poachers
resided.

“ I shall soon release you," said his temporary
employer ; “ that is, ior the present."

" I'm wholly at your orders," was the earnest
reply.

And bowing not ungracefully, a habit he had
acquired in the so-called polite society in which
he sometimes moved, he walked away to where
his horse stood patiently awaiting him.

Never did man and beast more thoroughly
understand one another. Whatever his other
laults, Dick Turpin was kind to his faithful
steed.

He mounted gaily, tookhis way through paths,__-. .

with which he was well acquainted, and started
on his new adventure.

A bold stroke l
It wanted an hour of the time, but it was best

to be on the right side.
He centered along the highway; as soon as

he reached a spot that suited his purpose, he
selected an ambush.

He had made minute inquiries during the day
about Joe Morgan, of Pollard Farm, and had
learned that he was a well-to-do farmer, very
warm, as they say, and tolerably pugnacious,
and rather given to boasting.

He was a hard nut to crack, but Dick Turpin
had no fear.

He was well armed, and, for this occasion,

produced from the inside of his coat a short,
heavy bludgeon, like that carried by Jonathan.
Wild, loaded at the end, and fastened to his
wrist by a loop.

It was a most dangerous weapon in the hands
of the unscrupulous.

Dick Turpin now retired to the side of the
road, and concealed himself in deep shadow.

He sat his horse so well, that he looked more
like a Centaur than anything else.

Presently he heard, at no great distance, the
trot of a horse coming along the road in the ex
pected direction.

He felt his holsters, and assured himself that
all was safe and ready.

In a moment more the farmer was close in
sight, and Dick at once recognised him.

He allowed him to come within ten feet, and
then suddenly darted into the middle of the road.

“ Your money or your life l" he cried, clapping
a pistol to his breast ; “ now then, shell out, you
boasting braggart, or you are a dead man."

The farmer burst into a loud laugh.
“ None of your fun," he said; “who’s made

the wager? You know I aint. got nowt.”
“ I want that pocket-book which you showed

p
it

:

tfl
a
e market-dinner, and which was so well"

e .1
1

" Itell thee, man, there’s nowt in it," was the

dogged answer, as he fumbled for his pistols.
“ Who be thee? what's thy name?"

" Dick Turpin," replied the other ; “ but touch

a pistol and you are a dead man."
“ You first," cried the farmer, as he clutched

his pistol and fired full in the other's face.
Dick Turpin laughed.
“There were no bullets in those pistols," said

the highwayman, laughing; “they were drawn
while you were at supper."

And without another word he swung his heavily
loaded bludgeon, and striking Joe Morgan, ot
Pollard Farm, heavily on the head, he fell help
less to the ground.

The highwayman, who, when he liked, could
be rough enough, then alighted, searched the
man's pockets, and easily found his pocket-book,
his bag ot gold, and other valuables, such as a
family watch. which was very much bigger
than it was valuable.

He then coolly remounted his horse and left
the unfortunate Joe Morgan to his fate.

Twenty minutes elapsed, and then other sounds
were heard coming along the road.

There were quite s dozen riders.
They were many and hilarious, and but for

one sharp-sighted youth would have ridden over
Joe Morgan.

“ Hilloa I " said the youth, drawing up his
horse until it sat on its haunches. ,
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 99

" What is it T" cried another.
“ Summut wrong, bhny ; that's Joe Morgan’s

horse standing overadead body," he shouted,

rghile
all the others drew rein and stood around

rm.
“ And this is Joe Morgan's dead body," con

tinued the youth, stooping. " No, he still
breathes. Brandy, some one l"

Four or five flasks were profiered him, and
snatching one he poured a large quantity down
the exhausted man’a throat.

He heaved a heavy sigh, and then opened his
eyes.

“ Ah l what's all this 1" he whispered.
“All right, old man; you're badly hurt," re

plied the youth, whose name was Warren ; “ but
we'll take you to tbe‘Flower Pot’ and have
your wounds dressed."

Not another word was spoken. Joe Morgan
was lifted on his horse, and, supported by two
of his friends, was helped to the “Flower Pot,"
a small roadside inn, distant half a mile.

bmliie
was warmly received, and at once put to

A doctor lived close handy, and soon reached
the spot.

The verdict was quick and satisfactory.
Mr. Joe Morgan, of Pollard, was in no way

siripnsly
injured, thanks to the thickness of his

a u l.
Very shortly after the departure of the doctor,

Mctrrgan
sat up, and asked for something to

ea
" But," said young Warren, “ how did you get

this nasty knock, and have you lost any money T"
"All the money I had with me," replied the

farmer; “ that countrified fellow at the market
dinner was Dick Turpin."

They yelled with fury.
“And there's two hundred guineas reward for

his a.pprehension,“cried one, aghast with avarice
and horror.

“That whipper-snapper Dick Turpin!" cried
one of the younger farmers.

“Whipper-snapper," half chuckled Morgan.
“ I'd like you to try a knock on the head, such
as he can give."

He now insisted on getting up, and being of
the kind of stnfi of which Dandic Dinmont was
made, felt none the worse for his knock on the
head.

He ordered a copious supper, had it put down
to his account, and spent a jolly evening, un
troubled by the bandages-a plaster on his head.

When he was once more put to bed he was

uproariously and hopelessly drunk.
Dick Turpin returned about twelve to the

“ Horseshoe," but was very careful not to take
either the gold or notes he had robbed the
farmer of with him.

Had suspicion been excited, the money found
on his person would have been enough to hang
him.

A man like the highwayman had plenty of
secure hiding places, which no one would pos
sibly sus ect.

'

He ha supped at the market town, and did not
go into the public room at all. He went to the
bar parlour, had a drink or two, and after achat
with the landlord, went to bed.

When he went down he found both Brian and
Robert in the coffee room,

“ Good morning, gents," he said ; “ I got
home so late and tired this morning, I went
straight oif_to bed.

And he seated himself at a table.
“ I see your friend has returned," he continued,

nodding to Brian.
“ Oh yes; he seems to have lost his way," re

plied Brian, drily.
“ Very easy thing to do about here," remarked

Dick Turpin.
He then ordered his breakfast, and proceeded

to attend, with his usual devotion, to his creature
comforts.

While he was still engaged in his meal, the
other two men rose and went out.

Dick Turpin hurried over his breakfast, first
summoning the waiter.

“ Have my horse saddled ready at the back of
the house, out of sight. Have those gentlemen
gone out? "

“ No ; they are in the blue room, but they
have ordered their horses.“

" I want to get out of the house without their
seeing me. A nip of brandy," continued Dick
Turpin.

The waiter went out, and returned rapidly with
the brandy.

“ Gentlemenjust starting," he said.
Dick Turpin drank up his glass, and then,

buttoning his coat, hurried out.
He caught sight of the two just turning a

corner. 'l‘hey were going in the direction of
Fairburn Castle.

If they were not, their business mattered little
to him.

He however determined to find out. He knew
a short cut through the forest which would bring
him to a good point of observation.

In half an hour he was in sight of the castle,
on the side of the road by which alone it could
be reached.

He advanced still further, and posted himself
so that he could have a good view of the en
trance.

He here retired behind a haystack, dismounted,
and concealed himself completely.

He had not long to wait, for he soon heard a
cantering of horses.

Then he caught sight of the two worthies, who
were rapidly lessening the distance between
themselves and the castle.

The gates were open, and the entrance of the
great tower was at no great distance, the park
and grounds being behind.

Dick Turpin could see all that passed.
Brian and his companion rode up to the gates,

and alighted, throwing the bridles to a servant in
attendance.

They then walked to the front entrance and
rang a loud pealing bell, which Dick Turpin him
self heard.

Then, after some delay, a servant came to the
door, and there was some talking.

This was what happened.
"Is Mr. Raymond Seymour at home l ”

asked
Brian.

-- Yes, but he is particularly engaged and can
not see you."

“ Does he know that it is his cousin, Brian
Seymour, who waits 7 "

asked Brian, fiercely.
“ Yes, sir. He saw you ride up, and sent for

me. ‘ Tell the gentlemen,’ he said, ‘that I
am particularly engaged, and cannot see them."

Brian was green with rage, and turned on his
heel without a word.

Robert Woodstock smiled sardonically.
Brian's passion was so great that he could not

speak.
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100 THE BLUE DWARF;

He mounted in silence, and rode some distance
without a word. .

" What can it mean 7
"

he cried, hoarsely ;
“ how dare he inflict such an insult on me through
his uials 7 "

" e son, I was sure at the time, suspected
us," replied Woodstock ; “ he treated us with
cool, haughty politeness, and speeded our depar
ture very curtly.”

“ Curse him! " muttered Brian. “ But I will
be even with him yet ; Brian Seymour is not to
be insulted with impunity.”

Woodstock shrugged his shoulders. He did
not see how his friend was going to avenge his
wounded susceptibilities. The old man, the
family generally, had cut him dead.

At this moment a lady and gentleman came
in sight, followed by two grooms.

They werevcantering home after a long ride.
It was the Earl and Countess of Elphick.
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock drew

on one side, and lifted their hats.
The earl and countess passed them without

even turning their heads.
“ D—n l" cried Brian; “ that boy insults me

too I It only makes my thirst for vengeance
hotter."

And he rode back to his inn brooding moodily,
and trying to plan some means of satisfying his
revenge and his ambition both.

CHAPTER XLIII.
ran rrmsurr

That evening, Dick Turpin, as usual, met the
Blue Dwarf at the rendezvous, and told him what
had happened.

“ I never saw a man in such a rage in all my
life," remarked Dick Turpin, with a grin ; "he
swore till he was black in the face—vowed all
sorts of vengeance."

“ He is an unscrupulous and dangerous man,”
said the Blue Dwarf, dreamily. “I must once
more remove the earl from his vicinity. Remain
at your inn this evening, and keep a sharp look
out.’

“ Certainly, sir ;" and Dick took his departure
for the “ Horseshoe."

There he found Brian and Woodstock, at their
usual table, sullenly smoking and drinking.

They nodded condescendingly to Dick Turpin
as he entered, and when he sat down did not
attempt to converse.

They evidently suspected him of connivance
with their foes, and were perfectly certain that
he was hand and glove with their deadly foe the
Blue Dwarf.

Dick Turpin ordered refreshments, and was
soon immersed in the contentment of a pipe.

Presently in sauntered a servant in the livery
of the earl, followed by the landlord.

“Going away I " the latter said, in a depreca
tory tone ; “ aint it very sudden 7

”

Brian Seymour listened greedily.
“ Yes l " said the domestic, who seated himself

with the landlord at a small table, to which the
waiter brought a bowl of punch, “ and that's
why I'm here to pay my little bill. We leave
for London in the travelling carriage at eleven."

“ Well, I suppose you'll be down soon 2"asked ,
Boniface, whose house was patronised by all the
castle servants.

“ Yes, the earl and my lady are very fond of
the place, The squire has made them very
jolly."

“ Yes; can't make it out," said the other;
“used to be such a crabbed old miser."

“ Well, he's about the brightest old party I
know," resumed the servant; “ but, I must be

goi(1iig—let’s
finish up. There's a deal of packing

to 0."
And, the bowl emptied, the two left the room.
Dick Turpin had noticed the servant's eyes

fixed on him, and when he left the room, rose,
yawned, stretched his arms out and followed.

As he expected, the other gave him anote,
which he went into the kitchen to read. . .

“See me, on the other side of the road, at
nine o'clock, under the oak tree."

The highwayman nodded to himself, burnt
the note, and returned to the parlour.

l‘
f‘

Some fun or other's up," he thought to him
se .

He had not sat down a moment when Brian
and Robert rose, and left.

Dick Turpin waited a few minutes and then
sauntered out towards the door.

Just in time.
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock had

just started in the direction of the great
metropolis.

Dick Turpin began to have some inkling of
the truth.

The visit of the servant had been no accident.
It was a planned thing, and had been done to
throw dust in the eyes of the conspirators.

When nine o'clock came Dick went out for an
airing, and crossed the road.

Behind the horse-trough, on a seat, was his
employer, to whom he toldall that had happened
that evening.

The Blue Dwarf chuckled hoarsely.
“ I suppose you will be going to London soon 7"

he asked,
“ Yes, if you wish it," was the reply.
“Well then, be ready at eleven, when you

will see a post-chaise pass. Follow it. Let me
know when we meet in London what happens."

And taking note of an address where he
could always hear of Dick's whereabouts, they
parted.

Dick paid up, took a hearty meal, filled his
flask with brandy, and prepared for departure.

Black Bess was in splendid form. But to
keep up withapost-chaise would be quite an
easy matter.

Eleven o'clock came and with it the post
chaise.

It had four horses and two outriders, and
passed along the road rapidly and with a great
clatter.

Dick Turpin allowed it to pass him, and then
followed.

He kept in the background, and when they
stopped to change horses, was careful not to be
seen.

This went on until nearly morning. They
had now reached a point at which danger was
to be apprehended.

The road was bordered by thick woods, which
often were the haunts of highwaymen.

Those in the carriage seemed aware of this,
for they appeared to urge the postillions to
their utmost speed.

Dick Turpin, who knew the motive better
than anyone else, kept close up.

He suspected, he knew not what; but was
not long to be kept in suspense.

Just at aturning of the road—the road was
narrow as it approached Mowbray Bridge—there
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 101

was a great shouting, and then a rush from the
wood of some four or five horsemen.

Dick approached nearer.
The outriders were overcome, postillions

knocked ofi their horses, and the carriage-door
opened.

Dick Turpin at once recognised Brian Sey
mour, masked.

“D—n," cried Brian, who had a pistolin
-one hand.

Turpin pressed nearer.
The carriage was empty.
Dick Turpin roared with laughter.
“What are you laughing at ‘I" yelled the de

feated schemer. “ I expect you are in this trick,
you infernal rascal l"

"Rascal, yourself, Brian Seymour," was the
cool reply. _

Exasperated at having his name thus publicly
mentioned, and at the jeers and ill-disguised
sneers of his companions, who had expected to
reap a golden harvest, Brian Seymour turned
upon Turpin to find his steel eye fixed on him,
and two pistols aimed at his head.

“ Don’t let us quarrel,” said the highwayman,
coolly. “ I know nothing of this amusing affair.
I am bound for London, and chose to follow
the earl’s carriage. Why, is my business," he
added, with a wink at Captain Steele, who, with
two of his gang, had joined Brian Seymour to
rob the coach, and secure possession of the earl,
as, the captain was assured, a hostage for a large
sum of money.

The odds were clearly against Brian, so he
resigned himself to the inevitable, and the whole
party rode ofi, leaving the postillions and out
riders to their fate.

One of these, an upper and trusted servant, at
to turn round and return to Fairburnonce began

Castle.
Meanwhile the earl and countess, with her

maid and Roach, were far away.
The carriage in which they were started at

ten.
0 0I I

About fifty miles from Fairburn Castle was a
red brick house in the Elizabethan style, stand
ing, known as Woodleigh.

It was situated on the outskirts of an estate of
forty acres, comprising a few acres of cover, and
for the rest shrubberies, meadow land, and
wilderness wood, upon the arrangement of which
greatcare had been bestowed, and avast amount
of money expended.

This was in the old days, when the house had
been occupied by a family of good standing, the
heirs of which had resided in it for many genera
tions.

Pride was taken in it then, and it was de
servedly renowned for its beauty.

The country people round quoted Woodleigh
as a possession which conferred honour upon
themselves, and the vicarious distinction was
accounted of high value.

They had good reason to be proud of it
,

and
of its masters and mistresses, who were to the fore,
not only in the country, but in the metropolis.

The gentlemen fought for king and country,
and administered the laws, ill or well, as the
case may be. The ladies dispensed charities, and
set the fashions; they attended court, hunted,
travelled, and held their heads high, as was their
due.

But other times, other men,

The family that had owned Woodleigh for
centuries slipped out of the ranks.

They became spendthrifts, absentees, raked,
made matches, rattled the dice from morning
until night, and night to morning ; were always
ready for any mad prank, drank deeply, and
borrowed at exorbitant interest, until they had
thoroughly succeeded in squandering their for
tune.

It was too late then for repentance; Wood
leigh was lost to them and theirs for ever.

For a long time it appeared to have no owner;
but at last it was found to belong to a distant
relation—a lady—who married a nobleman, and
went to India, he enjoying a high civil post.

Then a year or two passed ; the caretakers
were warned that it would be wanted for occu
pation.

But, meanwhile, it had been empty many
years, and had fallen to decay.

The wilderness wood, the wild charms of which
had been preserved with so much care and skill,
was so encumbered with stunted wood growths,
and overrun with ground weeds, that it re
sembled s miniature Forest of Despair. The
shrubberies were wrecks ; the meadow lands were
thick with tufts of rank grass, and the only part
of the estate which had thriven was the cover,
in which the rabbits literally swarmed, spreading
destruction all round.

It was long in the hands of caretakers-a very
old man and woman, who were glad to reside
there without salary.

As wig and gown had -long since taken the
last shilling, there was no means of paying any
wages.

How the old couple existed was a mystery.
Then came the news that the owner, who had

turned up, intimated that she intended to reside
there permanently.

The caretakers were ofiered board, lodging,
and a trifle a year, if they would keep out of
sight of the new owner, and never come near the
private apartments.

They gladly accepted this condition. At all
events, they would have food instead of starving.

The new occupants came in the dead of night.
A lady in deep mourning—a middle-aged

woman—who carried something in a bundle that
looked very much like a baby.

Then began a strange life.
Nobody in the neighbourhood ever saw the

owner, or her child, if she had one.
The housekeeper did all the shopping, which,

as regards food, was on a most liberal scale.
But she was very reticent.
It was rumoured there was achildin the house ;

but nobody ever saw it.
The clergyman called, the doctor called—in

vain.
The occupant would see no one.
Thus passed ten years, when there was a

singular change.
By that time there was a singular fantastic

figure creeping about the house and grounds.
A stunted dwarf, oi hideous aspect, with bow

legs and a fearful face, all pricked, as it were,
with blue spots.

It was never seen in the day time, but wan
dered about at night.

It would go into the grounds at dusk, and re
main out of doors until late. It would go down
into the wildest part oi the grounds, and seldom
come back until after midnight.

One night the strange child returned later
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102 THE BLUE DWARF;

than usual. He crept into the grounds when it
was nearly two, and made his way to a back
door. It yielded to his touch.

A small lamp awaited him, and with this
he entered the inhabited rooms.

There was plenty of furniture in them, which
had at the crash been allowed to remain, because
it was too heavy and cumbersome, and falling to
pieces—-bedsteads, tables, chairs, benches, and
sideboards, quaintly and curiously carved ; rich
tapestries, too, mostly run to shreds, and rotted

- by age and neglect.
All was still and lonely; not a sound reached

his ears.
The other dwellers in the mansion slept.
Then he entered what had once been a

principal bedroom, which he sometimes used
when he did not care to disturb those in the
small rooms furnished in modern style.

Suddenly he heard a sound that startled him.
It was the sound of soft breathing.
He turned towards the bed, and saw a lad, per

haps three years older than himself, a common
looking lad, commonly dressed, but sleeping
peacefully and calmly.

The other, who was about ten, and keen beyond
his years, looked at him attentively.

Then he touched him on the shoulder, putting
the lamp down, so as to hide his own hideous
aspect.

" What are you doing here?" he asked, as
softly as nature would let him speak.

The lad jumped up and slid from the bed to
the floor.

'
" I aint doing no harm.

sleep."
“ I didn’t say yon were doing any harm—but

how came you here 7 "
asked the other.

" I had nowhere else to go to."
“ No friendsl "

“Aint got any. Mother and father is dead.
I was told grandmother lived about here, but
she's dead too. As I couldn't find nowhere else
—I crept in here."

" Hungry T” asked the other.
" I found some scraps of bread in the kitchen

and ate them."
“Would you like to stop here altogether T

"

asked the other, in as gentle a tone as he could
assume.

“ Wouldn't I l "

"Well, listen. You would have to wait on me,
be well fed, have good clothes, and all that.
Your work would be to wait upon me. Now,
before you see me, I must tell you that I am
hideously ugly, a cripple, and a dwarf, and
never go out in the day. If you like to stay I
will make you as happy as I can. Are you
afraid T"

U No."
“ My ugliness will not frighten you 7"
“ No! You have a good heart—that is enough

for me."
The youth turned, picked up his lamp, and

put it in front of him.
The boy could not scream ; his tongue was

tied to his mouth-—glued.
“ Oh lor l" he said, presently.
“ You see,“ continued the young Blue Dwarf,

bitterly, “ you will never be able to bear it.”
"As long as you will have me I will stay"

and so he did.

I was only having a

CHAPTER XLIV.
A sscanr naraaar.

At the end of twenty years Woodleigh was not
much changed, except for the better.

The Blue Dwarf had made it his head-quarters
ever since.

When his mother died, nearly twenty years
ago, she left him this house absolutely, with a
very considerable income.

Before dying she had sent for her solicitors,
highly honourable people, and given them her
whole confidence.

She told them who she was, and explained
how it must never be known that that unfortu
nate child was rightful heir to large property
and estates. -

But they would be kind to him—advise him,
she knew.

Still, they must keep his secret until he was
twenty-one, when he would decide for himself.

They promised.
When he came of ago he agreed to carry out

his mother's wishes.
The secret should die with him.
The night of the trick played upon Brian

Seymour, with the coach and four, another
carriage, also with four horses, stopped before
the gates of Woodleigh.

It was expected, for the house was lighted,
and the servants ready.

The old care-keepers had been dead many
years, and replaced by a very respectable couple
who could cook a good dinner.

The boy was now Mr. Thomas Green, butler
and house steward, and there were very few
things he could not do.

Except in the two rooms, the most old
fashioned he could find, afiected by the Blue
Dwarf, all that remained of the inhabited wing
had been refurnished.

Mr. Thomas Green answered the summons to
the door, and himself opened the carriage door,
from which alighted the earl and countess.

From the rumble came the valet and the
lady's-maid.

The master and mistress entered the house;
the others occupied themselves, with Tom
Green‘!-1aid, in taking in the luggage, which was
ample in quantity but not extravagant.

This was the meaning of the pretended journey
to London which had so utterly flabbergasted
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock.

Acting under the able directions of Colonel
Grant and Lord Jermyn, the empty coach had
started for London, while that which really con
tained the earl and countess had gone to Wood
leigh, the residence of the Blue Dwarf.

Here they would be safe from the machina
tions of their enemies, who by no means could
find out their whereabouts, except by what
would be nothing short of a miracle.

OE course, the plan pursued by their invete
rate enemies was productive of excessive incon
venience ; but a year would soon pass away, and
then, with the removal of the cause, this terrible
state of things would probably cease.

When Brian Seymour once knew that, under
the terms of the will, the entail had been broken
and all chance of his inheriting the property had
passed away, his persecution would cease.

They little knew how deeply and bitterly re
venge was embedded in the soul of Brian.

All hope of succeeding to the nronerties con
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 103

nected with the earldom gone, he would be only
more embittered.

But the four men in consultation—the Blue
Dwarf, Colonel Grant, Lord Jermyn, and the
earl—had agreed that if then these outrages did
not cease, they would so arrange as to catch the
villain in the act and punish him with the

utmost rigour of the law.
All thought of the family name must be cast

to the winds and Brian Seymour punished as he
deserved.

How often have cruel crimes been concealed
and condoned because of the family name l

But, unless the unforeseen came into play,
they had nothing to fear now.

The earl and countess were perfectly satisfied
with the preparations made for their reception.

Everthing was clean, elegant, and wholesome ;

the meal placed before them after their long
Journey was perfect.

Of course, to these two, accustomed to the
freedom of the open and to a certain amount of
society, it was hard to be immured in the house
and confined to the grounds adjoining it.

There was one thing the young nobleman
could indulge in, and something of which he was
very fond ; that was rabit shooting.

This was Thomas Green's delight, and he
was in raptures when he found he had the same
taste.

But the Blue Dwarf had not been unmindful
of other amusements. The stables of Woodleigh
soon had three horses in them, and so the earl
and countess could, under the guidance of Tom

I
Green, visit the neighbourhood, which was pecu
liarly picturesque.

It was a mountainous region, with some pretty
lakes buried in obscure valleys and ravines, all ,
of which Tom Green was well acquainted with. 1

On fine days, therefore, Shelton and Laura 3
always went out and enjoyed their favourite
luxury of a ride.

And here we will leave them for the
happy to a certain extent, and utterly ignorant
of the trials yet in store for them.

We return to other scenes.

present,

CHAPTER XLV.
A 301.1) EXPLOIT.

the service of the Blue Dwarf, he at once deter
mined to resume business on his own account.

Then he recollected what the landlord of the .
“ Horseshoe" had told him about Lord Sampson

|Mowbray and his two-thousand guinea watch,
which he had laid a heavy wager with Boniface
should come into his possession some day.

With this idea in his mind, he turned his
horse's head in the direction of the “Horseshoe,”
which he reached rather late.

Putting up his horse, he went into the com
mercial-room, ordered a bed, and then, having I

consumed his supper, joined the social circle,
composed chiefly of commercials, with a sprink-

|ling of local people.
About midnight they began to disperse, and

presently the landlord and Dick Turpin re
mained alone.

They were very good friends, and had, of
course. a good deal to say to each other.

After a few drinks and a smoke, Dick Turpin
turned to the subject he had at heart.

When Dick Turpin found himself free from

I

“What about Lord Sampson Mowbrayi "
he

asked.
“Ohl so you have not forgotten him, my

boy," chuckled mine host. “Well, he’s enter
taining ‘ a select circle,‘ as Master Gubbins, the
steward, says; but the day after to-morrow
they leave, and he goes up to London."

“ All rightl then I'll have him—see if I
don'tl" responded Dick Turpin. “Let’s have
t‘other bowl.
been on the honest lay. '

Boniface laughed as he rang the bell. The
highwayman and the landlord were very much
on a par in those days, and, as far as changes
are concerned, there has not been any very great -

change for the better.
Of course the only persons to be blamed are

the public. If they like to pay heavily out of
mere ostentatiou, it is their own fault.

The waiter soon brought in a broiled bone and
mother bowl, then receiving orders to retire;
while, with the assistance of the landlord, Dick
Turpin laid his plans.

_ It was far into the night before they separated
rather the worse for their last dose of punch.

Both were soon in a sound sleep, the stillness
of the house being only broken by the vehement
scolding given to her husband by the enraged
landlady.

As her hnsband was shortly snoring, and sleep
ing the sleep of the just and unjust, she soon
gave up, and all was silence.

Neither Dick Turpin nor the landlord appeared
down stairs until late ; and then after breakfast
Mr. Kerton, mine host, proposed a ride to Mow
bray Manor, the baronial residence of Lord
Sampson Mowbray.

My lord was hin landlord, and a call on the
steward was looked upon as a matter of course.

Soon after breakfast Dick Turpin mounted
Black Bess, Kerton a stout cob, and started for
the residence of my lord.

It was a magnificent residence, reached by a
fine row of trees, planted on each side of a
carriage-way, through a beautiful park.

He went within fifty yards of the front en
trance, and then turned into a more private way,
which led towards the offices.

Ke.rton knew his way, and soon, passing some
stables where they left their horses, they walked
up to a neat structure by the side of the castle.

This was the steward‘s office and residence.
Kerton knocked pro forma, and then entered a
passage, which opened into a cosy, comfortable
room, where sat a stout, pompous, white-haired,
middle-aged gentleman, at a desk writing.

“ Sit down, Kerton," he said, "one moment.
I am just finishing an important letter."

The two men obeyed.
“ Now," said Gnbbins, as he closed his letter,

“ what can I do for you, Kerton 7"
" Nothing, sir ', only my friend here, Mr. James

Harris, being a stranger in these parts, wanted
to have a look at the outside of the castle," re
plied Kerton. “Of course. I know, he can't see
the inside just now."

“ Is your friend staying in these parts?" asked
Gubbins, graciously.

“For a few days. He's rather tired of city
work, and has come down for a rest," answered
Kerton.

" Well, my lord and his guests leave for town
to-morrow,“ continued Gubbins, “and then your
friend Mr. Harris shall see all the glories of
Mowbray."

I've kept rather quiet lately— _
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104 ms: BLUE nwsnr,

“Thank you, Mr. Gubbins,” said mine host,
rising, as if to take his departure. “I am very
much obliged, indeed. Good morning."

“ Don't bein a hurry. I'm going into dimer
in a minut¢.»nice leg of lamb and peas, and
other trimmings," he said. “ llirs. Guhbins will
be very glad to see you."

The two reseated themselves, and waited while
e

the steward wrote another letter, after which he
led the way into the private part of the oflice.

He had sent an ofice boy forward to warn his
better half, who had no objection to his bringing
people to dinner if he only gave her suflicient
notice to get into her best bib and tucker.

Our forefathers were rather more punctilious
than we are nowadays.

Mrs. Gubbins was very gracious, and the two
enjoyed a very good dinner.

The stewards duties were very light, and,
after the meal was over, he sent for one of the
household, and over a bowl of punch played a
game of cards.

It was a most enjoyable game; nor did Dick
Turpin and mine host depart until late at night.

On their return, one more glass suficed, and
they went to bed.

Again it was nearly mid-day before Dick
sauntered down, yawning, to his breakfast. His
thoughts were bent on the promised adventure of
the evening.

Should he prove successful, it would be a feat
of which he should be really proud.

Dick Turpin was inordinately vain. He
thought quite as much of being talked about as
of getting the money, which, however large the
amount, went the way of all ill-gotten money
—at the gambling table and among women.

Women were always the bane of Dick Turpin,
as of most of his class.

These “ ladies
"

were, as a rule, mere mercenary
wretches, who, whenever they got the chance of
a bribe, betrayed their best friends to the tender
mercies of the law.

He made all his preparations, saw to Black
Bess, examined his pistolsand his bludgeon, and
then returned to the house.

About one, Mr. Gubbins came in to have a
drink with mine host. _

Dick joined them, and casually got the steward
to let out all about my Lord Mowbray's move
ments.

He was rather proud of his master, and had no
hesitation in telling all his movements.

He readily, while laughing and drinking, told
the whole itinerary of his lordship's movements,
even to mentioning where he would stop to
change horses.

As the highwayman knew every inch of the
ground, all this was, to him, valuable informa
tion. He took mental note of all the infor
rnation—no notes were nece for him.

My lord would start at eight o'clock ; and so
Dick Turpin took time by the forelock, and took
his departure at seven.

It was not his intention to make the attack
until late, as he chose to select his own spot.

It was a very picturesque place which he
chose—where the road was not very wide, but
where the lofty trees overhung the highway,
their branches touching from opposite sides.

Dick halted about nine at a small roadside
inn, fortified himself with a good supper and a
flask of brandy, and then sallied forth.

He knew from Gubbins that my lord would
travel in a plain postchaise, without anything to

indicate his lordship‘s quality, his gentleman on
the rumble, and but one postillion.

He was quite close, in a dark and sheltered
spot, when he heard the trot of horses.

He waited until the horses were nearly abreast
of him, when he darted out, knocked the postil
lion off his horse, and then, going to the coach
door, put his pistol to the nobleman’s breast.

"Sorry to trouble you, my lord," he said, with
considerable suavity, “ but I am in very pressed
circumstances. I must trouble you for your purse
and watch."

“ Scoundrel l " replied the other, who was of
a choleric character, “ you will swing for this."

“ I suppose so, my lord ; but in the meantime
I enjoy myself."

All the while the other was fumbling for his
pistols.

“ My lord," continued Dick Turpin, sternly,
“ don't touch a pistol, or it will be worse for you.
Hand over."

“But my watch is a present from the King of
France, and I set great store by it," cried Lord
Mowbray.

“ All the more valuable," re lied Dick. “ But
I'll tell you what, my lord—I’ keep the watch
a week before sending it over the water."

" How am I to believe youl "
“ Dick Turpin never broke his word. To

morrow I will send, making an appointment with
your lordship. If you like to keep it in good
faith, I will be there."

“ Can I believe you 7"
“ Yes. But what does your lordship value the

watch at?" continued Turpin.
" A thousand guineas," half hesitating.“ Your lordship is modest," sarcastically 1'9

sponded Dick; “ I have been told two."
“ You must make your own terms," the other

said, surlily.
Dick, who had by this time secured the purse

and watch, caught the sound of horses coming at
a rapid trot. They were coming the same way
the carriage had come, and evidently were several
in number.

Dick now resolved that the better part of
valour was discretion, and, setting spurs to his
matchless steed, rode ofl at arapid pace towards
London.

Just as he was out of sight, four men rode up
to the chaise, and drew rein, seeing the valet
busily engaged over the prostrate form of the
postillion.

“ What's the matter?" asked one, who seemed
in authority over the others.

“ It means that I—Lord Sampson llIowbray—
have been robbed by that infernal rascal Dick
Turpin of my purse and watch worth two thou
sand guineasl '

“ Which way did he go, my lord 7
"

asked the
Bow-street oflicer, eagerly.

“ Towards London."
“ Thank you, my lord," said the oflicer;

“we'll have him, or my name's not Pooly."
And away the party swept at the full speed of

their splendid horses.
These men, who had to contend with highway

men, always well mounted, always rode the best
steeds that could be found.

Away they sped, at a pace that would have
overtaken any horse but Black Bess.

The oflicers, however, were eager for the fray.
The standing reward of the Government was
liberal, and no doubt Lord Sampson Mowbray
would be liberal if they restored his watch.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 105

He was still afiected by the loss of his watch,
which rankled dee 1y inhismiud.

He kept the mot ey group waiting some time,
and when he leamed that some friends were in
the drawing-room, told his valet to dismiss the
crowd.

“ His lordship can see-no one to-day," was the
message, “ he is tired and requires rest."

The crowd bowed low in their syoophantic
way and dis

All but one went out. _
_ This was a fast-looking youth of about eighteen,
in a somewhat shabby-genteel dress, who dog
gedly stood still.

"Well, youngster,'and what are you stopping
for?" asked Mr. Alphonse.“ I've a message for his lordship about the
watch," was the stolid answer, “ and I must give
it

3
0

1

h
a
m myself."

onse disa and returned imme
diausw

PP°"¢dv

“ This way," and he led the lad into a bed
room, the gorgeous character of which took away
the youth's breath.

f‘ So you insist on seeing me," said his lord

smpi
in a tart tone.
wastogive m message to no one else"

retorted the boy.

Y ’

And he handed up a bit of paper.
My Lord Mowbray took it and read it care

lesaly.
Nine to night, alone, Green-alley, Vauxhall.

Bring the shiners. Come alone."
“ Say I will come, and alone,” replied my lord,

and the boy retreated.
“ The insolent scoundrel! a peer to be lugging

tw_o thousand guineas in a sack to Vauxhall l" he
said to himself; “what does he take me for?
And yet, something must be done."

He now finished dressing, after which he went

itilmiillfi
apartments where his friends awaited

They were young bloods and old bloods, in
cluding amongst them Brian Seymour, who
never lost an opportunity of showing himself in
the houses of noted men of fashion.

My Lord Mowbray was most gracious, ordered
refreshments, and then in a quaint and half
comic way told the story of Dick Turpin and
the watch. -

All laughed, but Brian Seymour listened with
the deepest attention.

“ What are you going to do? " asked Sir
Simon Garter, a newly-made knight, who had
come into a large fortune.

“Well, I've promised to meet the fellow to
night at Vauxhall, and exchange my watch for
two thousand guineas.”

“Can we see the fun?" cried one of the
young bloods.

“ Well I‘ve promised Dick Turpin to meet him
alone," said the nobleman, laughing ; “ but how

I am going to carry two thousand guineas is
more than I can say."

“Your lordship might take it to the gates in
a carriage, and leave someone to guard it,"
remarked Brian Seymour.

“ But my word must be kept," said the noble
man, gravely ; “ he is a thief, a highwayman, a
cut-throat, it is true ; but my honour is pledged."

"Honour among thieves l" said the wit of the
party, at which platitude there was lone
laughter.

“Just so ; but let us dismiss the subject, only

if you Brian and Sir Simon, like to accompany

So away they sped, hoping by some chance to

come up with the foe.
They had ridden forty miles before there was

a glimpse of daylight, and then Pooly began to

make inquiries.
But though he asked of innkeepers and others,

turnpike men, et cetera, no one had seen any
one answering the description of the man they
wanted go that way.

“The scoundrel has done us l " cried Pooly,
with a savage oath.

But still they hurried on, and reached London
without once hearing of their quarry.

When Dick Turpin heard the measured trot of
horses behind, his keen ears and singular in
tuition made him guess the character of them

correctly.
He determined at once, instead of overworking

his horse, to outwit them.
After half a mile beyond the scene of the high

way robbery was a narrow part of road, with
high banks on each side, densely wooded.

A narrow path at the beginning of the gully
led into the wood. By forcing his way through
some brushwood, Turpin found himself in a
dense thicket.

Here he waited.
Not for many minutes. At the end of a very

brief space of time he saw the Bow-street
runners, headed by Pooly, sweep by.

Dick chuckled, and then wending his way
through the wood, took some cross-roads, and
never stopped until he was upon a totally
different highway, which all the same led to
London.

He was now resolved to be very circumspect,
as he not only had much of value about him,
but knew that a fierce hue and cry would soon
be raised.

He quickly reached a market town, where he
purchased a rough frieze coat, such as farmers
wear to guard against the weather.

He now assumed as much as possible the
manners of a. simple farmer, and jogged along
like Sancho Panza on his ass.

He met but few people by the way and no
adventures, and, reaching Iondon, went to one
of his usual rendezvous, where he was gladly
received by his fellow-tobies and their flash
girls.

CHAPTER XLVI.
MY LORD-MOWBRAY ar nous.

My Lord Mowbray's town house was in
Russell-square, then a new and rather fashion
able locality.

He was a very rich man, and his house was
furnished elaborately and with many pictures,
objects of virtu, and hideous old china, the

ossession of which was as much a craze then as

t is now.
My lord was dressing, and in the antechamber

was the usual gathering of sycophants and
tradesmen who besiege a man of wealth when
he returns to town after a few weeks‘ absence.

There were tailors, bootmakers, and other
persons whose business was connected with the
toilette, jewellers, and the whole tawdry collec
tion which hang on the skirts of a man of
fashion.

But my Lord Mowbray was not in a good
humour that morning.
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_ sung

~
me in the carriage you can ; but he must have a

fair start, my word is my bond," and with these

words they were forced to be content.
Shortly after they adjourned to the Mall, then

to some riotous house in Whetstone Park, then

a colony of evil, and finally went back to dinner,
that is my lord, Brian Seymour, and Sir Simon
Garter.

At half-past eight, the whole party started for
Vauxhall, a coachman and footman on the box.

The glories of Vauxhall have been said and
in verse and prose, ad nauseam, and very

poor glories they were beside the Crystal
Palace and other such places in modern times.

Still they were popular ; there were lights,
music, dancing, and conveniences for more than

i flirtation.
Persons of all ranks and classes hustled and

elbowed one another, men with big wigs and

swords, and women with terrific high head

dresses, were side by side with citizens, and even

apprentices-that is those who by economy or
stealing could afford to pay the entrance money.

It wanted five minutes to nine when Lord
Sampson Mowbray sauntered up the broad

walk.
When half-way up, his friends at his desire

left him, and walking slowly on he passed into
the Green-alley.

It was a narrow path over-arched by trees,

boughs and creeping plants, very much afiected

by lovers, who generally like darkness and ob

scurity.
Lord Mowbray had his sword by his side and

a couple of the newly-invented small pistols in
the pockets of his coat.

Not that he particularly feared any treachery
on the part of Dick Turpin; but stirll, it is

always best to be prepared.
He advanced about a dozen feet to where a

lamp gave a faint religious light, or rather
darkness visible, and then saw a short stout

figure leaning against a post.
What he did not see, was about ten yards

further back, a group of four or five men
huddled together in the dark—watching.

“ You are punctual, my lord," said Dick Tur
pin; “ but where is the money?"

"Are you mad, my friend 7" asked Lord Mow
bray, “to think that I would carry a sack with
two thousand guineaa in it through the gardens."

“ Where is the money, then 7" asked the high
wayman, sharply and tersely.

“ In my carriage, at the West gate," replied
Lord Mowbray. “ We can exchange there."

“ Any one in the carriage?"
“Only two friends of mine," responded the

nobleman, readily.
“ May I ask their names?" was the cool re

sponse.
“ I have nothing to hide," said Lord

Mowbray ; “ one is Brian Seymour, and the other
Sir Simon Garter."

“Ahl" cried Dick Turpin, between his set
teeth; “Brian isn thief, a scoundrel, and a
would-be murderer. He aims at being Earl of
Elphick, and would wade through rapine and
slaughter to get the title."

“ I have heard something of this; but in what
way does it afiect you, my friend?" asked the
nobleman, somewhat surprised.

“ He is a coward and a traitor ; he would bo
tray me if he could, and stick to the two
thousand guineas. You must get rid of him
before I go near the carriage," said Dick.

“ How soon can you come round to the West
entrance l" asked Lord Sampson.

" I will be there in ten minutes."
“Time enough to get rid of Brian," laughed

Sampson ; " I will do that for you."
And he turned away, making directly for the

West gate.
Dick followed with his friends, five devoted

followers, among whom were Jack Sheppard,
Blue Skin, and three others, and sought the

outside where their horses awaited them.
They were heavily armed, and it would have

required a daring body of men to attack these

desperadoes.
As soon as all were mounted, Turpin bade

his companions keep a sharp eye on his more
ments.

He then rode quietly up to the carriage door,
where he found Lord Mowbray awaiting him.

“There is the sack,” said my lord, pointing to
a leather bag on the seat of the coach; “take
it, and give me the watch."

"There it is," replied Dick, and placing it in
the hands of the nobleman, he grabbed the

bag, which he knew by its weight was genuine,
and prepared to start.

“ To our next merry meeting," he said, lifting
his hat, and turned to ride off.

Then a pistol shot was fired, and a ringing
voice cried

“ Dick Turpin I Don't let him escape 1"
It was Brian Seymour who fired the shot

which whistled close to Dick's ear, and who now
came rushing up with a band of volunteers he
had recruited.

But Dick Turpin was ofl, had joined his own
band, who were making their way to some of
their secret refuges, where even the ofiicers
would scarcely have cared to follow them.

When Brian Seymour and his party returned
to the West gate, they found that Lord Mow
bray had taken his departure, and next day,
when Brian called in Russell-square, acurt “ not
at home,” was his answer.

Lord Mowbray cut him dead.
Mohawk and wild fellow he was, but he

was a gentleman, and felt the utmost contempt
for Brian Seymour’s conduct in trying to trap
the highwayman.

Brian vowed revenge, and only nursed his
wrath to keep it warm.

CHAPTER XLVIL
BACK AT WOODLEIGH.

The life at Woodleigh was quiet and a trifle
monotonous; but both the earl and countess were
very happy.

Custom made them miss their friends ; but
arrangements had been made to obviate this.

Colonel Grant, with Lord and Lady Jermyn,
were having rooms prepared for them.

Knowing the virulence of their foes, and their
cunning, it was arranged that the visitors should

depart for a distant city and then, making a
detour, join them at Woodleigh.

In the meantime the earl and countess made
numerous tours in the neighbourhood, which
was perfectly well known to Tom Green, born
in the neighbourhood.

A favourite journey was to a small but beauti
ful lake, called White Ladies, so-named from
a small ruined tower on the edge of the Water,
which served as a centre for picnics»
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TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 10'!

The lake was surrounded with thick woods
and high hills, altogether a picturesque spot.

The road by which White Ladies was gained
was rough and difiicult; but Tom Green knew it
well.

Reaching the shores of the lake by the tower,
the young married lovers would leave their
horses with Tom, and saunter on alone.

Below the tower on a sweet green award was
a seat, and here the happy pair would sit and
talk and warble, sometimes read, when in the
humour.

One day they had been six weeks at Woodleigh
and nothing had happened to mar their tranquil

happiness.hey spent several hours near the tower, and
then resolved to return.

They rejoined Tom Green, and, mounting their
horses, returned to their residence, which they
found occupied.

Colonel Grant and Lord and Lady Jermyn had
arrived, with one maid, who could occupy the
same room as Laura's maid.

All was bustle. Tim Roach had at once set
the cook to work, and every thing was being
prepared for a sumptuous meal.

The maids volunteered help, so things went
on awimmingly.

The meeting between the friends was most
warm and affectionate.

On all sides there was something to say. Lord
and Lady Jermyn were particularly delighted
with the sight of their daughter. They saw at
once that they had not done wrong in giving
her thus early to Shelton, Earl of Elphick.

To _allow a boy to marry at all is a fearful
experiment. But Shelton had been bred in the
school of sufleriug, and had not proved wanting.

After dinner, Tim Roach, who often went
marketing, took the pony cart, and started ofi
to make some purchases necessitated by the
sudden influx of visitors.

There was plenty iot wine in the house; but
every-day food was also required, and this Tim
started off to order.

The town was ten miles off ; but at the end of
five miles there was a road-side inn, which Tim
made a practice of never passing.

There were many attractions, some of which
consisted in good liquor, but one other in the

shape of a very pretty girl.
Tim alighted, and entered, passing rapidly

towards the bar-parlour which he always used
when he called, as here the landlord's daughter
presided.

As he passed the public room, a voice fell
upon his ear, which gave him a start, almost a
fright.

lt was that of Joe Askew in conversation with
the landlord.

“ Who lives at Woodleigh, a few miles further
on T" asked Joe Askew.

“Nobody seems to know," replied the land
lord, who had been put upon his guard by Tim
Roach. “ It belongs, it is said,to a man-monster ;
but nobody has ever seen him."

Tim waited to hear no more, but left the inn,
without paying his devoirs to his fair mistress,
and making for the cart, turned its head the
other way and drove home.

He demanded an instant interview with the
earl, and told him of his discovery.

It was a terrible blow.
If Joe Askew had tracked them, it was at the

instigation of their bitter foes.

Something must be done, but that something
could only be_decided on by holding communica
tions with the Blue Dwarf.

The others were now called into council, the
ladies excepted, and after some discussion, it
was resolved to communicate with him.

Until then all was to go on as before. Tom
Green started to do the marketing.

Tim Roach remained to watch.
That night there burned on the summit of the

tower of Woodleigh a something which served
as a beacon-light. It consisted of pine knots
burning in a brazier.

An hour later, a ring came from one of the
old-fashioned rooms, and Tom Green answering,
he found the Blue Dwarf awaiting him.

“ What is it 7" asked his employer.
Tom Green explained the presence of Joe

Askew.
“ He must be caught. You and I will patrol

the grounds to-night. Send the gentlemen to
me."

They came readily, and an eamest conference
was held, after which, with many wishes for his
good luck, he took his leave.

On second thought, he selected Tim Roach to
accompany him, as he personally knew Joe
Askew.

Both were armed with pistols and provided
with a stout rope.

Thus equipped, they went out and concealed
themselves near a path which led across the

plantations to the house.
They waited an hour, but nothing came of it.

Then, however, there was a lumbering step, and
a man appeared in sight with a gun on his
shoulder.

“Joe Askew I" whispered Tim.
The man advanced, his eyes fixed on the

house, and passed close to the ambush of the
two men.

Tim Roach suddenly
clutched his gun, and tripped him up.

Before he could recover himself, he was

strongly bound and being urged forward to

wards the house.
The man said nothing. He pretty well knew

into whose hands he had fallen, and expected
little mercy.

The house was reached. a side-door opened,
and Joe Askew hurried to a room which was

formerly used as a harness-room, but which Ihad
no windows, nothing but a narrow iron
grating. _

It was quite empty, and into this the captive
was ignominiously thrust.

It was not a very small room, and there was

ample air to breathe.
The others then retired to consult. _
All were pitiless. They could not be driven

here, there, and everywhere, at the mercy of
their remorseless foes. _

Joe Askew must be kept where he was, until
some other fate for him was decided on.

This settled, the Blue Dwarf and _Tim
Roach

were sent to signify his sentence to him.
Joc Askew crouched on a stool he had found

in the corner.
Tim Roach carried a pitcher and a loaf of

bread—the other a lamp.
"What were you doing prowling about my

house?" asked the Blue Dwarf, with a hideous

laugh.
“ No harm,” replied Joe Askew. _" And there's no harm in keeping you heretill

made a dart forward,

1:
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we. discover your little game," said
the Blue

Dwarf ; and he and Tim Roach retired.

The fury and despair of Joe Askew may be

But he was utterly helpless.
As soon as Joe Askew was secured, the

Blue
Dwarf and Tim arranged about the prisoner's
food.

It must be put in by Tim, while some one

waited outside.
That some one was,of course, Tom Green.

Between them they had nothmg to fear even

from the ferocity of the prisoner.
Colonel Grant, Lord Jermyn, Shelton .ord

Mountjoye and Earl of Elphrck, had a long con
ference with the Blue Dwarf. _ _

He was not cruel; but he was ]ust_ even to
hardness.

“ This man has come here to betray you unto
death," he said; “there is no reason why you
should be merciful. Stay here as long as you
like, but when you wish to leave we can consult.I should then give him a drug, and carry him off
into the depths of the forest, where I would
leave him."

“ It is only fair," replied Colonel Grant.
"Can you spare Tim for a few days T" con

tinued the Blue Dwarf.
“ Certainly," replied Colonel Grant. “ If not

encroaching, will you mind giving us a clue to

your motive 1"
“ When we captured Joe Askew," continued

the Blue Dwarf, who by his mother was called
Sapathwa, in order not to girah-£111.his real name,

—too high and mighty for his physique,-—“he
dropped this paper. Read it out, colonel."

“ ‘ Dear Joe,-I am glad you are on the track
of the tricksters. Spare no expense, and as

soon as the Colonel and Lord Jermyn have
landed in any place where the false earl is con
oealed, let me know. Write, and send a trusty
messenger.-Yours ever, B. S.’

"
“ The monstrous scoundrel l" cried the colonel.

“ What do we not owe to you? Why are you
' so faithful unto us T"

“ If you will all pledge your words to ask no

explanation
until I think proper to give it, I

wi l tell you," said the unfortunate man,

solemnly. “But, more than fthat, you must
seek in no way to induce me tochange my views
of life. You must indeed swear."

All exchanged glances, and then lifting their
hands swore to abide his decision.

“Then, kinsmen, know that, wretched being
as I am, I am Percy Clarence Seymour, Lord
Mountjoye and Earl of Elphick—only son of
Iord Granville, who never knew of my ex
istence," he said, gravely and solemnly. “The
story of my birth is all too extraordinary to tell
now. Suifice it—my mother, who succeeded to
this property through an uncle, brought me here,
allowing her death to be spread abroad rather
than it should ever become known that such a
human spider as myself—-"

“Then, who am I?" gasped Shelton.
“ The Earl of Elphick, Shelton Baron Mount

joye, my beloved cousin," said the other,
solemnly; “never think that I, of the elder
branch, would disgrace my family, by appear
ing publicly on the scene. When Brian Sey
mour drives me into a corner, I'll let him
know."

“ 'Sdeath l if I hadn't suspected it all along,"
cried Colonel Grant ; “ a something, I know not
what, made me think you were a Seymour."

“Hal hal ha I "
laughed the Blue Dwarf;

“ very kind of you— but I can hardly believe it.
Still I have told you the gospel truth."

“And Lord Arthur's will 1" asked Colonel
Grant, rather anxiously.

“ Shall be carried out in its integrity," said
the Blue Dwarf, solemnly. “But Brian shall
never know, unless some terrible reason arise,
who I am. Then, if nec , I will appear in
Court, proclaim myself a peer of the realm-—hal
ha l hal rather than he should inherit. I have
only to add that in addition to the evidence I
have already sent you, I have the atfidavits of
the French and English missionaries, in whose
settlement in Borneo I was born, and of whom,
for the sake of common humanity, and Christian
fellowship, I wish to say, they desired to smother
me. But then, my mother, reptile as I was.
monster as I doubtless appeared, stood between
me and death, and brought me here, where
twenty-one years ago she died, leaving me the
house and estate and considerable property, on
condition of my devoting myself to the younger
branch. Ask me no more."

And he hurried from the room.
The three stood amazed ; they had all risen.
“ Noble, generous cousin," cried Shelton
“Yes, he is all that, and a devoted friend.

Now I understand his devotion to you," re
marked the colonel, earnestly.

“ Still," said Lord Jermyn, drily, “it's very
awkward for you, Shelton, to as Earl of
Elphick and Baron Mountjoye, when you are
not.”

“You will make my cousin regret his can
dour," replied Shelton, sorrowfully; “he will
never do anything to injure me. Ho is too
high-minded. I hope, father, it W. . make no
difference between us."

" Nol no 1" said Lord Jermyn, who was
really a generous man. “ I was only s. little
flustered at first. I never heard of such abnega
tion in my life. But let this family secret re
main sacred between us three. As Grant says,
despite his hideous ugliness, his fearful distor
tions, there is something of the Seymour in him,
and to sum up, he is a perfect gentleman."

“ Thank you, father," replied Shelton, shaking
his hand heartily; “and now let us join the
ladies.”

“ Of course.”
And they went down, pleading important

business and news from London, as an explana
tion for their delay.

CHAPTER XLVIII.
THE BAUNTS or EVIL.

Meanwhile, after leaving strict orders with
Tom Green to look after Joe A=~kew—no very
pleasant tssk—and under no circumstances to
let him have access to anybody but himself,
Sspathwa and Tim Roach started for the Great
Metropolis, as it was called even then, when its
population was so vastly inferior to what it is
now.

They travelled chiefly by night, and by devious
ways, entering London by night.

Sapathwa had too often befriended poor and
humble peo le not to have many friends ; but he
wished on t isoccasion that his presence should,
as far as possible, be kept an utter secret.

He therefore preferred to go to one of the
low, secret dens, where he could always obtain
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110 THE BLUE DWARF;

admission through pass words given to him by
Dick Turpin.

At the time of which we speak, there was a
large number of regular thieves’ dens, where,
however, if known, and under the protection of
any of the gang, a man was as safe ‘as in an
hotel.

There were a great number scattered all over
the metropolis, and there were scarcely any of
the old privileged districts but what had some
dozens of these houses in them.

Many of the thieves’ kitchens were long secret
rooms, built at the back of some of the low ale
houses, and the only entrance to them was by
means of a secret door opening from the inside.

When the Blue Dwarf reached London it was
eleven o'clock at night.

They were in Holborn.
The gang of thieves-which infested Holborn,

Fleet~street, and Ludgate Hill, had their head
quarters in Field-lane, where congregated the
most desperate characters in London.

The Blue Dwarf alighted near Hand-court. and
sent Tim Roach with the horses to the care of an
innkeeper who kept a house there.

Then they walked along until they came to
the fearful den known as Field-lane, so ad
mirably described by Dickens, in Oliver Twist.

Going up to a certain house in the middle qf
the lane, the Blue Dwarf knocked in a peculiar
way with a stick.

The Blue Dwarf, as usual, wore a cap, cloak,
and hood, which concealed everything except
the shortness of his stature.

The door opened ajar, a heavy chain grating'
as it did so.

The person inside exchanged some words in
a wretched jargon, known as “thieves’ lingo,”
which seemed to satisfy the speaker inside.

Then came the crucial test.
" Who's your foster-father 7 "
" Kid Nipper,” was the answer, and the door

opened wide.

Sapathwa now slipped five guineas into the
man’s hand, and, the passage being very dark, was
at once led through a long, narrow way until a
small room was reached.

It was small, and roughly furnished, but con
tained all that could be wanted.

The man who ushered them in pointed to two
bell ropes. One of those he indicated was to be
rung for necessaries, the other when they wanted
a pal. _ _“

Supper I
" said Sspathwa, giving another

guinea to the attendant.
The man nodded and went out.
The Blue Dwarf threw himself on a conch,

placed his cloak over him, and waited until the

supper was brought before he removed it.
They then locked the door on the inside, ate

such supper as was provided for them, and then,
after a brief consultation, retired to rest.

There was a rude bed and bed-clothes, and the
Blue Dwarf taking the top end, the other coiled
himself at the foot of the bed and slept soundly."

‘

The thick, murky sun of London came in
through the panes of glass opaque with dirt and
slime. _

The Blue Dwarf was up first, and quietly sat
at the end of the bed in an old-fashioned arm
chair.

He did not disturb Tim until he began to

ltretch his arms and show signs of awakening.
He then rang the bell which called the

breakfast-waiter, and he appeared at once.

“ Breakfast I " said Sapathwa, laconically,
The greasy-looking waiter-boy at once re

tired, and very shortly returned with such a
breakfast as was considered a good one in those
davs

He then retired.
When the meal was over, the Bliie Dwarf rang

the other bell, which brought to their room an
oldish man, shabby, uncombcd, with a head like
a door-mat in a fit, and a mean and cunning
face.

“What is your need 7
"

he asked.
“ I am not very well," replied the other, “ and

have pressing need that business should- be
transacted with Kid Nipper and others. I want
my man to go freely in and out."

The man held out his hand.
The other put two guineas in it.
“ He knows the risk Z‘

"
“ I will answer for him. He will do only

what I tell him."
The man nodded.
" Is he ready l "
“ Quite."
“ Then let him follow me ; I will give him the

return password."
Tim Roach at once obeyed, and went after the

queer-looking janitor of that extraordinary den.
They are rarer now than they were in the

olden time ; but even now in the east of London
are places which, if discovered, would astound
many, and explain some of the mysterious dis
appearances which constantly appear in the
papers.

The man took Tim to the door, opened it
,

and
letting him out, bolted and barred it behind him.

CHAPTER XLIX.

I

BRIAN AND rm.

' Tim Roach was not a Londoner, nor inti
mately acquainted with its character ; but he
was a shrewd, clever fellow, with a tongue in his
head.

He simply asked for Drury-lane. and was at
once directed to that then fashionable quarter.

It is now a byword and a disgrace to London,
and foreigners stare to see such a vile neigh
bourhood in the heart of a great city dividing the
City proper from the West-end.

Having reached the street itself, he easily
found the number, and, on inquiring, found that
Mr. Brian Seymour lived on the tirst floor.

He went up at once and rang the bell.
It was answered by a dapper-looking man in

plain livery, who eyed the simply-dressed yokel
with marked disdain.

“ What do yer please to want 7 ” he asked.

i

“ To see Master Seymour—important mes
sage,” replied Tim.

" I ‘ope it's all right, else I'll get a nice wig
ging. Come in, hairy-top."

'l‘im had taken off his cap, and exhibited a
terrific shock of red hair.

“All right, my noble bouncer," replied Tim,

l and followed his leader into the ante-chamber.
“ Any name?"
“ Say I comes from Joe Askew," was the rather

loud answer.
“ Show him in," cried a voice close at hand.

1 The serving-man pointed to a door and bade
the other go in.

He entered, and found Brian Seymour in a

‘_ flowered dressing-gown reclining on a couch, with

\
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 111

a huge mug of ale before him. He had been
drinking hard, and was taking the famous morn
ing recipe of “ twopenny.”

“ So you come from Joe Askew?" asked
Brian. “ Why did he not come himself 7 Has
he written 7"

“Nos, sir; he be main bad; hurt his right
hand, with the bursting of a gun," said Tim,
fumbling with a bit of paper which he handed
to Brian. “ He said if I show’d 'un that, you‘d
understand.”

“ Sit down," replied Brian, examining his own
letter. “ Well, what's his mes=age ? "

“That he'd tracked ’un nearly home, and as
soon as his hand was properly dressed, he'd
write."

“ Can you read? ”
asked Brian.

“N0. Aint got no larnin',"
Roach, with a vacant look.

“ Can you drink i ” continued Brian, half-in
clined to laugh.

“Try ’un,” with a grin.
“There's a number of bottles-brandy, gin,

and Hollands. Take what you like."
Tim helped himself to a tolerable modicum of

brandy.
“ Where did you leave Joe Askew? "
“‘ Dun Cow,’ Barlop, N —-shire," was the

ready answer.
Brian took pen, ink and paper, and Wrote :

“ I am getting very impatient. Hope you have
tracked them. Time is passing rapidly, and un
less something is done soon, I shall lose all.
Keep me well up in all that is going on. I will
come down if necessary. In fact, unless I hear
from you soon, I shall."

“ Are you ready to start at once T”
asked Brian

Seymour.
" Yes, sir,“ replied Tim. rising.
“ Do you want money!"
“ Joe gave I a guinea." responded Tim, touch

ing his forelock.
“ There's a couple more,"said Brian, chucking

them at him.
They rolled on the floor, and Tim stooping,

with a Bedlamite chuckle, picked them up and
went out, putting his cap on in the ante
chamber.

As he descended the stairs he had to s'nnd on
one side to let a man pass.

It was Robert Woodstock. Their eyes met.
The recognition was mutual; but Tim knew who
the man was, while Robert Woodstock merely
asked himself where he had seen that face before.

His glance, however, was suificiently marked
to put Tim on his guard. He would avoid him
for the future.

Should he recognise him as the earl‘.-1servant,
all would be lost. and what they expected to
gain by the capture of Joe Askew would be

in jeopardy.
Tim soon found himself back in the den, re

cording faithfully what had occurred.
The Blue Dwarf listened without moving a

muscle.
" Fortunate thing you said you could not read

or write,” said Tim's employer drily ; “ he would
never have written that note. We must put
Dick Turpin on his track."

Again he rang the bell for the janitor, whose
palm he crossed with another guinea.

" Is Kid Nipper in town? "
he asked.

“ Yes. There's s feed at the ‘ Blue Boar ’ to
night. He‘ll be there," replied the other, and
retired.

replied Tim

The Blue Dwarf, who always carried writing
materials with him. wrote a letter to the bold

highvlpayman,
which he fastened and addressed

1| II

“You will go to this banquet, Tim," said the
other, with a grim smile ; " and see more of high
wayman life than you ever saw before.“

Tim Roach looked rather frightened; in fact,
he turned quite pale.

“You will be as safe as in a drawing-room,
with my introduction," grimly continued his
master. “ You have some hours before you yet.
The first thing I must do is to teach you the pass
words you will have to use."

We need not say that Tim Roach could not
only read and write, but was far better educated
than most men of his class.

The Blue Dwarf wrote down clearly the pass
words nnd answers necessary to obtain admit
tance to the sanctum of the "Blue Boar," and
made Tim learn them by heart.

To repeat them from a written paper would
have been dangerous.

After this they dined ; and when night came,
the Blue Dwarf gave five guineas to Tim, that
he might hold his own with the rest, and started
him off.

The Blue Dwarf had no care for money, but
as it ministered to the plans he wished to carry
out.

His was not the character depicted so well by
Goldsmith. He was not to be described as
BOI116

“ [nus miser visiting his store,
Bends at his treasure. counts, recounts it o'er;
Hoards after hoards his rising raptures till;
Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still."

Tim went out, and having received directions,
easily found the " Blue Boar.“

It was one of those low, beetle-browed public
houses, rarely to be found now-a-days, even in
the oldest parts of London.

It had only two stories.
Tim went in, and going up to the bar.

ordered s drink in the most elegant thieves‘
Latin.

The landlord served him, and as he took his
money, asked him a question in supreme
flash.

Tim answered perfectly correct in the same
dialect that he had a letter for Kid Nipper.

The bar was almost empty, and the master.
ordering some one to take his place, motioned
Tim to follow him.

They reached a door at the end of a passage,
at which Boniface knocked thrice in n peculiar
way.

It opened sharply, and then closed again.
They were in n dimly-lighted passage. The
landlord advanced, and Tim soon heard sounds
of revelry—songs, laughter, and curses inter
mixed.

The landlord opened the door, spoke a few
words to a man near the door, who found a seat
for Tim at the table. and then retired.

Tim at once produced a guinea, and asked his

friend to drink, an offer which was accepted
with effusive thanks.

“ Presently," he said, “ I want to see Kid
Nipper ; but there's no hurry."

" All right ; there's four or five staves to come,

and then I'll be bound they'll call for the
wines."

Tim nodded, and then looked around.
it was a scene never to be forgotten. All the
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112 THE BLUE DWARF;

" money, Tim will bring you some.

high tobies, highwaymen, and men of that class l his legs. His body was short, but not stunted,
in London were present.

Many had come long distances to be present,
it being some anniversary of the fancy.

A rough-looking lot—coarse, vulgar, and red
nosed chiefly.

Topers all ; though, when on business intent,
they were careful not to overrun the mark.

Life and death depended on coolness and
decision, and every man knew it.

Here they were safe. It was a “ boozing
ken," entirely devoted to the profession, and
every man knew he had nothing to fear.

Song succeeded song, shouts succeeded shouts,
oaths followed oaths, while laughter over
powered all as some story of unusual audacity
was related.

Presently glasses were replenished, and cards
and dice called for.

Now was ’.l‘im’s opportunity. I-lo and his
friend had had several glasses, but Tim was
quite sober.

They made their way to the table, where ‘Dick
Turpin sat with Gentleman George, Blueskin,
and Jack Sheppard. ,

“ Gentleman to see you," said the humbler
thief.

“ Eh l what l " cried Dick Turpin, who had
taken his share ; “ who ?—who T

"

Tim whispered a word.
“ All right,” was the answer; then Dick

Turpin said—“ Excuse me, gents ; won't keep
you ten minutes."

He staggered to his feet, and led the way to a
small side room.

There was alight, a table with a large basin
of cold water, and towels.

l
Turpin plunged his head into this, rubbed

himself dry, and then turned to Tim, looking
thoroughly recovered.

“Now then, my lad,” said Turpin, “ what's
the orders Z" -

“ Here's a letter," answered Tim.
“ Well, my boy, my fakers are rather dim ; I

know there‘s no secrets from you ; read it."
“B. S. and R. W. will be shortly at the ‘ Dun

Cow,‘ Barlop, N-—shire. Follow as soon asl
convenient ; I will be near. If you want

This is Fri
day. Would meet you at six on Saturday."

“ All right, my bantam," said Turpin, “ I'll he
there. Bring me some mopuses, then ; what
with the lassies, dice, and fashion, I'm pretty
well faked.”

“ All right,” replied Tim; “ I'll be all there.
I'll be going now ; master will be expecting me."

And he retired, finding no difiiculty in reach
ing the door that led into the public bar.

This was now crowded, both the public counter
and two side bars, with fast men and tlaunting
women. Among these Tim recognised Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock, flashily-dressed,
smoking the newly-invented cigar, and talking
to two painted Jezebels.

Tim dived into the crowd, and disappeared.
He had no wish to assist Bob Woodstock's
memory. .

He was soon at the den, where he and his
master passed a quiet night, leaving before dawn
of day to avoid the crowd.

The public in Hand-court reached, they break
fasted in a private room. secured food and drink
in their saddle bags, and rode away.

The Blue Dwarf wore a peculiarly-made cloak,
which hung down so as to completely conceal

so that he appeared, at a cursory view, only an
invalid, who wished to cover his head from the
sun, wind, and rain, as the weather changed.

They rode for thirty miles at a moderate pace
without stopping, and then reached a dense
wood, through which a river passed.

No highwayman knew England better than
the Blue Dwarf. Ever since his boyhood it had
been his delight to start off on horseback at
night, wandering here, there, and everywhere,
sleeping in barns and outhouses or under trees.

There was not a woodland resort of any im
portance and beauty that he did not know.

We have yet to show how, when he reached
manhood, he became a student of books, which
he devoured eagerly, especially poetry. There
were some lines which he would often repeat to
himself

“ Thus to my breast alternate passionsrise,
Blessed with each good that heavento man supplies;
Yet oft a sigh prevails. and sorrows fall,
To res the sum of human bliss so sznall;
And oft I wishe-l upon the sceneto find
Somespot to real happiness consigned.
Where my worn soul, each wandering hopeat rest,
May gather bliss to seemy fellows blest."

Nothing spoke more strongly in favour of the
human species than Percy Clarence Seymour’s
love of his race, of his devotion to the good, and
his cordial detestation of evil.

As they entered the wood, leading their horses,
secluded paths led in every direction, lined with
trees and shrubs.

The Blue Dwarf took his way towards the
river, which they soon reached.

Here there was a green and grassy slope. most
grateful to man and beast. The Blue Dwarf
selected a sheltered spot under u spreading oak
it was a warm day—and, dismounting, allowed
the horses to feed at will.

There was little chance of their straying far,
with plenty of good grass and water. Besides,
they oelonged to the cripples own stable
would feed out of his own hand, and were much
attached to him.

The cloak was spread on the ground, and then
the viands were seen to.

There was a meat-pie, a hand of pork, a loaf,
and a bottle of brandy.

The dwarf produced a large leather bottle,
which he sent Tim to the river with, and then
the two made a hearty meal. Both had good
appetites and enjoyed their food.

When the meal was ovcr and the remains put
away, the dwarf determined to rest during the
day, only starting on their way at nightfall.

Both lay under the greenwood tree, and in a
few moments both slept.

They had ridden far and were exhausted, and
the heat made repose pleasant.

They remained still for some three hours. It
was still light, but the sun was going down
gradually.
' At that moment a boat came in sight.
men were rowing while one was steering. They
were a rough trio. Suddenly they caught sight
of the horses and of the sleepers. A brief con
ference ensued and then they made for the
shore.

Two landed, while the third remained to mind
the boat.

They did not approach the sleepers, but made
directly for the horses, which were uncon
cernezily cropping the grass.

They were regular horse-stealers. From-the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 118

bottom of the boat they had taken a couple ot
halte and a sieve full of corn.

W1 h these they stealthily approached the
animals, which at first did not move.

When, however, they got close up, the horse

_ and mare both started, and the former neighed

\ ioudly.
“ B—t them l” cried one of the men ;

" they’ll wake the infernal blokes. Throw your
. halter over his neck."
‘ " They're beautiful beasts, but rather skittish,"

replied the other.
“ Aint they lovely f" shrieked the Blue Dwarf

in their ears.
They turned and fled yelling, not from the

menacing pistols, but at sight of the hideous ,
face and form that confronted them.

Never before had the hardened horse-stealers
sustained such a fright.

They declared ever after thata demon haunted
the forest, and for months would not pass that
way.

As they put off, they heard a blood-curdling
laugh behind them, which hurried them in their
fli;rht—terrified as they had never been before.

The Blue Dwarf himself could not help laugh
ing at their abject terror, though it demonstrated
clearly what a hideous monster he must appear
to them.

“ I think you had better give the horses their
corn." said the dwarf ; "they deserve it. If
Flycatcher had not whinnied, I might not have
been awakened."

Tim at once obeyed, without any remark, and
half an hour later they were on their road to
wards the “ Dun Cow." They rode on. until
midnight, when, coming to a night-house near a
green, they secured a double-bedded room,

supped in private—always to be done even in
such a house by paying well—and retired to
IE8!’

By eight they were ofi again, and by the dusk
of evening, after a brief halt, were in the neigh
bourhood ot the “ Dun Cow."

It was a very well known but small inn, withI posting-yard and large stable accommodation.
It was a great place at which post-chaises

changed horses, just as it was a halt for carters
and waggoners ; but on one side of the stable-yard
was a neat, dapper little house; on the other
one suited to the humbler customers.

The Blue Dwarf and Tim passed without
stopping, nor halted until they were a mile
away, when the cripple turned his horse's head
and entered n plantation.

At the end of this was a huge, dilapidated
barn.

Here they put up, and as soon as-he was ready
Tim prepared to start in order to interview Dicl:
Turpin, take him money, obtain afresh supply

pfimfood
and drink, and generally look about

He had made up a packet, which he placed
behind him, in which he had put a rough suit of
yokel’s clothing.

When he had assumed this dress he was lite
rally unrecognisable.

" The Blue Dwarf was delighted with his fore
thought, and complimented him upon it

,

saying
that he was very proud to have such a clever
coadjutor.

Tim blushed with pleasure. He had brains
and sense enough to appreciate the good and ex

cellent_ qualities of his unfortunate master, to
whom in his heart he had vowed a fealty only

second to that which he owed to Shelton Sey
mour.

We shall presently tell under what circum
stances Shelton had earned the gratitude of Tim.

Tim, walking in a slouching way, and imitating
a yokel’s walk to the life. reached the “ Dun
Cow," and took care to walk in the middle of
the road, in front of the better house.

This had been agreed upon before they left
London.

Dick Turpin was seated at an open window,
and Tim saw him at once.

But he still passed, in order to leave a bag he
had with him at the other house, to be called
for. and then returned.

He now made a preconcerted signal, which
Dick at once recognised. and rising, ordered the
waiter to bring that boy in.

“ I'm expecting a message,” he said, “ and I

think that greenhorn has got it for me, only he
don’t know me."

The haughty domestic went out, and bade
Tim follow him.

With true cockney inaccuracy—-he was a Lon
don importation—he spoke :

“ Hi l you clod-hopper, her-e’s a ‘ gent

’ "—vul
garity of all vulgarities—“ as wants you."

" What for 2" growled Tim.
“ Them's my orders," cried the man, Jones by

V name; “ ar' you'a-coming? "
‘" Yees, blunderbuss," was the answer.
The waiter eyed him keenly. He was a very

susceptible man, but not a very acute one. Was
blunderbuss a personal insult?

While he was thinking, Tim entered the house,
and went into the room where Dick Turpin was
sitting.

“ Come along. my lad; be quick," he said,
“ before that fool of a waiter comes back."

“ There’s ahundred"mopuses,” he began, hand
ing the highwayman a bag of guineas. “ Meet me
at the cross roads in a quarter-of-an-hour."

At this moment the door opened, and Jon
entered.

“ If you're sure you is the gent, here's a letter
for you," said Tim.

“ Yes l yes l you infernal young ass l " roared
the other. “ Will you give it me, and not keep
me waiting 7"

'

“There it is," said Tim, with simulated hesi
tation ; “ but my master said as the man I was

to give it to was the image of Dick Turpin; and
how can I tell as you is? "

“ You hinfernal young blackgua ,” cried the
London waiter, “ to insult a gent in this 'ouse;
git out."

"Let him alone, Jones," cried Dick Turpin,
who was choking with laughter ; “ he's more
than half a fool. Go away, boy, and don't be so
foolish."

Tim aidled out with an indignant look at the
waiter.

"Gracious!" exclaimed Dick, jumping up as
he read the note. “ I ought to have had this an
hour ago. Get me a hot supper by nine—just
as you know how. Give the cook a little of your
London experience. There’s a guinea for your
self.

And Dick Turpin, after drinking a stifi glass
at the bar, went out.

Ten minutes after he joined Tim. who led him
by a circuitous route to where the Blue Dwarf
awaited them.
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CHAPTERL.
A nnrnosracr.

We will now cxplain the afiection felt for the

earl by Tim Roach.
It was a dark and miserable night, fog in the

air, rain descending in torrents. and mud under
foot. Hackney couches went slowly through the
mire, and pools of water looked like shapeless
spectres ; the oil lamps burned dimly, and such

pedestrians as were about shivered and crouched
close to the houses, wheezing and bitterly com

plaining of the state of the weather.
The clocks were striking the hour of nine,

when a man hurrying along Oxford-street turned
into one of the streets approaching the aristo
cratic squares. and entered a house.

The hall was in darkness, and he stopped for
a moment to feel for a small lamp hidden away
in a little recess.

He found it, and began to ascend the stairs.
“ How cold I am," the man said, shivering, and

shaking a shower of clammy rain drops from his
hat.

Be entered the room upstairs.
It was poorly furnished—-wretCl1Bd—a1J(l con

tained only a huge bed with wretched clothes,
a smnll table and two chairs.

This man had been handsome once; but the
fulness of his cheeks had departed; his eyes
were sunken, and lacked the old lustre of bril
liancy ; and he was, to anyone that had known
him of old, but a shadow of his former self.

He set down his lamp on the table, and glanced
with a bitter smile at his clothes, dripping with
wet.

“ The night is well suited to my purpose,"
he muttered, as he sat down in a large arm chair
lined with straw.

The fantastic shadows on the wall caught
his eye, and he stopped, and pressing his hand
to his brow, stood trembling asa man who really
believed he was in the presence of a spirit.

“ I am going mad," he said. “ I know this is

all folly. What a weak, pnling child I am l
Well, well, it will soon be over.“

There was a fire. in front of which he spread
his thin was‘ed hands.

Ten o'clock!
He heard the striking of the clock, booming

out its warning to men that their hours were
lessening ; and, unlocking a drawer, he took out
a phial, filled with colourless fluid, and held it
up to the light.

“ What! " he muttered between his teeth.
"What if the potion should not effect its pur
pose. It may torture and rack my agonised
frame, and leave me to live another accursed
age. Nol no! it's too dreadful to fail."

As he spoke a dreadful change came over
him; his face flushed crimson, the veins of his
brow grew black, stifiened, and stood out like
whip-cord; and yet he was motionless, spell
bound, and apparently rivetted to the ground.

Slowly his fingers relaxed, and the deadly
phial slipped from them, and poured out its con
tents upon the carpet. What had caused this
change?

He heard voices.
Those of his son, and a stranger.
They dashed into the room; and the son. a

lad of seventeen, took in the situation. He
knew of the existence of this fatal bottle.

“He's poisoned himself l "
“ N01" said the other, in a f=eble tone ; “ but,

when I heard your voice, I threw the c
of the bottle on the floor. But why, I
know. It is ever the same."

" Go, fetch wine and some food," said the
stranger (who was no o:her than young Lord
Elphick) to the boy, and giving him a guinea.

Not a word was spoken until Tim returned
with food and wine, of which the other partoolt
sparingly.

But it revived him, and presently he was able
to speak.

He told Lord Elphick that he had been a
small farmer on a certain estate which he
named—it was on one of Shelton's properties
but that, not doing well, he had sold his interest
in it, and come to London.

Here he had gone from bad to worse, until
he and his son found themselves in their present
position—-he utterly prostrate and hopeless, the
boy reduced to hold horses or do any menial job
he could get.

‘- Would you like to go back to that farm, or
another T" asked Elphick.

" Sir, I have no money. A farm requires
capital and stock," was the answer, spoken in a
voice of‘ deep desolation and hopeless despair.

“ Well, I am your ex-landlord, Lord Elphick,
and there are two farms vacant. if you like to
come, Mr. Roach, my trustees will advance you
the necessary capital. Will that suit you, Mr.
Roach I

“ .

The other could not speak, but his looks spoke
for him.

“Iwill leave you now," sai-l Lord Elphick,
“

and, call in to-morrow, when we will make
further arrangements."

Tim accompanied him to the door.
“ No farther," he said, putting his purse into

his hand ; “ I will be here at_twelve to-morrow.
Get yourselves clothes."

Tim. in a disjointed way, thanked him, and
went back to his father.

The interview is too sacred a thing to be

recorded.
When the young earl called the next day, he

found them plainly but neatly dressed, and much
changed in appearance.

Ina week they were on a farm; and later,
when the young earl thought it wise to retire to
France, he took Tim as his body servant, and he
had remained with him ever since.

tents
o not

CHAPTER LI.
THE TWO coxrmnnnarns.

After a brief interview with the Blue Dwarf,
Dick Turpin returned to the “Dun Cow," Tim
following at a distance. He was to lodge in the
old inn, and sleep anywhere he could, so that he

kept up a communication with the highwayman.
Another day passed, and evening came. Dick

had been out for a quiet ride, just to keep his
hand in and exercise his horse, and was near the

door of the inn, when he saw two figures he
knew well.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock had

just ridden up to the door, and were in the act

of alighting. He let them go in, and then

followed suit, giving them time to enter the

parlour.
As soon as they were installed, he went with

a perfectly innocent look, which changed to one
of surprise when he recognised the two com

rades.
" Eh l what! You down in this part of the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. llii

country," cried Dick, heartily ; “ why, we’re

always meeting." ,
“ We‘re travelling on business ; and, being

tired, put up here for the night," said Brian,
stifily.

" l am here also on business," said Diuk, with
aknowing wink; "every man knows his own
affairs best."

And, seating himself, he ordered the waiter to
bring him supper.

The others did the same. '

Presently the door was pushed gently open,
and the shock head of Tim Roach, now Job
Curly, peered in.

He winked terribly at Brian, who made a sign
to him to enter.

Dick had turned his back, and was busily
engaged in eating boiled beef.

" Well," said Brian.
“ J0e—he found this place too public loike, and

he don't like he," pointing over his shoulder to
unconscious Dick.

Brian frowned.
“ He’s at the ‘ Magpie and Stump,’ four miles

on,” continued Job ; “ when you‘ve finished your
grub I'll take you to him. You needn‘t be gone
an hour ; .l‘ll wait outside."

The men nodded, and Job retired, without
once glancing in the direction of Dick Turpin.

The comrades ate their supper in sullen
silence ; and then, calling the waiter, paid their
reckoning and for their beds.

They were going a short distance to call upon
a friend, and would not be late.

Their horses were brought; and, mounting,
they went along the road a little way, when
they were joined by Job Curly, bestridlng a

sturdy fat pony, pretty well up to work, but not
of the sort to be hurried.

Job said nothing, but took his post in front,
and jogged along pretty well, compelling the

others, however, to check their steeds, which
were not used to the pace.

After a few hearty curses, they relapsed into
silence.

Job still jogged on, turning shortly from the
highway and following a bridle path.

This brought them presently to what appeared
a wide expanse of moor—a seemingly endless
and naked heath. A few brambles and gorse
bushes were all the variations of feature. The
pony went wading along in sand ; or, if Job
turned him out of it, stumbling along over
lumpy ground in a still more miserable manner.

“ Now then, booby, where are you taking us

to—where‘s your ‘ Magpie and Stump
‘ 2" cried

Brian, with a fierce and savage oath.
At that moment they all saw a light at what

appeared to be no great distance.
“ That be the ‘ Magpie and Stump,’ " said Job,

in an elated tone ; “ we'll be there directly."
With muttered curses the men followed ; but,

though they hurried on, they did not make much
progress. Sometimes they came to bogs, which
threatened to put a stop to their progress alto
gether, and at other times they had to move on
one aide to avoid a steep descent.

But now the light was nearer, and some trees
were visible.

They also heard the barking of dogs.
The guide had got a little way ahead, as if to

look for a safe path.
" But where in the devil's name is the house 2"

'
asked Brian, furiously.

But no answer came. Their false and
treacherous guide had deserted them in the
middle of the dreary plain.

“ Curses light on the dolt," roared Brian;
“ where can he be 1 "

“Gone to look for the house," sueered Robert ;
“I did not like the look of the rat. I believe he
is in league with our foes.”

“ Let us push on," cried Brian.
The light now seemed to get nearer, and they

saw that it came from a fire on the border of a
black pine wood, and they could discern figures
moving duskily about it.

To their great consternation, they discovered
that it was an encampment of gipsies.

“ What.’s to be done? "
asked Brian.

“ I think we're safe enough. You know I
understand the Romany," replied Robert,
coolly ; “it will only cost us a few guineas."

They were close up by this time ; and, if they
would have drawn off, could not on that boggy
swamp, for they heard dogs rushing towards
them, barking loudly, while several hoarse voices
commanded them to be still.

By the light of the fire they could see that the
ground was safe here, and so rode on; and, by
the light of some flaming brands, held aloft by a
number of wild figures of both men and women,
soon were close to the camp.

“ Who are you, and what do you want f "
asked a thick and threatening voice.

“ ‘IX-avellers who have lost their way," replied
Robert, in pure Romany ; “is that my friend
Pharaoh's voice 7"

“ Come in," was the answer. _
Brian gazed curiously around, temporarily re

assured by his friend's words.
He saw by the blaze of the fire of pine

branches a score and a half of gipsies, from the
ancient hag to the little child, with but a very
small piece of flannel shirt, who stood by the fire
or stared at them with great black eyes that
seemed evidently opened by the clamour, out of
a sleep that would soon master them again.

The men were those great swarthy figures with
lanky black hair that need no description
they are too common to the tribe ; and the
women, as wild,but more artful-looking, were in
a ruder dishabille than is their wont, and evi
dently on the point of retiring into their tents
for the night.

In the tents that were pitched around were
seen other figures, many of them children, and
young girls with black heads and fiashingjeyes,
all peering forth to see what was the matter.

“How is it you are here, sir T" asked Pharaoh,
a fine looking man.

Robert drew him on one side and told his
story.

“ Very strange-—do you know this boy f"
“ He came with a good introduction. He was

to lead me to the ‘ Magpie and Stump,’ to meet
a man on business.

" Do you wish to go there to-night I"
“ Yes ; my friend will pay liberally. and stand

treat to the whole camp," replied Robert.
Brian, who was listening, put five guineas into

the gipsy's hand.
Pharaoh nodded, said a few words in Romany

to his people, and then summoned Simrock.
The gipsies meanwhile had cheered. and then

a youth with a skin as tawny as an adder's back,
teeth as white as milk, and roguish eyes, stepped
forward.
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116 THE BLUE DWARF;

'
r The master of the house soon appeared with a

jasked Brian, filling hmelf up a second glass.

'
clue."

“ Lead the Pallas (brothers, a name that made | It was enveloped in a horseman’s cloak.
them sacred) to the Shaashas." “ Let us follow," said Brian ; " that man may

The boy nodded, and turned to go. know of some shelter."
The travellers followed without hesitation. They sped on a little longer, but the horseman
The boy, lithe as a greyhound, trotted on be- was out of sight.

fore them along a narrow path which wound At last the storm began suddenly to subside;
through the, bog, one impetuous torrent, tenfold more violent

“Keep close to him, and don‘t swerve to the than any that preceded it, was followed by a
right or left," had said Pharaoh. momentary stillness, which was again broken by

They were careful t/ocarry out his injunctions, a short relapse of less formidable severity.
and after an interval of a quarter of an hour, During this they took shelter in a copse, over
reached firm land. which hung a large number of very lofty and

They were on the highway, and close to a. umbrageous trees.
house of square appearance, but not at all large Getting into the best quarters they could, they
dimensions, soon found they were not alone.

“ That’s the ‘ Magpie,’ " said the boy, Four men, well mounted, wearing cloaks, were
Brian gave him a trifle, with which he started beside them.

off in high glee, Before either Brian or Robert could move or
They rode up to the inn door. speak they were knocked ofi their horses, gagged,
It was little more than an ale-house; but the and bound.

appearance of two gentlemen on horseback soon A whispered conference ensued, and then once
brought landlord and ostler to the door. more they were put on their steeds, and the

They alighted. whole party left the copse just as the beautiful
moon broke out, the clouds rolled heavily away,
and the sky shone forth, as Lytton has it, “ as
fair and smiling as Lady at a ball, after
she had been beating her husband at home."

They rode some distance, and then there was
a halt.

The two men were lifted ofi their horses, and
carried along some distance.

Then they were laid down, and their bonds
and gags removed.

Looking around, they found themselves in a
cave hollowed out of the rock, with no visible
exit or entrance.

Some straw and a lamp on tnefground was all
they could see.

Both men grosned.
“ That infernal man-monster 1"} cried Brian

Seymour ; “ it's his doings."
A low curdling laugh, horrible to listen to,

was heard from above.
They looked round wildly.
But though they shouted “ Murder I” and

“help l" no sound came.
They spent some time in useless cursing, and

then from very weariness slept.
When they awoke the lamp was still burning ;

but beside them was a loaf, some cheese, and a
bottle of water.

The men looked at one another in perfect awe.
“ What does it mean 7"
“ Repentance l” said a hollow voice, and a

hideous laugh followed.
The two men were appalled ; never in the

course of their lives had such a fearful experience
come to them.

They could neither eat, drink, nor speak, and
lay like logs.

This lasted some time.
Then hunger regained its sway, and they con

sumed some of the food.
Towards evening, when waking from a doze,

they found some rum and two tin pannikins.
They divided the spoil, and drank eagerly.
In an hour they were fast asleep.

“ Let us have some brandy—-your best," said
Brian; "bring it in yourself,"

This was said as they passed into a small but
neat parlour.

bottle and glasses.
Brian waved him to a seat, and bade him help

himself.
"I have come here to see a servant of mine

whom I sent forward on business," remarked
Brian. and described him minutely. “Have you
seen him 7"

“ He was here ten days ago," remarked the
landlord. “ I think he said his name was
Askew."‘ “ That's the man."

“He was here a short time and then left."
_

" There has been foul play,” cried Brian, hotly;

‘“we were lured here by a pretended messenger,

lwho deserted us in the bog."
" It's queer, master."
“Are there any noblemeu's seats about here 2"

" No, sir—not one. The only house of any
consequence is Woodleigh, which belongs to a
kind of man-monster."

"H—ll and the devil I" cried Brian, as he
turned to Robert, and added in a lower tone,
“ we've been nicely tricked. But 'rve'1:egut the

He threw down a guinea, and bade the land
lord keep it.

“ You have given us useful information,” he
said; " we’ll take it out another time."

And. ordering their horses, they mounted and
rode away on their return.

It was a dismal night, and rain had begun to
fall. As they started they thought they heard
another horseman cantm-ing their way. But the
pattering rain and the angry heavens soon
drowned the last echoes of the receding hoofs.

Before they had gone ten minutes they re
gretted having left the inn.

They looked around in vain for a tree—not
even a shrub was to be found ; the fields lay bare When they again awoke they were in total
on either side, with no partition but a dead darkness, their arms and legs bound, so that they
hedge and a deep dyke. could no more move than a swathed baby.

Then a horseman came along at a sharp pace. “What does it all mean 7" asked Brian.
The moon was hid by the dense clouds; and the 3

“ 1’m sick of this tomfoolery," replied Robert
night, though not wholly dark, was dim and i Woodstock; “ they'd better kill us at once."
obscured, so that they could only catch an out- i “ Which you heartily deserve,"- said a deep,
line of the flitting figure. i commanding voice. “Beware; you are in the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 117

power of those who could take your lives and
never be suspected. But they are not mean and
cowardly assassins like yourselves."

“ Who and what are you, fiends?"
“ I," replied the speaker, ina softer voice, “am

Percy Clarence Seymour, Earl of Elphick. For
reasons best known to myself--family reascns—
I choose the honour to be borne by my cousin
Shelton."

“ Fudge l
" muttered Brian.

"Leave Shelton alone. If you do not, not
only will I appear to take my place where I
have a right, but, on undoubted evidence, ‘I
will prove you an attempted murderer, a foul
and cowardly abductor, and a suborner ot murder
and vice.”

Then the voice ceased, and the two remained
in darkness, alone.

Their rage was beyond endurance.
Then a faint light came ; and, as if by magic,

their arms and feet were unbound.
They leaped up, only to hear a door slam.
Both cursed aloud with impious and foul oaths.
Then they made out that a hearty meal had

been provided; and, exhausted as they were,
were glad to eat heartily.

After supper they rose and felt round the
room. They were close prisoners.

After some savage and sullen conversation,
they once more went to sleep. It was all they
could do.

When they woke again, and sat up, they were
under the greenwood tree, in broad daylight,
and their horses browsing near them.

They rubbed their eyes and looked around.
“ What does it all mean 7" cried Brian Sey

mour, with a wild and savage oath. " Have we
been tricked, or been dreaming T

"
“ Not dreaming, but tricked," retorted Robert

\Voodstock; “and that vagabond Dick Turpin
is in it

,

and so is that cowardly young hound
who led us into the bog. However, I under
stand ; I know him now."

“ Well 7

" .
“ He's Tim Roach, the earl’s bodyguard, who

_ hasfoolcd us half-a-dozen times. I know him,

powhl"
Robert Woodstock, grinding his

ee wi rage.
“ Fooled us l" yelled Brian ; " worse than that.

He has placed me in their power. I wrote a
letter to Joe Askew by him, which has placed
him, bound hand and foot, in the hands of that
foul demon the Blue Dwarf."

The rage and fury of these two were pitiful
to see. There is nothing which so utterly

<I:€u;hes_la_-manhas
to

fe
ie

l

[bill h
ip

b
a
is

bclaendillped.umitaes im an ma es 1m ee sma .
Brian was so infuriated, and looked so mad

and wild, that Robert could not help laughing.
"What are you grinning about’! I see no

thing to laugh at l " cried Brian Seymour, still
more savagely.

" You look so comic, and remind me of that
devilish queer-looking personage we saw on the

stage the other night :—

‘ The balls of his broad eyes rolled in his head,
And glared betwixt a yellow and a red;
He looked a lion, with a gloomy stare,
And o'er his eyebrows hung his matted hair.’ "

“Stop this tomfoolery," said Brian, rising,
with a dark frown on his face; "let us return
to the inn. If we meet that scoundrel, Dick
Turpin, don't say snthing. If he's in the swim
we'll be even with him yet."

It was eleven when they entered the hostelry.
They gave their horses to the ostlsr; and,

entenng, ordered breakfast.
The room was empty. They were glad, as

-they were thus able to talk freely.
“I wonder what’s become of Joe Askew T"

mused Brian.
“ He's let himself be trapped," sneered Robert,

“and is now sound and safe in that infernal
man-monster’s vaults."

"Ahl yes! Woodleigh, the landlord said,“
continued Brian ; "we must keep quiet a few

gags,
and

tihen g
lp down

thlere.
\\‘e

mgst
rescue

ew, an , per aps, may earn somet ing else."
"

'l‘?h"en
you don't mcan to give up the

game

‘_
‘ Not while life and breath are in me,” replied

Brian, hotly. “After the humiliation I have
endured, were it only for the sake of sweet
revenge, I would go on. The first thing is to
rescue Askew, and punish that rascal, Tim Roach,
as

h
is

deserves."
“ ust so."
And they laid their heads together how to

captuge
Tim Roach, and let him suffer for his

treac ery.
Anyone who had seen those two would, in his

mind’s eye. have quoted two lines from Ilw
.Tannar of Tgburn :

“ This is a notable couple, and have met
But for some secret knavery."

Presently the door opened, and in came Dick
Turpin, slashing his whip against his top boots.

“Come back at last,” he said, laughing ; “ you

'

made a long stay."
“ Thanks to some thieves and scoundrels who

haunt this neighbourhood," replied Brian, hotly,
scarcely able to restrain his fury; “but I'll be
even with them yet. I’ll never rest until I

give the knaves up to justice."
“Very proper notion," remarked the high

wayman, sneering; “it everybody had his de
serts in this world, very few would escape
hanging.”

Brian turned deadly pale with rage and fear,
What did the scoundrel mean T

At this moment, Tim Roach, clothed in the
Elphick livery, entered ; and, going up to Dick,
handed him a letter.

The highwayman read it through, thoroughly
mastered its contents. and then tore it to atoms.

“ It shall be attended to,” he said.
dine, and start."

Tim bowed, and turned to go.
He faced Brian Seymour. _
“ I say, you rascally young jackanapes,” cried

Brian, hoarsely, “ what have you done with Joe
Askew I"

“ Nothing," was the seutentions answer.
“Look here ! you have played a ioul trick on

us; if you don't tell me where Joe Askew is
, I'll

horsewhip you within an inch of your life," said
Brian, raising his riding-whip.

"Two can play at that game." put in Dick
Turpin. “You let that boy alone; he's in my
company, and aint to be bullied."

Brian turned sharply on Dick Turpin, who
had his heavy riding-whip clutched in his thick,
nervous hand, the butt ready for action.

“ What do you want to interfere for 7" said he,
savagely.

“The lad came here to see me on business,"
retorted Dick, quietly, " and is under my pro
tection."

" 1'11 butt
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ll3 run BLUE nwsar;

“That wou‘t save him a horse-whipping," two or three pewter pots, full of porter—just
shrieked Brian. and turned to vent his savage come into vogue—and some foils.
temper on the lad.

“ I've a great mind to let everyone in the
house know who it is has the insolence to use
this house,” hissed Brian.

“ By all means do so," said Dick Turpin, quite
calmly ; "bring in the oflicers, if you have any,
and I shall request them to ask you—‘ What
were yen and your comrade doing at the
Grotto ‘

on the night of the Chelsea murder, and
what was in the parcel you carried?‘ "

Brian Seymour fell back on a seat, appalled.
Turpin lifted his hat and went out with a laugh.

The two men, as they gazed into one another's
eyes, shook as with the palsy.

Then Brian rang a bell that was on the table,
and ordered a pint of brandy.

It was brought, and the two arch ruflians
drank each a tumbler.

“ In the tieud's name," gasped Brian, when he
set down the empty glass, “ what could have put
that into his head 7

"
“ He must have been there and seen us,"

faltered Robert Woodstock. “ There was a
motley crowd ; and, now I think of it

,

there was
aman mounted on a black mare, his face con
cealed b_v :1 slouched hat, drinking out of a
fiagon, when you called the driver."

" D-—n l" s iid Brian, in a low tone of abject
terror; “ our necks are not safeas long as he
lives. We must kill the scouudrel—Society will
thank us."

“ Humph I “
replied Robert Woodstock, cough

ing; “ in the meantime let us temporise. It
would be the worst of folly to quarrel with Dick
Turpin."

“ You are right l Meantime we are surrounded
by danger. This infernal highwayman, Tim
Roach, and the man-monster, are all leagued
with that accursed cousin of mine. May the
foul fiend take him l“

“ Hem I

"
said Robert Woodstock, quietly;

“it is not for me to advise, but I should give the
whole affair up for the present."

" And forego my revenge?
"

hissed Brian.
“ No I It wants but eleven months of his coming
ofage. What he will do then, we all know.
That vile man-monster stole the will from me."

“ Yes I

"
mused Robert Woodstock. " What I

mean is--let a night or two pass. Take time to
think and recover. The best thing is to return
to Iondon. We are keenly watched. If we go
straight to Woodleigh, no good will come of it.
Lost a day or two in London, and we can then
go westward or northward without arousing
suspicion."

CHAPTER LII.
NIGHT Hawks.

Brian agreed ; and early next morning found
them safely ensconced in Drury Lane. In the
evening—Briun found at least twentv invita
tions-they went to dine with Lord Carlton, a
youth fresh from Oxford. He was staying at
that burrow of all noisy, riotous, unrefined
good fellows, yclept —- Hotel, Bond Street.

Here they soon plunged into a small, low
apartment. which Lord Carlton informed them
was his private room, and which contained half

a score of such stalwart youths as are seldom
seen out of a marching regiment.

The table was covered with boxing-gloves,
single-sticks, two pouderous pair of dumb-bells,

A sparring match was going on.
“ Now, my boys, dinner's ready, and the devil

take the hindmost,” said Carlton, laughing in his
boyish way.

The boxers had one final round, in which the
taller and bigger man got the worst of it.

All then hurriedly put on such orthodox gar
ments as they had defied, and after a good wash
went into dinner.

Such a dinner! but the usual one served to
young men just from college, which nearly all of
them werc—turtle without fat, venison without
flavour, champagne with the taste of a goose
berry, and hock with the properties of a pome
granate, which is not an astringent fruit.

Brandy punch was soon substituted, and about
eleven the whole party, except Brian and
Robert, had reached the devoutly-wished for
consummation of comfortable iuebriety ; and
with their eyes sparkling, their cheeks burning,
and their brave spirits ripe for a quarrel, they
sallied forth.

Brian wished to leave, but Robert assured him
there would be some fun.

They reached Charing Cross without any
molestation, save a few grunts from watchmen,
and threats from stalwart carmen, whose sweet
hearts they puahed against, and passed into the

Opera Colonnade, then a resort of fast women.
They were soon surrounded by a bevy of buxom
Cyprians, as merry and as drunk as themselves.

They halted for a few minutes to coufabulate
with their new friends, and a trial of wits
ensued. Slang was the dialect used, and Lord
Carlton beat the women hollow at this.

Suddenly one of the youths made a grab at a

bouncing lass. Accusiug her of stealing his watch,
he grasped her arm and asked for his valuable
buck.

" Then rose the cry of woman—shI-ill
As shriek of goshawk on the hill."

“ Give me my watch l " hiccupped the youth.
“ She’s stolen it."

This to some watchmen who had come up.
“ No such thing, watchmen l

" shrieked the
woman. “ This counter-skipper never had a

watch] he only filched a twopenny-halfpenny
gilt chain out of the window of his master,

Samuols, the pawnbroker, and stuck it in his

eelskin to make a show! You did, you pitiful,
lanky, chop-fed son of a dog-fish, you did l

"

“Come, comel " said a watchman ; “ move

on, move on l Can't have no disturbance l

"

taking the part of the women they knew, and

who paid them.
“ You be hanged for an infernal Charley l

"

cried the youth who had been robbed.
One of the watchmen here sprung his rattle.

In that neighbourhood this meant a large rein
forcement.

Lord Carlton knocked one watchman down
the other followed suit, and the defenders of the

public peace rolled on the ground at the feet of
the women, who uttered another goshawk shriek.

“ Gentlemen, we must fly," cried Carlton.
“ &1ut~equi peat."

None required a second invitation, and all set

cfl with whatever velocity they possessed.

Away up the Strand, for awhile, when they
turned to the left, and after innumerable penis
and various immersemeuts lD back passages,
courts, and alleys, they found themselves in

, Lincoln's Inn-fields, but shorn of their numbers.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 119

Only Brian, Robert, and Lord Carlton had
kept together.

After regaining their breath, they crossed it
and moved for Holborn along a narrow lane,
well known to the gentlemen of the quill.

It was past twelve now, and at the top they
were stopped by acrowd, who stood around a
dimly-lighted establishment.

They paused, and saw it was that refuge of
humble vice, a gin shop.

“But why the crowd outside?” asked Brian
Seymour.

“ Confirmed gin drinkers,” said Lord Carlton,
“who, having acquired the taste, live for nothing
else. Of course these have no money," pointing
to women of the vilest and most ragged descrip
tion—aged itinerants, with features seared with
famine, bleared eyes, dropping jaws, shivering
limbs, and all the mortal signs of hopeless and
aidless, and, worst of all, hreadless infirmity.

“ Come in," whispered Carlton; “ we may find
some fun here."

They went up to the counter, ordered somthing,
and looked round.

Carlton started as he saw, leaning against the
counter at one corner, a man about the age of
fifty, dressed in a costume of singular fashion
a mixture of gentility, foppishness, and poverty.

His features were in keeping with his garb;
they betokened an equal mixture of the traces
of poverty and the assumption of the dignities
reminiscent of a better day.

Two small light blue eyes were shaded by
bushy and rather imperious brows; these at
present wore the dull, fixed stare of habitual
intoxication.

Suddenly his eyes sparkled with all the quick
ness. and more than the roguery of youth.

“ He sees us." whispered Lord Carlton. “ He
knows me as Mr. Whitmore. If not too drunk
we'll have some fun."

He advanced, tapping a curious copper box,
from which he took copious pinches of snufi.

"Mr. Whitmore, hope I see you well. I am
not a person easily deceived by appearances. I
see your friends are gentlemen, like yourself.
Horace, sir, could not have included -mewhen he
said, ‘specie dc cipimur.’ I see, gentlemen, you
are surprised to hear me quote Latin. Alas, airs,
in my wandering and various modes of life,
I may say, with Cicero and l'liny, that the
study of letters has been my greatest consola
tion.”

“But, Johnson, what are you going to have to
drink?" interrupted Lord Carlton.

“My weakness is gin," he said, turning to a
drowsy barman, who looked at him with a dull
stare. “A quartern of the best old Tom."

“ You owe sevenpenoe-halfpenny already,"
said the sleepy dispenser of spirituous potations.

"Blood and confusion! you scoundrel. This
gentleman is going to pay."

The man roused himself.
“Pay yourself, and get rid of your heavy

debt." said Lord Carlton, handing him a guinea.
"Now harkee, you did son of a gun--you

Liquorpond-street of a scoundrel," cried Mr.
Johnson. “Give me change for a guinea, and
take your miserable debt, you pitiful alley of
a fellow, with a kennel for a body and a sink
for a soul. Give me my change and my gin
chopping down our lawful appetites to your
rascally standard of sevenpence-lialfpenny."

" Now then, Johnson—that will do. Does
the club meet to-night? "

__»<\\.

“ Yes, Mr. Whitmore, and but for that miserable ,1
sevenpence-halfpenny, I should be its guiding
spirit. Let me count my change. I would not
trust this rascal—this pitiful toadstool of a
trader, with no more spirit than a water bottle.
Right," he went on, drinking up his gin. “ Come,
gentlemen, I am at your service.”

CHAPTER LIII.
a LONDON DEN.

e. and’He now led the way down a passag
stopped at a low door, at which he knocked in a
peculiar way, and was at once admitted into a
tolerahly sized room, where some ten men of
various ages and professions were congregated,
enveloped in smoke, and moistening the-fever of
the Virginian plant with various preparations oi
malt.

Mr. Johnson spoke a few words in some
jargon very much like that of rampsmen,

. drummers, or mobsmen.
The company nodded their heads, and Johnson

led the way to the head oi the table, followed
by the novices. A waiter bad followed them.

Mr. Johnson seated himself in the arm chair
usually occupied by the chairman-it was his
post that night but for his impecuniosity, and
bade his comrades occupy three others near him.

“I will have a pint of port," said Johnson,
with a swagger like a lusty roisterer of the true
kidney, "and a pipe."

" The same for us," said Whitmore, and in
answer to a whisper from the chairman, added,
" yes-all round."

“Empty your flagons all," continued John
son ; " my friend wishes you all to replenish."

Nobody was backward in obeying the order,
which gave time to our friends to look around.

Most of those around were more than middle
aged men. One thin, meagre, cadaver0us
looking fellow was once a solicitor in a large
practice, now the hanger-on in a low attorney’s_
oflice; the next was evidently a broken-down
tradesmen, and so on.

One character all noticed.
He was a rough, weather-beaten sailor of

about seventy, furrowed, browned, seamed with
exposure to salt water, the winds, and sun.

Brian Seymour eyed him curiously, little
imagining what a deep part he was to play in
his life.

The great object of the club was to sing songs,
talk of old times, and tell stories.

About an hour and a half of this was pretty
well enough ; but the ex-solicitor suddenly began
a singular story of an adventure at the “ Blue
Boar" Inn, which had a hazy kind of interest
even for their rather obfuscated faculties.

When he had finished his narrative he was,
as usual, loudly cheered.

“That there ‘ Blue Boar '
story aint nothing,"

said Captain Turner, as he was called ; “ I once
knew a Blue Boy."

Brian, who had half risen, sat down again,
pale and trembling.

“ Tell that to the marines," muttered one ;
“the gentlemen won't listen to such yarns."

" I would indeed,” remarked Brian, in a thick
voice, and with a strange look at Robert, “ii
my friends don't mind.”

“Go ahead," replied Lord Carlton, who was
rather heavy ; “ but let’s have punch all ronn "

This order was obeyed ; and, the needful
being provided, the sailor began :

(
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120 THE BLUE DWARF;

“ It aint much to tell," said the sailor, one of
those hard-headed old salts, whom nothing
affected, who can stand twice as much drink as

any landsman ; “ it’s only this. As we was
going down thirty years ago along the coast of
Borneo, in the China Seas/'—geography is not a
sailor's forte—" we got retty well in there;
and,_when abreast of an 0 d Dutch fort, then be
longing to the Portuguese, a flag was hoisted and
a gun fired from the Catholic mission.

“ Our captain at once hove-to, and sent a look
out aloft. I was only forty then, and as smart
a sailor, though I says it

,
as ever ate salt junk

or weevily biscuit. I went up with a spy-glass,
and soon made outa boat pulling ofl‘. I let ‘em
know on deck. and the skipper looked over the
quarterdeck side. We were not a mile from
shore, having gone in to avoid a current. Well,
we soon made out a boat, with two women in it

,

some Malay niggers, and two priests.
“They came alongside; the women, a lady,

all black veiI,and a ayah nurse carrying a baby,
were helped on deck.

“ The priests followed, and all went into the
captain's cabin.

" Presently the priests came out and got into
the boat, and the skipper ordered the helm to
be put up, the sails to be hauled, and we
resumed our home journey.

“ Soon we knew that the state cabin had been
given up to the lady, nurse, and child. Not
much was said, but we heard as the lady was the
wife of a nob in India—a earl or something of
that sort—who had been going home to have
the baby born in England.

“ Then she was shipwrecked, and her friends
heard that the ship had been lost with all hands.
But it wasn’t so. The lady and her servant was
saved, by the devotion of a sailor, but captured
by savages. or monkeys, or something.

"Well, somehow these here pzzter an/res got to
hear of what had happened, and sent someone
to rescue her. her servant, and child.

“ She had papers to prove who she was, and
big orders for money, so the pater coves easily
bought her off.

“ Then, as I have said, she came on board.
“For a long time she never came on deck,

and then only when the surgeon told her she
would die if she didn't.

“ The nurse would sometimes come out of an
evening, with the baby in her arms; but she
never uncovered it. All anyone could make
out was that it was short, stumpy, and had the
ugliest cry I ever heard.

“ Well, one evening the lady was on deck
talking to the captain, when I had to pass the
state room.

“The door was open.
“ I peeped in, natural like, and saw that the

nurse was asleep. I was about to move back,
when on the ground, crawling on a mat, I

caught sight of the most hideous thing I ever
saw—a male child, with crippled legs, and a

skin nearly blue, that is to say, covered with
blue spots close together, and a face more like a
bsboon‘s than anything else. I knew the
wretched baby had been tattooed, but why was

it so hideous, and why was it stunted f I

never saw it again, but I never forgot it.
There. what do you think of that Blue Boy
story '2"

The audience laughed.
“ Have you no recollections of her name T"

asked Brian Seymour, carefully.

“ Yes, I remember now—Mrs. Granville," was
the answer.

“Thank you. It's a very amazing story,"
continued Brian, rising. “ I can't stay any
longer ; but drink my health," he added, as he
handeda guinea to Johnson, with his address
written on a card, “and bring Captain Turner
round to my place to-morrow at twelve, and I'll
stand you a guinea each."

And the three went out, leaving Mr. Johnson
and his friends in ecstacies at the generosity of
his aristocratic acquaintances.

“And that Mr. Whitmore, dear Mr. Whitmore,
though it's no business of ours —- he’s Lord
Carlton, eldest son of the Duke of Norwich,"
observed the old lawyer.

“ Well," said Johnson, quietly. much as he was
astonished ; “if a young nobleman likes to have
a spree under a pretended name, what does it

matter? As the poet says

‘Lordl what a group the motley scenedlulosesl
False wits, false wives, false virgins, and falsespousal.‘"

CHAPTER LIV.
FURTHER MAC!-IINATIONS.

The next day Brian and Robert sat alone at
breakfast. They had gone with Lord Carlton to
a gambling hell, and lost some money; but
finally, knocked up and exhausted, had gone
home to sleep.

Brian Seymour was dazed.
He could have no doubt in his own mind,

if this monstrous tale was true, that he was a
ruined man.

Unless——
And as this word occurred to him, a burst of

rage overtook his soul.
“ I will not be defrauded of my just inheritance,

and by a man-monster l" he gasped to himself.
Then, after breakfast, he turned to Robert.
“ What do you think of the story we heard

last night?" he asked ; “ if true, it is awful."
" You don’t know that man-monster yet. He

is
, I believe, the very devil himself for cuuning,"

said Robert ; “ he has somehow plenty of money,

I believe Sbelton’s trustees supply him, and has

agents everywhere. Shouldn't wonder if he
sent that fellow to tell that story. Don't you
trust him any further than you can see him."

Brian seemed somewhat relieved.
"That story was, I believe, got up in some un

accountable way for the occasion. You never;
know where that fellow or one of his agents is.
As to giving any serious credence to any such a
cock-and-bull story, I don't," said Robert.

“ But the name of Granville?"
“ Pure coincidence, or {perhaps worse. These

women coming from India are mostly adven
turesses," continued Robert ; “nothing is easier,
during a wreck, for a woman to steal another’s
jewel-case and papers."

“ Possible, but not probable."
“ Besides, Lord Granville Mountjoye lived

four years after the wreck ; he came to England,
and died, it is believed, of grief for the death of
his wife. Would she have concealed herself from
him—had she really been his wife 7"

“ There is something in that.“
“ Rely upon it, that whenever and however

this monster makes his claim, his proofs will not
hold water. Be careful how you trust this fellow,
Turner. Treat the whole affair as a matter of
curiosity. ‘ By the pricking of my thumbs. some

thing wicked thiswsy comes.‘
"
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DEAD OR ALIVE !!"
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IT VVAS THE BLUE D“'ARF LAYING HALF I.\' THE DITCH. HIS HEAD BLEEDING FROM A VIOLENT BLOW.
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I22 THE BLUE DWARF;

There was a ring, and then in came Johnson
and Turner, their presence being expected.

" Cbairs,’\said Brian, and, addressing his body
servant, “ brandy."

The two men, who looked awkward and out of
place, seated themselves. Johnson—his real
name was much more aristocratic—he.d been so

longout of his own old circles, that he felt
nervous at finding himself in such quarters.

" Help yourselves, my friends,” said Brian,
pointing to the brandy. “ The fact is, your
story interested and amused me last night. If
you don't object, I should like to hear it over
again."

Captain Turner—he had risen to that rank
during the last thirty years, and had retired on
a small pension—looked uneasily at Johnson.

Robert Woodstock watched him keenly.
“ I said nothing to ofiend, sir," he then said,

touching his forelock—he had never forgotten
his habits when before the mast. " I only told a

story as really happened-that’s all.”
“ OtTended—certainly not," replied Brian,

“only for private reasons I wanted you to tell
me that story again, where I could hear it more l

plainly than I did last night."
, “ Certainly, sir," continued Turner, rolling a

for a place where to expectorate.
“ Fire away l" said Brian, lighting a cigar, and,

ushing a square wooden spittoon towards him,
£0 set the example.

The seaman was now more at his ease, and
told his story almost word for word as he had

,_.-done the night before.

.;§..-- Brian listened with acute and intense interest

,.,_a_n_dscuriosity. -

,_,_ _._“'And you are sure the name she gave was

gfiranville 2” asked Brian.
. _,,.__,“,Yes; now I think on‘t, it was Mistress Gran

'f,ville Seymour," the man went on, as if torturing
lilsmemory.

ii‘, 'Brian snatched at a tumbler of brandy, drank

1,,-Q}ofi, every drop, and was silent for a moment.
’
3;

“ If you were to see that horrible abortion of
Q child grown up, would yon know it again T"

asked Prian.
Y

' “No, fear!" said Turner; “ but they aint let
it live, sure 7" _

'_
“ I don’t know ; but rumours have reached my

that there is s_ person who pretends to be

$3 child, at all events, wants to make money

out of it, Can I find you always at the ‘ Sugar
Loaf 7' " __

“ Me and my friend here," indicating Johnson,
“is mostly there three days a week, and can be
found always."

“Just so," replied Brian, putting a guineainto
each of their hands; "finish the brandy."

Which order they at once obeyed, and then
retired as awkwardly as they had entered.

" What think you, now 2" asked Brian.
“ I think loss of him than ever," replied

Robert Woodstock; “the addition of the word
Seymougscemed to me very fishy. Of course,
that fellow Johnson told him your name."

'

Brian mused deeply. _ _“ \Y.e]I, we must go down to Woodleigh; and,
if it‘ BE; in our power, rescue Joe Askew. He
conldjruin us. He knows too much ; the story
of the madhouse alone, if told. would be utter
rum."

“ You are right,” retorted Robert Woodstock,
turning deadly pale; “ I've known men hanged
for less."

quid in his mouth, and evidently looking around 1

“ 'Sdeath, man, don't talk in that way ; let‘sbe
ofi to Woodleigh, and rescue Joe Askew, if we
can. Better dead than in the hands of our ene
mies. They may frighten him to say anything."

Two hours later they had mounted their
horses, and had started on their journey to
Woodleigh. ‘

Still, more and more nervous about the
Dwarf and his minions, they‘ this time tried a
new experiment. -.

I

Leaving their horses at an inn, in the neigh
bourhood of the Strand, they went to

Bo:
_

anStreet, then, as now, famous for costurniers,
got a complete change of dress.

Brian Seymour got himself clothed and dis-'
guised as a solid citizen of sixty, while Robert
Woodstock made up as a decent serving-man of
forty. Of course, they had their pistols, but had g
to dispense with swords, which in their assumed
characters would have appeared ridiculous.

So they rode out sedately until they got clear
of all houses or any sign of habitstions.

“ A queer couple we look," said Robert Wood
stock, laughing, “ you put me in mind of
‘ An old worsbipful gentleman,that had a great estate,

And kept a brave old honseat a hospitable raw.’ "

“ Don't play the fool, Robert l I think matters

I

are getting serious enough with us, not to joke.
I hate a drunken rogue l"

“ Don't pouch on my manor, and quote Shake
speare, or I shall lose my temper. You think
me patient, but

‘ The times have been .
That when the brains were out. the man would die,
And there's an end ; but now they rise again.’ "

" Robert l" cried Brian, literally aghast at the
prospect before him ; “ you are -hopelessly in
toxicated."

“ ‘ I do defy him, nnd spit at him,
Call him a slanderous coward and a villain.
\\'hi:.-hto maintain, I will allow him odds.’"

“ In the iiend’s name l" gasped Brian, in actual -

terror ; " have you gone mad?
escaped lunatic T"

"'Tis but a single murder," was the -vacant
answer.

And Robert, who was really half drunk and
half in acomical humour, which often attends
inebriation, now held his tongue, and allowed
Brian to ride forward. .

'

The evening had already set in, but there was
a moon in the cold, grey sky, that they could
almost have thanked for a light, which they felt
was never more welcomely dispensed when they
thought of the cross-roads and dreary coupfiry
they hnd to pass.

Brian was uncomfortable for some time, but
Robert, as if satisfied at giving his comrade a
fright, became silent. ..

After they had left the direct road, the wind,
which before had been piercingly keen, fell, and
they perceived a dark cloud behind, which began
slowly to overtake their steps.

“ We had better pull u at the first place we
see," observed Brian; “ have no desire to get
soaked through in this costume."

" Marry, he is dead—
And the right valiant Banquo walkrd too late;
Whom you may say—-if it pleaseyou—Flcancc killed,
For lrleaneofled."
“ Stark, staring, raving mad ! "yelled Brian.“ l’ve a great mind to shoot you like a dog 1"
“ Yonder's a hut," said Robert, pointing to a

miserable habitation under a spreading oak :
“ let's take shelter there."

Are you an

Blue
'
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 123

And Brian, who was really half frightened,
agreed at once, and both sought shelter. The
moment they bad dismounted and fastened their
horses, Robert, who, unknown to Brian, had been
drinking from a flask he had with him, sank on
the ground and slept.

Brian, after giving vent to a whole string of
curses, followed his example.

It was morning when they awoke, stiff, sore,
and hungry.

Robert was sober, but in a very ill humour,
which he allowed to be seen in his sullen temper.

Brian took no notice, but, going out. mounted
his horse and rode ofi, leaving Robert Woodstock
to follow at his leisure.

“ D—-— youl" said Robert Woodstock, as he
prepared to follow his example, “for a cantan
kerous hedgehog. But I aint done with you
yet. lt may suit my book before long to put
your neck in a halter. Only let me be sure of a
free pardon and a reward, my fine gentleman.”

Such is the unity which exists in the kingdom
of rascality. Honour among thieves is indeed
a fatally false saying.

Brian trotted on, on the look-out for some
place where they might breakfast. He was
ahungered and athirst ; and angry and annoyed
as he was with Robert, knew perfectly well that
he would follow him, because, like Judas, he
carried the bag.

He had not gone above half a mile when he

lheard
the clatter of hoofs a good way behind

1m.
He took no notice, except giving one glance

over his shoulder, and then allowed the rein to
slumber upon his horse's neck, and let him crop
the rank grass that sprang up over the side of the
road.

"Ah, is that you, Robert T" said Brian, as the
other came up; “ what made you so long l "

" What the h made you start 01! in such a
hurry T

" retorted Robert.
“ I was hungry and thirsty, and looking

for ' An open house, haunted with great resort.‘
"

" None of that," said Robert, grinning ; he had
adim recollection of the night before, and his
mania for quotations. " Yonder I see some habi
tation; there is, at all events, smoke, which is
generally accompanied by fire.”

“ ‘ I knew by the smoke that so gracefully
curled,’ " went on Brian.

“ 'Sdeath, man, stop it
,

or ride on by yourself." ,

And Brian, having had his joke, subsided. as
the two cantered. on, until they found an inn,
where they determined to make a goodly stay
and make up for the sufferings and privations of
the night.

A copious meal, after the manner of the l

ancicnts—not insipid tes, toast and butter, but
mun‘s food, beef, chops, and bcer—was soon
placed before them, to which they did ample
justice.

After an hour spent in this way, and the rage
of app:-tile being appeased, they ordered upa
howl of punch and pipes, which brought them to
two o'clock.

" We had better be moving,” said Brian ; “ we
s'han‘t get to the end of our journey, even to
night."" I think not," replied Robert.

OLCJ mounted, they started at a rapid pace,
‘losing no time, nor stopping until seven o'clock.

Both men and horses were now in need of
rest. and refreshment, and so a halt was made for I‘

supper.

While waiting for this they inquired how far
their destination was, mentioning a town about
seven miles from Woodleigh.

The landlord told them it was a matter of
seventeen miles.

" Better ride in the cool of the morning," he
added, with an eye to business.

“ No,"
replied

Brian ; “ we must rcach it some
time to-nig t ; but we'll enjoy your hospitality
until ten."

Mine host was fain to put up with this, and in
order to give his guests a good idea of his qu -lit_v
and capacities for holding the important post of
Boniface, went out to order supper.

It came presently in the shape of a boiled
chicken, some ham and eggs, with vegetables to
match.

It was served in the parlour, but for the
moment they were alone.

Both attacked the so-called chicken, and both
made wry faces.

“Most foul fare l" began Brian, eating away
all the same.

“ Yes l ”
observed Robert, putting down his

knife and fork to spout, a mania of which, when
he drank ever so little, he could not cure himself.

" ‘ Ever I dread (when dupeda day to spend
At his snug villa by somefatal friend)
Grim chanticleer, whose breast,devoid of ruth,
Bravos tho smut tffort of the desperatetooth.
Olt have I recognised,at eve,the bird
Whose moaning notesmy ear propheticheard,
Whosetender oourishfp won my pained regs-rd.
Amidst tho plumedseraglio of the yard.
Tender no more, behold him on your plate,
And know, while eating, you avengehis fats.’ "

Brian laughed. In those days everybody set
up for a wit. and had, therefore, to study, ac
cording to their abilities, apt quotations, Latin
quibbles, puns, and so on.

But, turn up their noses at the fowl or not,
they ate it, and, indeed, cleared the contents of
the landlord’s tray, drinking half a gallon of
very good ale.

The landlord then suddenly appeared, and
asked, obsequiously, how they liked it. .

“Capital good supper,” said Brian, patron
isingly. "Now, shall we have some punch, or
have you any good port?"

“ Well, sir," replied the iunkeeper, scratching
his head, “ I aint been here long; but I found
in my cellar two dozen of what they calls mag
nums of port. They belonged to the old parson ;

‘

but, when he died, the chap as came before me
bought all his wines and spirits."

"Bring up a couple," said Brian; “if they
came from his reverence's cellar, I will warrant
them good."

Boniface retired, and soon returned with the
cob-webbed bottles, glasses, and a clean towel.

A corkscrew was not forgotten.
“ Allow mel ” said Brian, taking the cloth

and the corkscrew from mine host, and proceed
ing with scrupulous care to cleanse the 0 Lside
without shaking the inside, after which he drew
the cork deftly.

The landlord an to think he was some
London landlord, and his respect increased.

“I see you have brought a glass for yourself,
my friend," said Brian. “

Quite right. I thiuk
this stufi will warm the cockles of your heart."

They drank in silence. The landlord smacked

1

his lips.
“ Not at all bad," he said, approvingly.
“The finest glass of wine 1 ever tasted,“ re

marked Brian, as he poured out another glasa
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'
him.

CHAPTER LV.
“I could drink a magnum myself, and, under
some circumstances, more."

“Do, and welcomel" grinned Master Felix
Brown ; “ for my part, I likes brandy best." Punsm“

“How much are you going to charge us a When Brian in some measure recovered his
bottle?” equanimity, he willingly accepted an invitation

“ I don‘t know l"responded Brown, scratching to sup with Captain Steele and his friends.
his head. " I'll leave it to you, gents." He was frantic with rage.

Brianwas not mean or paltry in money matters, That he should be fooled so often and so con

however grasping and desirous of making large tinuously by this infernal man-monster, was

sums. So he compromised with his conscience, galling in the extreme.
and mentioned what was really two-thirds of But failure only made him more savage in
the value. his determination to win.

“I'll give you a guineaa bottle for the lot,” His other foes he despised; but the Blue
he said. “ I don't want to take it away. You’ll Dwarf was clever, relentless, and unscrupulous
keep it for us. I dare say you will see a good in his allies.
deal of us.” Brian knew, in his own mind for a certainty,

“ Done l " said Felix Brown. " that Dick Turpin was one of his tools; but how
At ten o'clock they parted, mutually satisfied. could he prove it? ~

Brian paid for the supper and the dozen mag- Still, he would try, and in the meantime he

nums—already reduced to ten—-and the two vowed a most bitter hatred against both, and
rode ofi, liberally primed for anything. planned fifty senseless plans of vengeance, each

Presently, in a very dark part ot the road, more absurd than the other. c

where tall trees obscured the light from above, They reached an inn shortly, and here the

they observed that another horseman was going highwaymen and their friends agreed to make"

the same way as themselves. a night of it. "

He wore a heavy cloak, and was very tall. We know what that means. "

His body must have been quite four feet high. It was early dawn when they resumed their
He never moved or turned as they neared

I
journey, and reached the obscure inn where

they had decided to take up their quarters.
Altogether, he was a singular-looking figure. It was a quiet, homely place, known as the

A huge slouched hat, more like a small umbrella “ Barley Mow," much frequented by keepers,
than anything else, concealed his features. A and, it was rumoured, by poachers as well, very
huge cloak did the same with his body. often in league with their supposed enemies.

“ Good evening, stranger l” said Brian, staring Here they secured a room, and by judicious
at what appeared a giant. inquiry found they were only three miles from

The stranger made some reply in n rather Woodleigh. ' '

guttural tone. They resolved to defer their visit to that
" I think we shall have a storm," observed locality until night, and so passed the day as

Brian ; “ you had better go on with us and I best they could.
seek the nearest shelter.” l It was night ere they rallied forth on horse

"Himmell you are right l ” with a strong l back, after securing their bedroom.
German accent, and the stranger spurred up his ' It was a dull, dark, and yet dry night when
horse to keep up with them. Brian and Robert went out to explore the

Further conversation was suspended by u few mysteries of Woodleigh.
heavy drops which fell upon them ; a cloud bud Woodleigh was easily reached. The grounds
passed over the moon, and was drifting rapidly near the house were high, but at a distance the
and loweringly over their heads. walls were low, and easily climbed over.

" Come on l "
cried Brian, setting spurs to his It was about eight when they walked about .

horse. the ground at the back of the house.
For some minutes nothing was heard but the The house was to all appearance deserted, but

clattering of horses’ hoofs. They then reached all the lower windows were guarded by shutters.
a more open space of road. The moon had burst The upper ones were ina"ceasible.
out again, and they saw five men, mounted, They tried all the doors, but all were fastened.
standing in line across the road. I There was very little chance of their obtaining

“ Stand, and deliver!” cried the leader, I an entrance to the house.
., presenting a pistol, as did all the others. l Suddenly they heard the tramp of horses

Then a singular thing occurred. approaching the house.
The man in the cloak suddenly collapsed—; They hurriedly retreated into a thicket and

T seemed to kick something high from under him, I concealed themselves.
and sat not two feet_high on the back of hisi Then they saw two horsemen ride up. One
horse. ; rung at the outer bell.

“Captain Steele, yon’re a fool l
" cried the ] Both waited until a domestic came and opened

ringing, strident voice of the Blue Dwarf. " Rob I the gates, when they passed in and the gates

war
infamous pals, Brian Seymour and Robert were closed.

00d9'¢0<>1<7" They then dismounted and gave the bridles to
And with lightning-like speed he broke a serving man, who carriedalantern.

through the_rauks of theastounued highwaymen. Then they recognised in the horsemen the

_
“ Sto him l "

shrieked Brian. “Stop the 1Blue Dwarf and Tim Roach.
inferna cur. A hundred pounds reward for | Brian stifled a curse.
whoso catches him.” _

. 1 The two travellers entered the house, while
" No go l" said Captain Steele, quietly ; “ he's § the serving man led the horses to the stable.

mounted on Black Bess.” [ What was to be done! Nothing, apparently,
The oaths that issued _ from Brian’s mouth | but to return to their inn.

were something awful to listen to. | This they resolved to do, though not without
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-swearing vengeance against Roach, who, under -

so many disguises, had bamboozled them.
On him they would wreak some punishment.

"He was an acute spy and detective, and devoted
to the interests of his employer.

They waited for the domestic to return from
the stables, and then determined to go away.
- '

They passed close to the house, and as they
reached a small projecting kind of buttress, they
heard a low, moaning roan.

" Eh, what is thati~' asked Robert.
“ Help—mercy--hel am I to die in dark

ness? Take me out of this horrible placel
"

_ the voice went on, speaking through a kind of
grating. V

“Who and what are you?"
“Joe Askew," replied the voice. “ It seems

a year siuce I've been here."
' “Joe Askew!" gasped the other. “Don‘t
you know me-—Brian Seymour? "

“ Merciful heaven !" hecried; “ can't you get

_me out T’
“We'll iry to-morrow night. We must have

tools," said Robert, who was examining the
grating.

“ You won't desert me 7” Y
“ Certainly not," replied Brian ; “ have

patience until to-morrow. These bars are old
and shaky ; we'll soon have them out."

Joe Askew thanked them humbly, and the two
retired.

“A lucky find," said Robert; “he may help
us to get into the house. We'll set him on
Roach. He owes him a. grudge." l

Satisfied at all events at this small mercy, the l

confederates went back to their inn and slept.
Next day they rode into the nearest village,

and brought back such tools as they required.
The man looked a little suspiciously at first, but,
as they paid liberally, made no remarks.

They put them in a small portmauteau, which
Brian always had strapped to his horse, and rc
turned to dinner. ‘

Both were very anxious. -

The im risonment of their agent showed how
active an desperate were their foes.

But, illegal as was the act, they dare not
cavil with it. They were too much in the power
of those they were so cruelly persecuting.

Any publicity would be at once resented, and
the whole dismal story would come before the
world, not to the advantage of Brian and
Robert.

It was dark, gloomy, and threatening when
they started. They took their horses with them,
and wore heavy horsemen‘s cloaks.

The old house was soon 11-.ached—-the walls
scaled. The horses were tied in a thicket, and
then they started on their enterprise.

The scene of their attempted rescue was soon
reached ; but they were rather startled to see a
light through the grating, and to hear voices.

"‘ No, Joe Askew,” said Tim Roach, in a cold
voice, “you will not be set free until you are
harmless, and that aint just yet. You must
wait until Brian Seymour‘s teeth are drawn, and
that won't be just yet."

“ Do let me go," he cried, piteously. “ I will
hide away - go anywhere you wisl_i—keep
dark.” ‘

“ Joe Askew, you're not to be trusted; you've
got clean straw, and plenty of it; good grub—
what more can you want 7"

Joe made no reply, and Tim Roach went
away, taking his lantern with him.

“ All safe 7" whispered Brian.
“ Yes; he won’t be back till to-morrow; lose

no time,” replied the other.
One kept watch while the other worked. They

had oil, and good tools, and worked with a will.
In halt an hour the grating was removed.

Fortunately for him, Joe Askew was slight, and
even then he could not have got through without
they had pulled him out.

When once in the open air he nearly fainted ;
but they had brandy with them, and soon
roused him. -

Still, he was weak, and had to be assisted
along, lifted over the wall, and almost carried
to where the horses awaited them.

Robert took him up behind; and thus they
returned to the inn, where Joe Askew was put
to bed.

Meanwhile, there was great consternation at
Woodleigb.

A domestic, going to the stables with a lan
tern, had discovered the broken grating, and
given the alarm. But it was too late; the bird
had flown. - .

A conference washeld at once, and measures
taken which will appear as our narrative goes on.

The confederates did not visit Woodleigh the
next night; they were too cunning and cautious.
But Joe Askew, being recovered, prowled about
at a distance, failing, however, to discover any

_ thing.
Brian and Robert grew uneasy.
But they did not dare to venture too near, as

they went in wholesome fear of the Blue
Dwarf and his acolytes.

That evening they proposed to go. out a little
later than usual, and accordingly spent an hour
or two in the parlour, while Joe enjoyed himself
in the tap-room.

Presently a respectable-looking man came in,
who was gladly welcomed by all.

“ Well, Norris, and how’s all the family 1"
asked the landlord.

" Went to London this morning," replied
Norris; “very sudden. I shouldn’t be here it
Woodleigh wasn’t empty. Only decided on it
last night."

“ Very sudden," remarked the landlord.
“ Yes-—very ; but I think something was up

attempted burglary, or something of that sort.
My lady is not very well, and so my lord de
cided to ‘take her away." -

Brian and Robert knew at once that their
hopes were frustrated again, but made no
remark.

Early next day they started, with Askew, for
London.

They determined to keep him in their employ
ment. He could be easily disguised, there being
plenty of excellent costumiers in London.

He was specially detached to find out where
the earl and countess had concealed themselves.

A large house in the suburbs, surrounded
by a high wall, had been taken by the Blue
Dwarf, and the whole party removed, drop
ping all names known to the reader, Shelton
and Laura assuming the names of Mr. and Mrs.
ltlowbray.

The house was extensive, and there was room

for all, with a large garden, so that they were

not compelled to go out much. _
They brought their own trusty servantawith

them, and thus were able to defy the curiosity
and gossip of the neighbourhood.

Tim Roach was of course with them, but he
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I 26 THE BLUE DWARF ;

was principally employed to watch their per- manya poor wretch has been secretly immured,
sistent. enemies.

He was clever and trustworthy all knew.
He, however, did not know much, except

that Brian Seymour and Robert. Woodstock were
in London, and to be seen in their usual
haunts.

But as long as their whereabouts was kept
secret they did not care.

Colonel Grant, Lord Jermyn, and Shelton,
belonged to a club where Brian and Robert
would not have been admitted. It was too
highly aristocratic and select.

When they wanted a change they occasionally
went there.

A fortnight passed, and than Tim Roach went
out one morning, and did not return at all that
night.

This did not cause much uneasiness, as he
had done so before when engaged in watching
Brian.

The second night came, and still there was no
news.

They all grew uneasy.
“ He's fallen into some infernal trap," said the

Blue Dwarf. “ I must to work."
“ What do you propose to do?" asked Colonel

Grant.
“See Dick Turpin and consult him; he may

be able to advise us," replied Sapathwa.
There could be no objection to this, though no

one expected to get much advantage from it.
Still, all yielded to their devoted friend and

preserver.
Sspathws. sent a message to one of Dick Tur

pin’s haunts, and two days later received a sum
mons to call on him at night.

The Blue Dwarf failed not to attend his
summons, and found him in a tawdry suite of
rooms in a street out of Soho-square, where he
was regaling himself with punch and a pipe
when the other was ushered in.

Dick was rather down in the mouth—his
bowl was just cmpty—but soon revived when
Sapathwu gave the landlady a guinea to go and
replenish it.

He then told his story.
"Now, I am certain that Tim Roach has been

put away somewhere," continued Sapathwa ;
"they cannot have murdered him. Now, can
you find any clue? The reward if he is found
will be liberal." ' '

“I can but try," said Dick Turpin; “if you
will come to-morrow night, I may have news."

“I will be here,” replied the Blue Dwarf, and
at once retired.

CHAPTER LVI.
s. BOLD srvrnararsm.

Precisely at eight o'clock he was once more
with the highwayman.

Dick Turpin was very grave and thoughtful.
" Have you any news l" asked Sapathwa, very

anxiously.
" Yrs; but if you wish to release him, it will

be a task of great diflicnlty and danger," con
tinued Dick Turpin.

"Explain yourself l" responded the Blue
Dwarf.

"He has been removed to a secret asylum,
only known to the chiefs of our organisation.
It is generally appropriated to the reception of
persons who, from weakness of character, were

likely to endanger others or themselre'. There

and never suffered to revisit the light of heavera' The moon's minions, as well as the monarch's,
must have their state prisons and their stab
victims."

" Tim Roach lives, then, the victim of the
hatred of Brian Seymour l" asked Sapathwa.

“ I presume so," replied the highwaymsn. “ I
know of no one else who would be interested in
the matter."

“ What is to be done 2" asked the Blue Dwarf;" he must be rescued."
" ‘Twill be hard work. I dare not do it my

self," remarked Dick Turpin. “ In the first

vulge the secrets of the place. But I was there
to-day, and there is a man dying in the next
room to that which is occupied by Tim Roach,
and as he has something on his conscience, he
has asked for a pater cove. He was mixed up in
some robbery and murder."

“ Could I not go T"
" I doubt your being able to disguise yourself

as a parson," mused Dick.
" I agree with you," said Sapathwa, bitterly.

]‘
ff

I

should scarcely like to ask the earl to risk his

r e.

'

“ The man who is ill says he does not wish to
live ; that he suffers the greatest tortures of
mind, and declares that the only comfort earth
holds out to him to ease bis remorse is by the
full confession of his crime. lie is not particular
as to the priest being a Catholic or Protestant."

“I can wear a cowl and gown," replied tho
Blue D-var f.

“ I am at your orders," said Dick; " but a
younger and more active man might-well, to
speak plain, your stature might - -—"

" Well, will it be safe to leave him there till
to-morrow T" asked Sspathwa.

"Yes."
" I will return—say at six," replied the dwarf,

leaving some notes on the table and going out.
He at once went to a hackney coach stand, and
drove to the suburban retreat where the earl and
his friends were concealed. '

Calling the men into a private room, he fold
his story.

" I must go," said the young earl, calmly ;

“there is nothing else to be done."
“ And leave your young wif. 7" responded my

Lord Jermyn, severely. " It is not to be thought
of."

“No, my boy," continued Colonel Grant;
“ you must remain with the countess. In her
state of health any accident to you would be
fatal. I am a tough old soldier, have seen
service, and know what danger is. I will go."

“You are aware of the character of your
guide?" drily remarked Sspathwa.

"Well, you trust him," observed the colonel,
drily.

" Yes; I have no fear of him. But I can do-—
what you may not," said the dwarf.

And to at six o'clock next night, they were in
the highwaymau‘s lodgings, where they had a

further conference.
Dick Turpin made no secret of the danger to

be incurred.
“But." remarked .the colonel, innocently,

“would there not be a much easier way of
rescuing Roach; simply to give the address of
the house where ha is concealed, and send a

large posse of Bow Street runners to search it 7"
" My life would pay the forfeit. Even if you

place,I have taken a solemn oath never to di-'
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. I27

accompany me, sir, to the spot, you will never the coach stopped, and Colonel‘Grant looked out
know where it is. There are too many in that
house for whom the law is hunting—there are

those who, if found, would go to the gallows.
In saving an innocent man, I do no harm ; but
in betraying the guilty, lbreak my oath."

“ I see," mused the colonel.
“ Again, I tell you, the danger is great. I

have to impose you on the sick man as a parson,
and on the keeper of the house, Mother Sal Fox,
as a jolly boy. You must be therefore as mum

as a mole, or she will detect you. have me to

speak; I will hint that you are a young hand
just learning, and not up to‘our palaver."

“ But you run a risk t" continued the other.
“Not much when we once get out of the

house. I shall be disguised myself. I shall be
admitted only as knowing the pass words.”

‘- When shall we gol” continued Colonel
Grant.

“ Not before midnight.
must put you up to some of our lingo, and then
I must see to your disguise.”

Dick now roduced some excellent brandy
and glasses, w ich, being filled, he proceeded, as
he said, to take the colonel back to school and
tench him some elementary slang.

He then invited his new and old acquaintance
to sup with him. He had given orders early, and
his landlady, a fine, fair, well-dressed, comely
woman of about five-and-thirty, provided them
in a room below with a. sumptuous repast of
roast beef and fish, followed by that great dainty
with common people — a duck and green
peas.

This finished, they adjourned to a bedroom,
the door of which Dick locked, and, opening a
cupboard, produced a suit of rusty black.

The colonel, with something of a griinace,
took ofi his coat and trousers. In those days
most English military men were clean shaved,
so that the colonel had to make no sacrifices of
hirsute appendages.

His hair was short, stubby, and grey, as be
came a man.of over fifty.

'

This was easily concealed by an admirably
made wig, of a sandy colour.

Dick now produced ii brace of beautifully
mounted pistols, and a short cut-and-thrust
sword.

" You must secrete these, sir,” he said, “ and
only use them in self-defence. Keep close to me,
and do as I do. Will you await our return
here 7" turning to the Blue Dwarf.

_‘(‘iYes,
as I may not go with you," the other

sai .
" It would be useless," continued Dick; “be

sides, I must keep the secret of the den."
The clock now struck eleven, upon which,

Turpin made some change in his dress, putting i

on ii wig himself.
They now went out quietly, Dick fastening the

door behind him.
Tlcey then made their way

coaches, into one of which the colonel got,
while Dick gave an order to the driver, which he
took care the other should not hear.

He then himself got in, and began cross
examining his companion in the canting cate
chism.

“ Remember I" he said, as they advanced,
“that the least deviation from my instructions
will defeat our object and risk our lives."

The colonel promised to obey him implicitly.
At the end of little more than halt an hour

to a stand of

In the meantime, I ,

of the window.
" We're not half there yet l" said Dick Turpin,

with a smile. and got out.
He paid the coachmsn, and walked on a little.

Egoév, ks
ir

, do you know where you are 1"
as-e .c

" Not in the least," replied Mr. Grant, looking
curiously up a long, dull, ill-lighted street.

_ Dick at once dived to the right, penetrated

into a covered lane or court, which terminate!
in an alley that brought them suddenly to a
stand of three coaches. One of these Dick
hailed, they entered it

,
a secret direction was

given, and they drove furiously on, faster than

gerhapbsetfhe
crazy body of a hackney chariot ever

rove ore.
The colonel saw at once that they had entered

a part of the town which was utterly strange to
him ; the houses were old, and for the most art
of the meanest description. They appeared, to
be threading a labyrinth of alleys. Once he

imagined that he caught, through a sudden

opening, a glimpse of the river, but they

so_ra‘piSly
that he felt his eye might have de

ceive im.
Then again they stopped, the coachman was

dismissed, and he was alone with his com ion.
Colonel Grant felt no great fear ; but he knew

that
he‘ was practically at the mercy of his

companion.
He had not the same causes for feel.ing-oon

fidence in him that Sapathwn had.
Dick now became silent and absorbed, so that

Colonel Giant had to look round at the dim and
dreary sheds—houses they were isot-which
were on either side of their path. Only here
and there a single lamp shed a sickly light upon
the dismal and intersecting lanes-though lane

is too lofty a word—-through which their foot
steps wokc a solitary sound.

Sometimes even this light was altogether with
held, and the colonel could scarcely see his
stalwart companion.

But he nevertheless strode on through the
darkness, with the mechanical rapidity of one
to whom every stone is familiar.

He listened in vain for the watchman's voice;
that note was never heard in those desolate
recesses.

His ear drank nothing but the sound of their
own footsteps, or the occasional burst of obscene
and unholy merriment from some half-closed
hovel, where vice and infamy were holding revels.

.\'ow and then some wretched thing, in the

vilestextreme of want, loathsomeness, and rags,
loitering by the unfrequent lamps, addressed
them.

But Dick Turpin got rid of these in his rough
and read way.

But soda even these tokens of life ceased, and
the last lamp was entirely shut from their view
—they were in utter darkness.

“ We are near the end_
of our journey," said

Turpin. “ There is still time to retreat."
“No," replied Colonel Grant, firmly. “Go

forward. Iwill follow."
Of course serious reflections did press them

selvetsh
on

h
is

t

mgrgg. fi
e was

Tlb0l1$1tO pllugggino esecre a eo men w om ong ai
of villsiny and desperate abandonment had
hardened into a nature with scarcely human

s m ath .

yDi::.k ly
lt

)

longer paused, but lcd the way,
halting suddenly.
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'12s THE BLUE DWARF’;

- saved him, and so he was spared the pain of’

Colonel Grant noticed, by the glimmer of a
slightly broken sky, that Dick stooped, bending
down in apparently a listening attitude. Pre
sently he tappedfive times at what he supposed

.'was a door, but which he afterwards found was
the shutter to a window. Upon this a faint light
broke through the crevices of the boards, and a
low voice uttered some sound which the colonel
did not catch.

Dick replied in the same key, and in words
which were perfectly unintelligible to the

colonel.
_ The light disappeared. Dick moved round
as if turning a corner. Then he heard the

‘heavy bolls and bars of a door slowly drawn,
and in a few minutes a harsh voice asked, in
cant dialect

“Ruffling Deb, my prince of prigs, is that
you? "

_ “Yes Sal; I've brought the pater cove for
Jack."

la

"
Stubble

your ben, then, and come in-you're
te.'

_
“ Yes," replied Dick, “so give us a light, and

I'll see black un up stairs."
I The woman turned into a side room to fetch
him a wretched tallow, with which he led the
‘ways stairs.

I Sal ox was half asleep, probably with drink,
and Dick, taking the keys from her, made a

_great show of locking and bolting.' "Mark," whispered’ Dick, “ I shall shoot the
bolts and run. The door opens with a latch,
which you can press thus. Do not forget the
spring; it is easy, but peculiar. Should you be
‘forced to run for it, you will also remember,
above all, to turn to the right, and go straight
forwards.

fl E
h
e old woman now reappeared with n

ig t.

f_

- She then asked if the door had been properly
fastened, and being answered that it had,
retreated to a side room near the door, and for
A time the coast was clear.

'

'

'
The two men now went up stairs, and soon

reached a long passage, at the end of which was
the door of a room.

l

_‘ This door Dick opened, and the colonel found .

"himself in a small apartment, with a bed, two
chairs, and a few rough articles of wretched
furniture.i

People, it is true, paid dearer here than in n K

fashionable hotel, but the accommodation was
vastly inferior.

' '

“ Hang it-if I don't think the fellow is

dead," cried Dick Turpin, in a low tone.
Colonel Grant certainly felt, to a great ex

tent, relieved. Probably nothing could have

simulating the oflice of clergyman.
“This way," whispered Dick, and closing

that door too, he opened another that was locked
on the outside.

As they entered, Tim Roachlrose from the bed

‘

and looked at them.
He failed for a moment to recognise either, .

but when Dick spoke he knew.
“ This is Colonel Grant." whispered Dick,

“come to release you. Be calm and collected." 1

Roach nodded. '

“ I am quite ready," -said Roach, standing
erect.

"Follow," continued Dick ; “tread softly, and
be ready to run if necessary. I believe they are
all in bed, and the old. girl has lushed so at the 1

bingo that she sleeps as if her next morrow was
the day of judgment.”

They hurried down stairs, and had nearly
reached the door, when Sal Fox's door opened,
and they saw her eyes fixed upon them with a

glassy stare.
She clearly saw that there were three people

leaving the house.
“ Oh, my kiddies l" she cried; “you are in

Queer Street. Plant your stumps. Sal stays
you, my cove. Sal stays you. Halt, Master
Guinea Pig, you are going to steal away the cub
But Sal sees you."

“ Bun, run l" said Dick, as the incensed hag
jumped out of bed,and pulled violently at the
bell, on which she had already placed her hand.
The alarm rang like an echo in a cavern—below,
around, fur, near ; from chamber to chamber, the
sound seemed multiplied and repeated.

“ On l on I on l" cried Dick.
And led the way. In three minutes they were

in the long passage, while the stairs shook with
the footsteps of their pursuers.

The door was reached and thrown open by
Dick Turpin, and then all three were in the
street, Dick leading and the others following.

Dick made to the right, the others did the
same, and soon were in a labyrinth of lanes and
alleys, where pursuit was useless, when a man
knew the neighbourhood so well as did Dick
Turpin.

After some time they found a late public-house
open, and a hackney coach at the door.

Going in, they procured refreshments, and then
Dick bade the jarvey drive them to Totteuham
Court Road, where they alighted, and walked to
Dick's lodgings.

The Blue Dwarf was delighted to see Tim
Roach safe.

It was nearly four in the morring, and all
were glad to accept Dick's hospitality for the
night.

He found some cold beef, bread, beer, and
brandy, with which having made a meal, they
retired to rest as best they might.

It was nearly eleven before they awoke and
breakfasted.

Then a start was made for home, as all knew
the anxiety which their friends were suffering.

Dick was rewarded in most princely style.
“ I shall leave London and prove an alibi, if

any suspect me," he said. “But I have very
little fear. Sil Fox took me for some one else,
who can easily prove it was not him. He is

absent from London."

CHAPTER LVII.

DICK ON THE MOVE.

In accordance with his statement to his friends,
Dick started, not at once on professional busi
ness, but for a few days’ recreation at his own
home.

Whenever he did this, he used the most
minute precautions not to be watched, and
always entered the wood when no one was
about

After going some distance, he dismounted and
led his horse into a dense thicket.

Here, when the progress of improvement and
building necessitated the removal of these woods,
was found a cave in the side of a slope, and
which, until it was destroyed to make way for a
house, was traditionally called Turpin's C-.lve.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 129

The highwayman made his way thither,
lighted a lamp, and proceeded to make such
changes in his dress as suited him ; and by means
of a powerful pigment, invented by himself, to
paint his horse in such a way as to prevent it
from being taken. for the renowned Black Bess.

It was late in the afternoon when he reached
his home, where, as usual, he was warmly
received.

Dick stopped a week with his friends, and
then prepared for one of his journeys north.

Before he went, the wedding was fixed for
that day month, and he promised faithfully to
return in time to give away the bride, and do
the needful in the way of her portion.

Dick rode off rather low spirited.

hand, a dark lantern in the other ; “ or will you
hand over your purses and jewels without any
fuss i" ,

The muzzle of the pistol produced a magical
effect.

Purses, watches, and chains were handed out,
and speedily transferred to Dick's pocket.

Just then the mare pricked up her ears and
whinnied. -

The highwayman listened.
Yes! There was the distinct sound of horses

coming up behind.
Discretion was here the better part of valour,

and Dick retreated into the wood, satisfied with
the plunder he had got. r

The stage coach continued on its way slowly
Every time he undertook one of his profes

sional journeys, he was insensibly led into a,
gloomy frame of thought.

What if it should be the last journey l And
in the event of the latter should he die and make
no sign, or should he reveal himself to his unfor
tunate family? Should he let them know that
John Palmer and Dick Turpin were one and
the same person T

No l
He would allow it to be thought that some

mishap had befallen him. -
All his affairs were duly settled, his will

made, and everything left ship - shape and
regular.

He did not often commit a highway robbery
close to his own home, being anxious to guard
against the suspicion which might arise. l

He therefore trotted along until about thirty
‘

miles from London, and took up his position in
agloomy part of the highway, where the mail
coach for the north would puss,

lt was at the bottom of a steep ascent.
\\'l.ere the coach would necessarily stop of

itself.
ltalways appears hard to us in modern times

to believe that one man, from the mere terror of
his calling. could stop a coach full of passengers,
wl'o allowed themselves to be robbed without
any serious resistance. . - .

But so it was.
It was believed by some that the guard and

coachman were reluctant to interfere, as on one
or two occasions when they did so, a couple
more highwayman had appeared on the scene.

They therefore simply made a show of resist
ance and left the passengers to do the best they
could forthemselves.

It was indeed a gloomy night, and as Dick
Turpin sat on his horse, an owl came suddenly ,
from behind him, and screamed as it ilapped

|across his path.
It was so still he could have heard a gnat hum.
Presently in the distance he heard the coach

coming along the level road, and saw to his
pistols.

He had already put on a mask, which, with a
slouched hat, hid his face completely.

He s_atback in the darkness and allowed the
coach to halt at the foot of the hill,

He then dashed into the road. . _“ Halt, on your lives!" shouted Dick Turpin,
and the coach stood still.

The guard made a great show of resistance
by firing his blunderbuss at one of the trees, and
then fumbling for his pistols.

The coach door was now opened, and Dick had
his head in.

“ Will you step out," said Dick, a pistol in one

up the hill.
Then Dick heard a single horseman ride by,

9and was about to emerge from his concealment,

l when yet another was heard in his rear.
'

Again he waited. . - -

As soon as alL.was silent, Dick came from his
hiding place and continued on hisjourney, keep
ing behind the stage coach. .

He knew that, when the summit of the ascent
was reached, three roads diverged, and it was his
intention to take. one different from that fol
lowed by the mail. . . . .

He knew there would be the.usual hue and
cry, and consequently that privacy would be his
wisest course for aday or two.

Something else would soon be a nine days’
wonder, and his adventure entirely forgotten.

He ascended the hill, and looking around, saw.
that the coast was clear. _

He turned to the left, intending to seek. a
little secluded hostelrie, where he.knew he would
be welcome.

Presently, as he advanced along the road at a
walking pace, he saw something dark moving in

‘
the grass which bordered the road; as he ad
vanced, it started forth from the darkness, and
fled rapidly before him in the moonshine—it had
just shone out—a riderless horse.

Then Dick Turpin’s thoughts reverted to the
two horsemen, one behind the other, moving
so rapidly along the road.

same, looking warily to the right and left.
Presently he reached a spot tolerably familiar

to him. It was a small open space with one.
lonely and remarkable tree he had often noticed
before. .

Bare, wan, and giant-like, as it rose amid the
surrounding waste, it borrowed even a more
startling and ghost-like appearance from the cold
and lifeless moonbeams, which fell around and

, upon it like a shroud.
The retreating steed he had driven before him

halted at the tree. .
He hastened on, as if by an involuntary im-.

l pulse, and discovered a horseman galloping
| across the waste at full speed.
' The ground over which he passed was steeped.
in the moonshine, and he saw a long and dis
guising cloak, in which he was enveloped, as
clearly as by the light of day.

Dick paused, and as he was following him
with his looks, his eye fell upon some obscure,
object by the left-side of a small pool. .

He threw his horse‘s rein over the branch of
a tree, and hastened to the spot. As he ap
proached the object, he saw it was a human
figure.

It was lying still and motionless; the limbs

He became uneasy, but rode forward all the
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130 THE BLUE DWARF;

were half immersed in the water; the tace was ‘Ipered Dick; “he is a noble fellow, but very
turned upwards.

It was the Blue Dwarf, his head bleeding from
a violent blow, —bleeding which but for his

intervention was to end in speedy death.
First Dick poured brandy down his throat,

and then, staunching the blood, he tied a

pocket-handkerchief over the wound.
Then, observing that the Blue Dwarf breathed,

he rose and secured the horse.
When he returned he saw that Sapathwa was

trying to sit up.
He at once hurried to his assistance, again

using the brandy flask.
Sapathwa stared at him with lack-lustre eyes.

‘- “What does it all mean i" he asked, presently.
Dick explained.
"You have saved my life," replied the Blue i

Dwarf, gratefully. “ 1 am thankful, as my work
is not yet done. Where is my horse 2"

“
Quite safe. How did it happen 7"

“ I was riding towards home, where I intended
to take a few days‘ rest, when I suddenly heard
a horse behind me. I turned, to see a man in a
slouched hat and heavy horsema.n’s cloak close
at hand. He lifted a short bludgeon, struck me
on the head, and I fell. I remember no more.“

Of course it was either Brian Seymour or
Robert Woodstock,” replied Dick Turpin.

“ I have no doubt of it,” gloomily responded
Sapathwa. "Ahl when will it all end?"

Dick now brought up

cloak.
“Where will you take me T" asked Sapathwa.
“ I know a little quiet crib near here where I

rested once ten days, when I had a nasty blow," .
. addressed to Colonel Grant, at the Blue Dwarfsreplied Dick ; “they ask no questions as long as

you pay. Jack Thompson brought me a doctor
as quiet as himself."

" Let us be moving," was the answer.
' Sapathwa had lost a great deal of blocd, and

was uncommonly faint.
Dick took his horse's bridle and led him over

the waste. Very shortly after they came in sight
of a clump of trees by the wayside.
_~Opposite there was an inn.
'»There was no difficulty about accommodation.
, The landlord knew Dick, and his word was'

quite enough for a second person.
The Blue Dwarf was put into a tolerably com

fortable bed, and then a doctor was sent for.
Before he saw the patient he had an interview

with Dick Turpin, who informed the medico of
all that was necessary for him to know.

His friend was an extraordinary and unfortu
nate being, more than usually afflicted; but he
was well able to pay for attendance if the
doctor was at the same time attentive and
discreet.

The doctor quietly replied-—
" I see many extraordinary things in the

course of my practice, and never once have be
trayed a secret."

" Quite enough," continued Dick Turpin ;
“follow me."

And he led him up to the door, by which they
entered cautiously.

Sapathwa slept soundly.
His face was clearly visible. His long arms,

with their claw-like hands, were outside the
bed-clothes.

Doctor Jordan stepped back appalled.
- “Don't you let him see your horror," whis

'
asked for

the horse, and, assisting '

the other to mount, helped him on with his,

sensitive."
“ Great heavens l-never saw such a thing in

all my life," he gasped. “Glad you prepared
me. Where is the wound T"

Dick removed the bandage and Sapathwa
awoke.

He did not He knew that the high
wayman would ave told all that was necessary,
and submitted to be examined and have his
wound dressed without a word.

He felt underneath his pillow for his purse,
and put two guineas into the doctor's hand.

Doctor Jordan at once conceived a very high
, opinion of the cripple, and resolved to make a

pperfect cure.
He soon found, on examination of his pulse,

that he was very weak, though general appear
ances proclaimed an iron constitution, and he at
once decided on his course of treatment.

The Blue Dwarf, as soon as the doctor had
gone, fell off into a sound sleep.

When he Iawoke it was night.
pen, ink, and pa .

When he had written a letter, however, he
turned to Dick Turpin, who gave up a good deal

He at once

of his time to his society.
“ I saw this horseman fleeing across the waste. .

, not be able to send it."
“Now it's written—-what’s the use? I shall

“ Can you spare me if I take it T" asked Dick'
Turpin.

“ Oh, yes, and feel very much obliged," was
the earnest answer.

“ It will not take you long," remarked
Sapathwa ; “ it's only to Hampstead."

“ If I start in the morning, I shall be back to
supper."

The Blue Dwarf handed him the letter. It was

residence in Hampstead.
“ I'll leave directions that no one is to come

into the room except the doctor and John when
you ring. He will bring you what the doctor
orders."

“ Yes," replied Sapathwa, with a wan smile;

“that
will give me time to conceal my awful

face.
‘

Dick Turpin made no reply, but, having taken
a few other directions, went down to the
parlour, took one last stifi glass of brandy, and
retired to bed.

He ordered an early breakfast, and, having
consumed that, gave minute directions to
the landlord, and then started on his journey.

Few people have dived so deeply into Dick
Turpin’s history as ourselves. and we may here
just mention, as explaining Dick’s knowledge of
England, that he was the son of a farmer
in Essex,but was apprenticed to a butcher in
Whitechapel. ‘

He then joined a gang of smugglers, after
which, like the immortal Shakespeare, he be
came one of a band of deer stealers, in Epping
Forest.

No wonder he knew so many secret hiding
places and devious ways.

For a considerable time he lived as a gentle
man, under the name of Palmer, never once
being suspected as in any way connected with
the celebrated highwayman.

Dick did nothing to hurry his horse, always
reserving her in case of an accident; but he
arrived, in this case, without let or hindrance at
Hampstead, where he rang at the door of the
garden.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 131

He banded in his letter, and in two minutes
was admitted to the resence of the earl, Lord
Jermyn, and Colonel rant.

“What has happened T

"
they all asked.

Dick Turpin explained.
" How soon will you be ready to start?”

asked
the colonel. “ I am going back with

ou.

'

y

" As soon as you like, sir,” replied Dick.
“ You have travelled forty odd miles, and

must refresh both yourself and horse," was the
answer. “ I will be ready in half an hour."

The highwayman, nothing loth, agreed, and
while the domestics saw to the horse, be was
served with materials for a hearty meal.

At the end of half an hour he was summoned
to attend the colonel, and the two started on
their journey.

After twenty miles, both resolved to rest their
horses and refresh themselves. This would just
enable Dick Turpin to keep his promise to the
Blue D\»varf—-to be back to supper.

The highwayman was always very particular
to keep such appointments.

He rode by devious ways. Turpin avoided
the steep road already alluded to, but he followed
the cross road, where the attempt at murder
had been made, and pointed out the desolate

place, the ghostly-looking tree, and the pond.
" But for you," said Colonel Grant, “ he would

have died."
" I fear so."

‘j I am not going to flatter you," resumed his
companion,

“ but there is good in you ; why not
give up your fearful occupation. I dare say I

could find you some means by which you
could live well."

“But the excitement, colonel; the ride be
neath the moonlight," laughed Dick ; “ but, sir,
while I thank you, my life is carved out for me.

I cannot leave it. I know how it will end,
sooner or later."

" Take time to consider.”
"I will; but I may at once say that, if any

thing does happen, I may ask a favour of you,"
he went on.

“ Anything in reason."
“ I am married, and have respectable connec

tions and friends. I should wish them never to
know the truth; and yet they ought to know,

if I die,” he said. .
"Command me-when you will. Your ser

vices havc been invaluable," was the answer;
" but I shall live in hope.”

Dick Turpin made no reply, and they soon
cantered up to the inn where the Blue Dwarf lay.

They entered the parlour, and, summoning the
landlord, heard that all was going right.

But the landlord looked around uneasily.
" What is the matter 1" asked Dick.
" A stranger was here just now,” he answered ;

“ he never went out of the front door. Where

is he T"
Acting on some sudden impulse, Dick dashed

upstairs, tried to open the door of the bedroom,
found it locked, and dashing against it with his
whole weight, it fell in. V

Entering the room, he was justin time to see

n man spring through the window, alight on an
outhouse, mount a horse, and fly.

He turned and saw the Blue Dwarf sitting up
in bed.

"Just in time, my friend," he 'said, holding
out his hand ; *‘ it was Brian Seymour. I watched
him, pretending to be asleep. You saved me

from having my throat cut. Yonder is the
knife. Ah, colonel I glad to see you.”

And his friend sat dow:-1 by his side to speak,
while Dick went downstairs to suggest a car
penter should come and mend the door; the
lock bad given way, but the woodwork, which
was thick, was not injured.

It appeared that a few minutes before their
arrival Brian Seymour had reached the inn.

It was discovered afterwards that Brian met
his comrade, Robert Woodstock, by appointment,
an hour after the “ accident " to the Blue Dwarf.

They put up at a roadside public-house, and
in the course of the evening heard of the at
tempted murder. ~

A countryman who happened to be present
when Sapathwa and Dick Turpin reached the
little inn, and overheard a few words spoken
by the highwayman to the landlord, at on
saw through the affair. '

With bucolic fondness for gossip, he at once
let out his whole budget to the first persons he
met, among whom were our arcades amba.

The rage and fury of Brian Seymour may be
conceived.

With the death of 'the Blue Dwarf would end
all his fears.

His other foes were comparatively con
temptible.

It was the devotion, energyfand ubiquity of
Sa athwa he really feared.

linded by rage and hate, he at once deter
mined to beard the lion in his den.

The “yokel" had naturally let out the name
of the inn where Sapathwa was located; and,
bidding Robert Woodstock remain where he was
until his return, he hastened away to the inn,
rode into the stable yard, and then entered the
parlour.

It was empty.
Ordering a pint of the best wine and some

blscuits, Brian was served by the landlord
himself.

He quietly drank about half his wine, and
then cautiously opened the door.

There was no one about.
The house was only a two-storied one, and the

bedrooms were, therefore, not numerous.
All but one were locked.
Opening this one, he went in, and at once

found his surmiscs to be correct.
He and the Blue Dwarf were face to face.
His malignant nature asserted itself. Instead

of committing his contemplated crime without
any preliminary remarks, he stood facing his
uncompromising foe, with a hideous smile on his
face.

“ So," he said, “we meet again l"

" It appears so," replied Sapathwa, regretting
he had omitted his usual practice of putting
pistols under his pillow ; " what then I

"
" You and I cannot cumber the same earth,"

was the spiteful reply. “ You thwart me at
every step; besides, worst of al', you know too
much.”

" I know that I always have, and always will
foil your foul and wicked schemes," was Sa

p-.\thwa's reply.
“ Then, die l" gasped Brian, who had clutched

a knife from a sideboard in the parlour.
At this moment came the crash against the

door.
Brian turned; and, wild with abject terror

and fear, leaped out of the window and fled.
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l32 THE BLUE DWARF ;

After some conversation it was arranged that,
until the Blue Dwarf could with safety and

ropriety be removed, Colonel Grant should

have abed made up in the same room, while
Dick Turpin scoured the neighbourhood in
search of the criminal.

But he found no trace of him.
Five days later the colonel departed with his

charge, and Dick was free.

" CHAPTER LVIII.
was TWO novnus.

After a brief visit to his home, and a few
days of pleasant relaxation, the highwayman
started on one of his usual forays.

The intense love of change, the yearning after
excitement and adventure had quite as much to
do with Dick Turpin‘s career as his love of
money and money's worth.

He determined on this occasion to visit one of
his old haunts, which he had not seen for some
time.

It was a cave in Epping Forest.
Having two years before met with a can

tankerous customer who refused to stand and
deliver, he had shot him.

The man was well known--a prosperous and
esteemed farmer—and the outrage had created

great excitement.
Dick Turpin thought it prudent to keep out

of that neighbourhood for some time.
But now the man was dead, and the highway

man had nothing to fear.
His head-quarters in Epping Forest was a

large cavern, which, when in hiding, he had
discovered.

Towards this place it was he now bent his
way.

g He was within a mile of it
,

when, coming the
other way, he noticed a horseman approaching.

Always with a keen eye to business, Dick
clutched a pistol from his holsters; and as the
stranger, who wore a thick great coat and
slouched hat, came near, he planted himself in
front of him, clapping the pistol to his breast.

"Your money or your life l" he said, in his
hoarsest tones.

“ What l dog eat dog? " cried the other, with

a merry laugh. “ Come, come brother; if you
don't know Tom King, Tom King knows Richard
Turpin. \Vhat say you to working in company 7”

“ With all my heart,” replied the highwayman,
wholly unabashed. “Let us adjourn to the
nearest ‘ pub,‘ and then I'll show you into my
own private parlour."

No sooner said than done.
The inn they patronised was no mean one.

It has been immortalised by Charles Dickens,
under the name of the “ Maypole."

It was celebrated for its good liquor and good
dinners, and in proof of the saying that—“ Who
sells good dinners, should himself be fat," the
landlord was stout and portly.

He welcomed the well-to-do-looking travellers
with great cordiality, and set before them a
supper to which both did justice.

So cordial, indeed, was the welcome, that they
resolved to pass the night there, reservin 3 their
visit to head-quarters until the morrow.

So they slept and breakfasted before they took
their departure.

They had not far to go.
At no great distance from Chigwell there is a

small green, dividing the highway into two.
Here Dick halted, dismounted, and bade his

friend do the same.
He then passed through a thicket of bushes

and brambles of a very uninviting character,
and the two found themselves close to a narrow
fissure in a small hill, wide enough, however, to
admit them and their horses.

After advancing about three yards they found
themselves in a large, dry, and well-ventilated
cavern, with light from the top, and roomy
enough for themselves and horses.

“Welcome to my parlour!" said Dick, in
mock-heroic tones; " there is no fear of anyone
coming here unless they have a clue. The
bushes and brambles are too uuinviting to lead
any one here for pleasure. I seldom come this
way by the road we followed, but turn foot into
even denser parts of the forest. I once hid here
a week."

" Starved T"
“ No I This cavern is not uninhabited, unless,

indeed, the old rip be dead," he continued,
giving a shrill whistle.

Ere five minutes elapsed a. man entered the
cavern, a stunted, ill-favoured fellow, coarse of
visage, crafty, and fierce-looking, but with a
twinkle of the eye that spoke of a love of
mirth and drollery, and an upward curve of
the lip that showed, however the human creature
might be debased, it still cherished its grand
characteristio—the propensity to laughter.

He appeared delighted to see Dick Turpin,

1
1

\{
u
_d

nodded his head condescendingly to Tom
tug.
“Toddle my bob cull" (move, my good fel

low), said Dick, putting a guinea into his hand,
“ and let us have some brandy. Stark the lash
until you come back. Bring some bingo (gin)
for yourself."

The man took the money and disappeared.

K
_“

Rather queer-looking fellow," remarked Tom
mg.
"Spidershanks always was," answered Dick

Turpin. “ Never let a word escape you, or he
will never forgive me. You've heard of half
hung Smith, who, when the rope broke, was
carried ofi by the mo ." _“Ycsl" gasped Tom King;
Spidershanks is him."

“ Yes I I helped to save him, and he has hid
in this wood ever since. Hc fears the ‘coap‘
(gallows) so much that nothing will make him
leave the coverts. I suppose he lives by petty
felonies. When I am here he is my servant,
and I keep him."

They then turned to their horses, and soon the
man, whom we shall call Spidershanks, returned
with brandy, gin, and bread and cheese.

So the day passed ofi‘, and then Dick led the
other by a roundabout way to the highway.

Their intention was to dine, and then to ride
to some little distance and try their
fortune.

They easily found a house of entertainment
where they were unknown, dined well and
copiously, and then, mounting, continued their
journey.

They were in an open space with only a hedge
on each side, and some tall elms, when they
heard the sound of many horses, proclaiming
that a party too numerous to cope with was

coming up.

“ and your

_.
._
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"sror Tuna! A ncxnnnn GUINEAS nzwmnl DICK TURPIN AND Toll KING!” SHOUTED
THE BOW srnnzr nvsmms.

No. 12.
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I34 THE -BLUE DWARF ;

“ We had better mizzle," said Tom, urging his
horse forward.

Dick looked back.
"Bow-street runners, or the rnfiian cly me

(the devil take me) l" cried Dick ; " and they've
‘

twigged us.”
It was true. It was a party of officers, who

had learned of their presence in the neigh
bourhood.

They had been recognised in the inn where
they had dined by a servant whose master had
been robbed by Tom King.

They both saw at once that the offioers were
well mounted, and that their only resource was
flight; unless, indeed, they would face five or
six well-armed and determined men.

“ Come along, Dick l Fly-by-night," patting
his horse’s neck, “will have all his work to do."

"And so will Black Bess," drily returned
Turpin. “ The fellows are fresh, and well
mounts ."

They at once began to ride very fast, but not
urging their horses to their utmost speed.

This they reserved for the last.
Their great trouble was to find out if the

runners were gaining on them.
After the ride of a mile they found they were

coming up, not exactly hand over hand, but
still perceptibly.

“ We must make a rush," said Tom King.
“ Half a mile ahead there is a quick turn in the
road."

“ I know."
"Then there is a bridge over the canal. We

must dash down the canal bank, and either hide
or fight.”

Dick nodded.
Both now urged their horses to their utmost

speed, and in a very few minutes had turned
the road, out of sight of the runners.

The bridge was not a hundred yards ahead.
Half way was a path leading to the tow-path.
Down this both turned, and in three or four

minutes found themselves in a brick-field.
To dismount, make their horses lie down, and

crouch themselves, was the work of an instant.
On came the runners at a hand-gallop, and

without looking to the right or left passed over
the bridge.

“ Up l up l my merry men "l" cried Turpin,
laughing ; “ they'll soon find their_mistake. The
first-person they meet will tell them we have not
passed that way."

And leading the way out of the brick-field, he
mounted, and both were soon speeding over the
ground in the direction of some hills.

CHAPTER LIX.
osruur novss.

The chief characteristics of the country were
broad, dreary plains, diversified at times by dark
plantations of fir and birch ; the road was rough
and stony, and here and there a melancholy
rivulet, swelled by the first rains of spring,
crossed their path, and lost itself in the rank
weeds of some inhospitable marsh.

Presently they reached a better road, on the
side of which was an old house with a new face.

It had a nice garden, with large Venetian
windows ; but in spite of these and other well
judged and well-thriving graces of art, it
wore such a comfortless and desolate appear

anee, that it quite froze one to look at it ; to be
sure, a damp marshon one side and the skeleton
rafters and beams of an old stable on the other,
backed by a few dull and sulky-looking fir trees,
might in some measure create, or at least con
siderably add to. the undescribable cheerlessness
of the tout ensemble.

“ A dismal-looking place to choose for a resi
dence,” remarked Dick Turpin.

" Well, Mr. Edmund Stsmmers is eccentric.
He is a miser," replied Tom King ; “ and report
says keeps a woundy lot of money in the house.”

" Indeed," cried Dick. “ Many servants? "
“ Only a housekeeper and ‘an old man," was'

the reply.
" I am afraid, when this hue-and-cry is over,

we must pay him a visit."
“ All right; but to-night we must keep close.

Iknowacrib where we shall be pretty safe,"
continued Tom King.

And they continued their journey.
After some little time they reached a rather

steep ascent, up which they went slowly, until a
narrow lane appeared, down which Tom King
led the way.

He explained that at the end of the lane was
an old farmhouse, which had been turned into a
“ public" for the convenience of farmers, farm
labourers, and, if report did not lie, poachers.

As they approached it they found themselves
on a broad unenclosed patch of waste laud. A
heron, flapping its enormous wings as it rose,
directed their attention to a pool, overgrown with
rushes, and half sheltered on one side by s. de
cayed tree, which, if one might judge from the
breadth and hollowness of its trunk, had been a
refuge to the wild bird and a shelter to the wild
cattle, at a time when such were the only
intruders upon its hospitality, and when the
country for miles and leagues around was
honoured by as little of man's care and cultiva
tion as was at present the rank waste, which still
nourished the gnarled and venerable roots of
that single tree.

'

There was something remarkably singular
and grotesque in the shape and sinuosity of its
naked and spectral branches ; two of exceeding
length stretched themselves forth in the very
semblance of arms held out inthe attitude of
supplication ; and the bend of the trunk over the
desolate pond, and the formofl the ho'ary and
blasted summit, and the hollowttrunk, half riven
asunder in the shape of limbs, seemed to favour
the gigantic deception.

“Rum tree that," observed Tom, “and some

rum tales about it. It’s called about here the

Poacher’s Oak.”
“ But where's the house? "

“Close by," replied Tom, and a turn in the
road soon brought it into view.

It was a ramshackle old place ; but that
mattered little to men who, under the circum
stances, were only too glad to obtain shelter and
refreshment.

" ‘ Any port in astorm,' as Jack Andrews says,”
laughed Tom.

Whatever the house might have looked out

side, they found a warm and comfortable parlour.
Both at once ordered brandy and water, while

supper was being got ready.
As it was getting late, they determined, after

one bowl of punch, to retire to rest.
1‘ There was one bedroom vacant, which was

1reached by a labyrinth of dark, tortuous pass

ii
ages, and was a veritable relic of a bygone age
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

very large and lofty, with a floor which inclined
dowh towards the door, a huge, deep-seated
window, which rattled with every rush of wind,
a fireplace like a cavern, and a heavily-curtained
bed like a catafalque.

I They had lighted a fire, and soon the tired
highwaymen were sleeping soundly.
i It was late when they went downstairs and
intimated their intention of remaining to break
fast, dinner, and supper.

Mine host was delighted.
They were evidently of the class who never

stint themselves, and who pay their bills without
discussion.

He waited on them himself, and Tom King,
who was a great reader of plays, quoted Wycher
ley'slines :—

" Here’: a kind host, that makes the invitation
To your own coat,to his /or: bonnecollation."

They passed the day as well as they could by
dint of a pack of cards, and when night came
continued their journey.

" We are going to see a friend, and may, per
haps, return," said Dick.

“ Glad to see you, gents," was the hearty
response of mine host.

It was nearly eleven when they started; but
they were assured that, no matter at what time
they came back, they could be admitted by
ringing and knocking.

They made the best of their way to the resi
dence upon which they had designs ; and, when
they reached the I‘oacher‘s Oak, they fastened
their horses.

Dick and Tim took their pistols, both pro
duced masks, while Turpin brought out from his
portmantean a small collection of beautifully
made burglar's tools. -

Dark lanterns they never were without ; and,
thus equipped, they sallied forth on their errand
of pillage and, perhaps, murder.

The house was soon reached. A smart
verandah, scarcely finished—the miser had got
it by foreclosing a mortgage—ran along the low
portico, and formed the termination to two thin
rows of meagre and dwarfish sycamores, which
did duty for an avenue, and were bounded on
the roadside by a spruce white gate, and a

,sprncer lodge, so moderate in its dimensions that
it would scarcely have boiled a turnip ; if a rat
had got into it

,

he might have ran away with it.

4
' This lodge was deserted, and they had no

difficulty in picking the lock of the gate.
They then advanced up to the house, the door

of which they found to be very thick, with a

heavy lock, and probably heavy bolts and bars.
After making one trial, they gave it up at

once, und went round to the windows. These
had heavy shutters, which for a time defied the
utmcst skill ; but at length Turpin loosened the
hinges of a shutter, swungit back, and, removing

a pane of glass, opened the window.
'l‘hey crept in cautiously ; and, opening one of

the lanterns, looked around.
They were in a library, handsomely furnished,

with a very fine display of books on shelves.
They now removed their shoes, which they

left on a mat, and then opened the door of the
room, and found themselves in the hall, at the
foot of a flight of stairs.

There was no light in the hall.
At the simmit of the stairs was a long pas

sage, utterly in darkness.

green

Dick closed his lantern, and looked under the

‘

doors of the bedrooms.

I

From under one came a faint scintillation
of light.

But the door, on a trial being made, was found
to be locked.

Dick Turpin easily opened it
,

and entered.
It was a large room, With a huge four-post

bedstead, on which lay, soundly sleeping, a
venerable old man, with long white hair.

“Watch him l " said Dick, significantly, and
turned to examine the room.

A heavy bureau stood in a recess.
To this Dick applied himself, and easily

opened it.
It had several drawers. All were stufled

with notes and gold, diamonds, jewels of all
kinds, and other valuables.

It was a stupendous haul.
A large carpet bag stood in one corner of the

room. This Dick Turpin appropriated, and
stutfed in all the valuables it could hold.

And still the man slept.
Well for him, for Tom King would have had

no mercy had he awakened.
Finding that the old man still slumbered,

they slowly left the room, closing the door be
hind them.

Still uot s sound.
They reached the library, put on their boots,

and prepared to leave by the window.
At this moment there was a tremendous clang

from a bell.
But they had captured the booty, and there

was no one in that house to be feared.
They hurried away without caring to close

windows and doors, and soon reached the dismal
spot where they had left their horses.

The animals were glad to see them, and testi
fled their pleasure.

Food had been left with them; and, as they
had no intention of remaining in that neigh
bourhood until the robbery was discovered, they
mounted their steeds, and at once started for

E pping Forest, with the intention of remaining
there in seclusion until the morning, when they
would hasten up to London and dispose as
rapidly as possible of their valuables.

The great object was to get the notes and
jewellery disposed of before a bill was sent
round warning the receivers, who then made
their own terms.

But, once the money “ bagged," they soon
commenced their usual round of orgie and. dis
sipation.

Wine and women were always the failing of
the knights of the road.

A favourite den of these gentlemen was a

‘night-house ofi Drury-lane, where lllohawks,
swells, and Cyprians were to be found in com
pany with high tobies and cracksmen,

There clamour, shouting, singing, quafling
healths, and dancing were the order of the day.

There was a large room at the back where
noise annoyed no one.

4

Dick and Tom picked up two of the most

uproarious of the ‘blowers,’ and stuck to them
all the evening.

When they had had enough to drink, they
marched of! with their conquests, and went to
some ill-famed house where no questions of any
kind were asked.

Money was the presiding deity of both the
mistress and the acolytes.

The two highwaymen never left this wretehed

temple of Paphos for more than a week, during
which time they spent the greater part of their
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136 THE BLUE DWARF ;

money in eating, drinking, rioting, and presents, highway was due to fear entertained of_their
until, finding themselves getting into very low
water, they determined once more to take to the
road—this time again in partnership.

CHAPTER LX.
A smannsa snvan-roan.

It was the practice oi hlghwaymen, when they
had made a grand coup in any neighbourhood to
abstain from that locality for some little time,
at all events until the hue and cry was quite
over.

Our friends, therefore, rode some distance out
of London, and took up their quarters at one of
those convenient English inns where, provided
you pay, no questions are asked.

The fare may not be so finikin and varied as
in Continental hotels, but it is wholesome as
abundant.

Apropos of varied diet; some English people
who go abroad, push aside the rich menu, and
confine themselves to dishes they understand.

“Garcon,” we once heard a perfectly English
country gentleman say in the most luxurious
restaurant in Paris, “fried sole for one and
potatoes for three."

Tom and Dick made a luxurious meal on boiled
beef and carrots, such a meal as would have
laid up a fashionable lounger for a month with
indigestion, and then, after adding a plateful of
some sticky pudding, washed down with copious
draughts of ale, reverted to punch and pipes.

About eight o'clock they again mounted and
sallied forth, like Don Quixote and Sancho
Panza, in search of adventure.

It was rather a heavy night, and not one on
which any one would like to be out for pleasure;
but then business is difierent.

They used a highway where generally there
was a good deal of trafiic; but there did not
seem to be much this evening.

Still they centered on very slowly, as circum
stances might arise when the freshness of their
horses might prove of great importance.

About half-past nine, they reached a part of
the road where there was a green, with another
highway intersecting that by which they were
joumeyiug.

Not a house of any kind was in sight, and the
landscape was gloomy in the extreme.

“Slow work this l" said Turpin, as he pulled
out his flask and drank a deep draught of
brandy. “ I hope it will not go on all night."

“ Hope not," replied Tom, as he imitated his
example.

They stood quite still while drinking, and
suddenly caught the distant sound of wheels
and horses. -

“ Ah l" said Dick, “I hope something is going
to turn up.”

And looking around they took shelter under
the overspreading boughs of a large tree.

Soon their hearts rejoiced at the sight of a
heavy travelling carriage with four horses and
two postillions.

No highwaymau ever cared for these gentry,
who were generally in league with high tobies,
and too much afraid of them to ofier resistance.

There could be no doubt that much of the
success achieved by these plunderers of the

inexorable violence.
The carriage was now close at hand, and one

highwayman appearing on each side, knocked
the stillions gently oft their horses.

T ey then went each to a window of the
e-door, and both levelled their pistols. .

They could dimly make out a man and a

woman.
“Sorry to trouble you," said Tom King, in his:

politest way, “but we must have your purse,
watch, and rings.

The reply was a most startling one.
“ Help I help l save me l” cried a female voice.

“ I1 you are men, save me I”
“ She's a lunatic whom I am taking to a mad

house,” said a stern man's voice. “Take my
purse and go your ways."

Dick Turpin opened his lantern, and this is
what he saw.

A beautiful girl or seventeen,_ fashionably
dressed, in tears, sat beside a man of about
thirty, handsome, but sinister looking.

“ Don't believe him," she said‘. “ I am Miss
Melrose, and have been abduct/ed from my
father's garden by this bad man."

“Now, my fine fellows," said the man, Lord
Saltash by name, an impecunious peer, who, to
retrieve his fortune, had abducted the heiress of
the county, “there has been quite enough of
this. You have got my purse and my watch
what more do you want 7 Go your ways and
allow me to settle with this young lady."

“ I don't know so much about that," said Dick
Turpin. “ If what the young lady says be true,
you are an infernal scoundrel."

“ I like that," retorted Lord Saltash. “ A
fellow like you talking morality ! "

And as he spoke, in his rage he pulled out a

pistol from the carriage pocket, and aimed
directly at Turpin.

As he did so the girl struck up his arm, and
the pistol exploded hsrml-essly.

Dick now opened the carriage door, and made
the nobleman descend from his seat.

“ Mount I" said Dick, to the postillions.
“Where are they to drive to? " he added, ad

dressing the young lady.
" Melrose Hall," she faltered. “ But those

men are in my lord’s pay; don't leave me."
'

“We'll escort you," returned Dick Turpin,
gallantly.
my heart."

“ Scoundrel l and what am I to do? "
gasped

the irate nobleman, furiously.
“ The best you can, and if you say much I'll

put a shot through your leg," answered Dick.
As soon as the postillions had remounted,

Dick Turpin took clear instructions from Miss
Melrose, the horses’ heads were turned round,
and the postchaise retraced its way, under the
guard of the two valiant highwaymen.

Lord Saltash remained behind, in a state of
mind much easier imagined than described.

But nothing could be done, so he walked to
an inn where he was known, and, telling his
story, he supped, borrowed a horse, and rode to
the next town.

He gave no information to the authorities, as,
if anything should leak out about the abduction,

‘

he would be the laughing-stock of all his set.
Melrose Hall was not more than ten miles

from wh*‘_'- the robbery had been committed,
and soon they came in sight.

“ Beauty in distress always warms‘
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“ You are safe, new," said Dick, putting his

head in through the window, “and we will leave

ou."y
“ Sir, I care not what you are nor who you

are," cried Miss Melrose, fervently. "Let my

father thank yon. You can tell what story you

like. I shall not only not betray you, but enter

tain a grateful remembrance of you all my life."
“ Let's go in; we can trust her," observed

Tom King, in a low tone.
“ We are highly honoured," said Dick ; and so

the postchaise drove up to the gates of Melrose
Hall, accompanied by its valiant escort.

They found the house in great confusion.
There had been a great ball going on.

Miss Melrose was not missed until half an

hour before. Someone had seen her go out into

the garden, as if in search of fresh air and rest.

Suddenly her afiianced husband, Sydney
Mordaunt, had gone in search of her.

But she was nowhere to be found.
The disappearance was kept as secret as

possible; but it had, as such things usually do,

oozed out, and, from respect to the family, the

visitors were preparing to take their departure.
At this moment the carriage dashed up to

the door, and there was a loud knocking and
ringing.

Sydney Mordaunt, Mr. Melrose, and some in
mates rushed to the door, and the next moment
in rushed Lucy Melrose, and fell sobbing into

her mother's arms.
“ What has happened T"

gasped her father.
“ Ask those gentlemen.” she said, pointing to

Dick Turpin and Tom King. "I will explain
later. To them I owe my rescue from my vile
abductor. I shall be better presently, and will
explain all. Don’t go, my friends."

- Mr. Melrose and Sydney Mordaunt led Dick
and Tom into a small library, and, the door
being closed, they told their story.
~ It was simple enough.

They were riding along the road on business,

when they met the carriage.
As they came up a loud shriek, that of a

woman, came from the inside, with cries of
“Help! helpl Save mel"

They at once stopped the carriage, heard Miss
Melrose’s story, and at once compelled Lord
Saltash—“Lord Saltashl" muttered Sydney
to slight, and at Miss Melrose's express wish
escorted her home.

" For which we can never thank you enough,"
cried father and lover; and then the former
added, "What refreshment will you take—will

you join our friends 7
"

"No," said Dick, with a quizzical smile. “We
are not quite fit company for your friends. We
only did our duty—but a bottle of wine here

would break no bones."

Mr. Melrose at once went to the door, and,

calling a servant, a hastily-improvised supper
was ordered.

While they were eating, a noise was heard

outside.
Sydney Mordaunt went out, and found the

postillions clamouring for payment.

“Apply to your villainous employer, Lord
Saltash.”

“He won't pay us.

by those two villainous highwaymen,
Turpin and Tom King. We'll have 'em."

And away started the postcliaise in the direc
tion of the nearest town, which was not far
distant.

Besides, he was robbed
Dick

Sydney Mordaunt was for a moment stunned;

but, recovering himself, he at once went to

where our two friends were quietly enjoying
their supper.

By the time he entered the room hc had quite
made up his mind.

“ The service you have rendered us will ensure

you our eternal gratitude,” he began. " But I
have a strong reason for asking—am I speaking
to Dick Turpin and Tom King! "

“ You have that honour,” said Dick, with im- ,

perturbable gravity.
“ After your generous behaviour to Miss Mel

rose, I consider it
an honour. You acted like

true gentlemen.‘ And he offered his hand.

;':3ut.,"::ab<(:outilr1iued,
1‘
I have

epiome
to

wagn lyou.e po ys ave oeuounc you an ave

ridden into Meraham."
’

“A thousand thanks l" said Dick Turpin,
' ' '

hi h h
' '

b T K‘ .

-'~‘i‘€‘.‘.'.i§.Z'w§ ....".‘.1.‘.§‘.i‘.‘.‘g‘.9“°“
’ °'” mg

And both turned towards the door.
" How are your funds? "

asked Sydney.
“Amplel" both said,

eagerlyé
“We could

accept nothing for what we have one."

And they went out bowing, mounted their
horses, and rode away.

Half an hour later, during an interval in the

dancing, Sydney Mordaunt mked Lucy Melrose

a very pertinent question.
“ Who do you think your champions were I "

he said.
“I cannot say; but from a little circumstance

{that
of their

stoppingdthe c1acl1thbef<:;-lentheylnew a woman was msi e—-an o er gs,

suspect them to be highwayman,” she answered.
“ But they saved me from that man l”

“ True; therefore remember in your prayers,

Dick Tur in and Tom Kin ," he continued,

th
P

1
g

ra er grave y.
“ Wonderful l

" said Lucy. “I could not have

believed it. I am sorry they should follow such

a perilous calling."
“ True ;

g
ilt how lucky they were on the road

to-night " e mused.
“ Yes,',‘ answered Lucy.
Meanwhile Dick and Tom had started ofi at a

rattling pace in an opposite direction to that
taken by the postillions, who, in their rage,

wollullld
raise

(p
kfine

hl1il8b&l(éO]:1b0l;t
their

ezlalramuey stru across some e s, eepingt e

steeple of a village church, called Ashe, in sight,

until they struck a road, and, knowing them

selves in a very wild and safe district, they rode

a
n

until
tlaey raaclliilfd dfilerlanltlhfrequentqd b

y

rovers an suc e w ey easily oun

them: and accommodation.

CHAPTER LXI.
OLD FRIENDS.

As soon as the Blue Dwarf was able to travel,

he returned to his friends.
The colonel and Tim were in constant attend

ance, and the doctor being clever and conscien

tious, his cure did not take long.
They travelled quietly and slowly in a post

chaise, and reached their suburban residence

without let or hindrance.
Sapathwa was glad to take a rest. He had his

own special room, opening on a garden, where

he could wander when in one of his meditative
moods.

But his chief pleasure was in his books.
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u

Sapathwa, almost wholly cut ofi from the society
of his fellows, found refuge in study.

Like the reverend father in Chaucer, he could
sa :y

“And, as for ms, though that I can but lite
On hookesfor me to read, I me delight;
And to them give I faith and full ere-ienoe,
And in my heart have them in reverence
So heartily, that there is game none
That fro my books: make ms ts gone"

Szill, nothing delighted him more than to con
verse with his frieuds—above all, the colonel,
who was something of a bookworm like himself.

The house was kept very calm and quiet. An
heir was shortly expected to the house of Sey
mour.

All were anxious, as, should it prove a male
child, the whole ground would be taken from
under Brian Seymour's feel’.

Of course, until the provisions of the will were
carried out, and it wanted six months, there
would still be danger, and the earl, his wife, and
child must be watched with unusual assiduity.

Tim Roach proved very useful. He had, under
the guidance of the Blue Dwarf, got quite an

adept in disguises, and after a time could have
given a detective some trouble.

His chief duty was to keep a keen eye on
Brian Seymour, Robert Woodstock, and Joe
Askew.

More than once he had followed Brian and
Robert to their haunts in London, and seen them
meet and hold conferences with Joe Askew.

That individual seemed rather down in the
mouth.

He was incessantly wandering about the streets
of London, visiting public-houses, taking stages
out of town, and asking questions right and left.

OE course, Tim Roach knew his game. Brian
evidently believed his victims had come to
London, and probably settled in some suburb.

A favourite habit of Beach's was to sit on
Hampstead Heath.

No one could have suspected his identity.
He appeared, when dressed up by the aid of

the dwarf, to be an elderly man with a long grey
beard, who wore dark spectacles, and had a re
markable stoop in the shoulders, which detracted
from an appearance that might have been com
manding and venerable.

He was well known at the “ Spaniards,”
where, as he simply drank his glass and smoked
his pipe in an unostentatious manner, his
presence was almost unnoticed.

One day, just as he was thinking of going
home. he was startled by the sudden appearance
in the garden of the redoubtable Joe Askew.

He was dressed like a middle-class mau—
plainly enough.

He approached the table on which was Tim's
glass, followed by the waiter bringing his own
refreshment.

When alone he lifted his glass and nodded to

Tim.
“Pleasant neighbohrhood this, sir," he said;

"here's your health."
"Very," replied Tim, disguising his voice.
" Excuse me," went on Joe, facetiously; “ I

presume you are about the oldest inhabitant?"
"Oh, no," answered Tim, “this is a rare placc

for agcd and venerable per.-ions. Good many

I
older than me. some over a hundred.“

" Some good families about here I" continued
Joe.

" Very—moBtly retired merchants, and that
mt."

" No nobs—earls, and that sort of thing l" in
siuuated the other.

“ Never heard of any, only the master of Caen
Wood," resumed Tim Roach, and burial his no
in his glass. ~.

The other seemed to think his new friend very
little inclined to conversation, and, finishing his
glass, rose, and, with a surly good afternoon,
retired.

When he had gone about fifty feet, Tim Bomb
rose and followed him.

Had he got any cluef
He had no reason to think so, but it was best

to be on his guard.
The man sauntered across the heath towards

the town (very ditferent from what it is now),
and saw that he was simply bound for the office
of the stage coach.

Tim watched him go inside, and then, slipping
into a tavern, made a bundle of his outer
clothes, appearing in the garb of a dapper
groom.

The drawer of the tavern was a friend of his,
and readily took charge of his bundle.

Tim Bosch now entered the stage with Joe
Askew, and was soon going down the road to
London.

The stage stopped at some inn in Oxford
street, and Joe sauntered in the direction of
Drury-lane.

Tim kept him in sight until he went into the
house where Brian lived.

There was a public-house handy, and this Tim
entered, and watched.

In ten minutes Brian Seymour, Robert Wood
stock, and Joe Askew, came out.

They walked fast, and, he following, saw them
get into the Hampstead stage.

What could it mean 7
Had they got any clue? Had this cunning

and unprincipled Joe in any way recognised
him by some inflection of voice, or what?

At all events he would keep them in view;
and he did.

When Hampstead was reached again. he
descended from the outside, slipped up an alley,
and watched.

They went direct to “Jack Straw‘s Castle
"

this time, and, entering the coffee-room, ordered
a snack.

Tim sanntered in too. It was open to every

body, and he, too, ordered a pint of the best ale,
which he at once paid attention to.

The trio glanced slightly at him, but took no
notice; neither did they speak oi any but the
most indifferent things.

Presently Tim finished his pint, and sauntered
away from the door.

But only fora moment. Ere half that time
bad elapsed, indeed, he was outside the door,
listening.

“ I tell you that's Tim Roac ," said Joe,
earnestly.

“ Don't look like him ; but we'll watch him all
the same. Go after him while I pay the bill."

Joe required no second telling, and, rushing
out, looked everywhere for Tim.

Roach had dived down a passage, and, enter

ing a tap room, remained there until the coast
was clear.

Then, coming out, he looked about, after
which he got on the heath, and made his way by
derians roads to the old house, now long since
pulled down.

He then told his story.
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All were horrified. The verance of their
lm lacable foes was something disheartening.

hat scoundrel, Joe Askew, must be again se
cludcd.

But how was it to be done?
Sapathwa cursed his inability to move about

as he could wish.
But he must again put Dick Turpin on his

track.
That night, freshly disguised, Tim went down

to London to make a rendezvous with the high
wayman for the fourth evening from that.

Tim called every day, and at last was lucky
enough to obtain a clue to him, and the appoint
ment was made.

It was agreed that the Blue Dwarf, Colonel
Grant, and Tim, should keep it.

A hackney coach was procured. It was not
advisable for Sapathwa to travel by the stage
for many reasons, and the whole party drove to
the rendezvous with Dick Turpin in St. Giles’.

It was a notorious house enough, but quite safe,
when once the password is given, and anyone
introduced by such a well-known personage as
Dick Turpin.

Alter conferring with the landlord, Tim Roach
led the way to a small door, beside the one that
opened into the general room.

Passing through this and down a narrow

passage,
dimly lighted by a small oil lamp, Tim

nocked at another door.
“ Come in," said a deep voice, and obeying,

they entered, and to their surprise found them
selves in the presence of two men. Dick
hastened to explain.

"My friend here is Tom King, one of whom
perhaps you may have heard. He is equally to
be trusted with myself."

The Blue Dwarf nodded, while Colonel Grant
smiled to himself as he reflected on the class
of acquaintances he was making, but, with true
soldierly pride, he ignored the danger.

“ Shall I order anything, sir i" asked Dick of
the colonel.

“ What you like for yourselves, and a bottle of
port for myself and friend," nodding to
Sapathwa, “if it is good."

“ In this room you will find everything first
rate," replied Dick, as he rang the bell.

When the waiter appeared he gave his orders.
“A bowl of punch and the best bottle of port

wine in the house l" was the command.
The refreshment was brought, and Sapathwa

explained the position of affairs in Hampstead.
He told exactly what had happened to Tim

Roach.
He then summed up.
“ We wish no harm to this Joe Askew, but we

want to keep him out of harm's way for a little
over six months,” said Sapathwa. “At the end
of that time all fear of our enemies‘ machinations
will cease. We shall have placed it out of their
power to harm us."

Some further details were gone into, and then
it was agreed that Dick Turpin and Tom King,
whose services were gladly accepted on the faith
of the former’a recommendation, should meet
Tim Bosch at Hampstead on the following
day, at a place to be agreed on.

“ I know a house," said Dick, “ at Child's Hill,
out of the way, and old-fashioned. It is easily
found, it is called the ‘ Old Magpie,’ and'any
body will direct our friend here."

And so it was settled, and after finishing up
their refreshments Colonel Grant and the Blue

Dwarf, with Tim Roach, left the den and re
turned home.

Tim Roach had received minute directions as
to the “ Old Magpie," and, about noon, sauntered
in that direction.

But was this middle-aged Jew, with wallet,
really smart Tim Bosch? It'was.

He had taken immense pains with his dis
guise, and looked what he feigned to be with
admirable excellency.

His walk was that shuflliug slide which
appertains to the inferior members of this ancient
and historic race.

He made his way across the heath to where a

pathway led in the direction indicated, and
without asking his way once, reached the " Old
Magpie" and went into its parlour.

There sat two drovers, with rough caps, rough
coats, heavy boots, and stout sticks, and,
altogether, as complete drovers as anyone might
wish to see on a summer's morning.

They were discussing a dish of some sort, a

hodge-podge of meal and vegetables, washed
down by copious draughts of beer.

They nodded to Tim, and asked him to join ;
but he had just fed before he came out, and
would only imbibe, which he did with modfl‘fl-
tion.

As soon as the meal was over they determined
to take a stroll on Hampstead Heath, keeping
separate, but near enough to summon assistance

by means of a whistle.
Having reached a point of vantage, they took

up posts where they could have a complete view
of anyone coming by the main road.

The two drovers smoked to beguile the time,
one occupying a seat, the other a stone.

Tim Roach lay down on the grass, and looked
downwards.

It was a fine day; but at that time few people
came to Hampstead for amusement or recrea
tion.

Sometimes, nay, very often, a party of revellers
would come up to Hampstead, spend the evening
at the " Bull and Bush,” and then somewhere
about midnight be escorted home by four or more
stout fellows armed with heavy cudgels.

An hour passed,and then Tim Roach gave a
shrill whistle.

The two drovers never moved, but they were
all attention.

Then they saw a man approaching who made
no attempt at disguise, but walked along look
ing around carelessly, and yet eyeing every
blade of grass.

It wu Joe Askew.
Tim was in the middle, the drovers one on

each side of him.
As Joe Askew approached, Tim Roach lifted

himself up lazily from the grass and stood up
right.

Joe Askew eyed them all askance.
nothing if not suspicions.

All he saw was three men, who sat within
fifty yards of one another. They were, to all
appearance, strangers to each other. But Joe
Askew had heard that whistle, and it had
aroused his suspicious.

There might be no danger; but the better part
of valour is discretion.

Suddenly, without giving the trio time to hold
a conference, if they had so desired, he turned,
took to his heels, and fled towards the town-.

To pursue him there was folly.
The three joined, and had a conference.

He was
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"I don’t believe he recognised any of us," said
Dick Turpin, “ but was nervous. He is very
suspicious by nature, and the mere fact of three
men being so handy together on the heath made
him feel nervous. We shall never catch him at
all up here."

“ What's to be
'

done, then? "
asked Tim

Roach.
“ We must ‘ cop

’ him in London, when hang
ing about Brian Seymour’s place," replied Dick
Turpin. “ Only we must be very careful. When
once we catch him we must keep him."

They now returned to the old “ Magpie," took
a parting glass, and then the two highwaymen
and Tim parted, after making an appointment
for the next evening.

Dick Turpin and Tom King retumed to
London, and Tim Roach to his employers.

They were thunderstruck and amazed at the
acumen of Joe Askew.

" That fellow is dangerous," said the Blue
Dwarf, “and at any cost must be put out of the
way. I believe that we may trust Dick Turpin.

And so, alter a long consultation, all agreed.

CHAPTER LXIL
ran “ nonr. xx ran WALL.”

Those were dark days in London.
Even living men know that; men now with

head and beard as white as snow, can recollect
when they lived in the dark ages.

Alter the sun had gone down, the streets of
the brilliant City of London, some of which are
now illuminated with the bright electric light,
used at that time to be enveloped in the dark
ness and blackness of night.

Yes; there was not even gas.
Scarcely any one dared walk out alone, unpro

tested and unarmed, after dark, except in the
most frequented streets.

Even the main thoroughfare of Holborn was
dangerous for pedestrians at that time; but to
venture along any of the back streets was
almost a certainty of being knocked down
and robbed, and in many cases maimed, or in
some other way terribly assaulted.

It was, in short, a period of history when the
criminal class had, by systematic organisation,
and by constant acts of violence, nearly got the
upper hand of society.

Where the Holborn Viaduct, with its flue
range of elegant shops, fine hotels, and other
buildings, now stands, were slums of the vilest
description — Field Lane, West Street, and
others, which even middle-aged men recollect.

Even at the present time, if a person will take
the trouble to walk round the remaining portion
of Saffron Hill, and a few old existing alleys
near the side of Snow Hill, they will see how
low the land once was, and the people and the
character of the neighbourhood mostly were as
vile as the ground.

At the backs of a few respectable houses that
used to be there, were low lodging-houses and
whole colonies of thieves of the most dangerous
and desperate class.

These thieves‘ colonies were, in fact, studded
nearly all over the metropolis, and their deni-.
zens used to sally out at night-time to live by
wholesale plunder.

Of course, it was not much use calling for the
watchman.

They were very few in number, and many of
them were dilapidated old fogies, who, like
some of the dilapidated houses of the present
day, ought to have been removed long ago.

If the watchman were particularly wanted
when some dreadful melée was going on, it not
infrequently happened that he and his watch
box had been turned over in the mud, and he
was found lying on his face, with his temporary
station, a box, on his back, like a snail under its
shell, and calling out

“Helpl help l" as a kind of chorus to the
people who a few yards ofi were singing out,
“ Watch! watch l Murder l Thieves l Rob
bery ll)

At the time of which we write, things were
even worse than what we have alluded to, and
many parts of London were left wholly to the
night prowlers, who wandered about in search
for unwary victims.

The rendezvous made by Dick Turpin and
Tom King with Tim Roach was near one of these
slums, and in a house known as the “Hole in
the Wall."

Men of the present day will scarcely credit
the fact that this house was known amongst the
dangerous classes as the “ Den of the Dead."

This is what it really was.
Amongst the most audacious acts of several

of the London gangs of organised robbers and
murderers, was that of establishing a general
warehouse, or depot, for the reception of the
murdered bodies of their victims.

This was an old building, which formerly
stood on the banks of the River Thames, on the
Middlesex side, not far from the foot of Black
friars Bridge.

When a murder had been committed by one
of the dreadful gang who owned this charnel
house, the body of the unfortunate victim was
first secreted for a time, and then, as soon as
possible, carried to this warehouse, sometimes in
a sack, sometimes, to allay suspicion, in a cart,
and at other times by a boat, where it was left
for a little time till an opportunity oficred to
sell it to some of the surgeons at the anatomical
schools.

'

If, however, there were very strong marks of
violence on the bodies, then they were sold in
limbs, at so much a joint.

This place existed within the last eighty years,
and was kept on as a human shamble, and
actually used as a human slaughter-house for
some considerable time,§it being found out after
wards that many persons, under various pre
tences, were decayed to the place, and then
murdered and robbed therein, and afterwards
disposed of in the manner stated above.

The “ Hole in the Wall" was one of the secret
entrances to this hideous charnel-house.

But why had Dick Turpin and Tom King
given this as a rendezvous with Tim Roach?

It was dark at night when Tim, after alighting
at a respectable inn near Holborn, launched on
his venturons enterprise.

He was armed with pistols and a short sword,
but he was also armed with something much
better—thieves' Latin.

Ever and anon, going along dark and dismal
alleys, turning into miserable lanes, he was

stopped; but one whisper of some mystic word
was enough.

The vilest vagabond of that wild region was
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND OBIME. 1,'1
i

fain to respect those words, which might have
been Chaldaic or Hebrew to anybody else.

Several times he was interrupted; but, as he
got nearer to the centre, those who were hang
ing about took less notice of him.

A man who had penetrated so far must have
some right to be there.

Presently he reached the foot of Ludgate-hill,
and made his way for the Den of the Dead.

He knew nothing about it
,

but both Dick
Turpin and Tom King had given him such a full
description of the place that he could scarcely
fail to find it.

Where now he would find one, if not two,
vigilant policemen, he found a dirty-looking
individual.

“ Hole in the Wall—Kid Nipper l" was the
question, with a shilling.

“This way, your honour,” was the answer,
and two minutes later Tim Roach stood in front
of the most fearful den that ever existed in
London.

But for the most undeniable evidence, we
should never have believed such a place could
have existed.

People talk flippantly of the Newgate
Calendar, and assert, because they have not
been able to find any account of these places in

it
,

that no such a vile den ever existed.
Superficial students of the Newgate Calendar

do not know much.
They have got hold, perhaps, of the least

trustworthy of all. We have studied every one,
or we should be unworthy to write this narrative.

There are seven Newgate Calendars, published
by seven rival publishers, and to get at the
truth one must read them all.

1t was a very unpretentious-looking dwelling,
merely an obscure public; but it required am
much ceremony to get inside as ever was
exercised in the most severe of secret societies,
Carhonari. or Masons.

Vcrbmn. sap. We do not believe ‘in insti
tutions which have to be guarded by such fearful
precautions.

There is a vast deal of humbng about all'
societies which have signs and passes.

However, Tim Roach was admitted, and
ushered, his hat over his eyes, into asmall room,
where, being unbonneted, he found himself in
the presence of Dick Turpin and Tom King.

“ Give me something to drink," said Tim,
sinking in a chair, “ just to take the taste of the
persecution out of my mouth."

“Hallo, boy l " cried Dick; “what’ up?
Are you frightened?"

“ No," replied Tim; “ but I didn't know there
were such hideous slums in London.”

Both highwaymen laughed.
“ You have never been a hundred yards from

Holborn or Fleet-street,“ said Dick, with a

hearty laugh.
‘-'But why bring me here l" cried Tim Roach.“ There, I don't care ; hand over the bingo."
And he drained all he could get.“ Between you and me," said Dick, drily,

“ this is the very worst place in London—the
Den of the Dead. Me and my friend Tom have
nothing to do with it; but, like all the faculty,
we are free of this place in case of accidents."

‘Tho writer reeollects that on the right hand side of
Holborn-hill. coming from the City, he has often passed
under an archway, and gone through the molt extra
ordinary labyrinth of lanes and slums he can remember
ever seeing.

Tim Roach fell back appalled.
" Don't put yourself out, Tim ; we're here

waiting for Joe Askew." -
“ No I " said Tim.
“Yes. We've put Brimstone Bess on to him,

and if she don't lay him up to the Hole in the
Wall, then all I can say is

, l'm blamed l" laughed
Dick Turpin.

Tim Roach stared hard.
“ Who's Brimstone Bess 1"
“ Well," quietly remarked Tom King, “ she's a

female pal of mine. She ain't bad-looking, and
she ain't very handsome; but she's a stunner."

“ But I don't see how," urged Tim.
“Well, you can wait. Ilut all I can say is

, if

you
ever

expect to ‘ bag’ Joe Askew, she will
do it.

" But still I can't see how," persisted Tim
Roach.

At this moment there was a tap at the door,
and a boy entered.

h

He nodded to Dick, who went out to speak to
rm.
Then Dick returned to his companions.
“Follow me," he said.
They obeyed, and he led them to the bar,

where, blear-eyed and stupidly drunk, they saw
Joe Askew, in company with a fat, blowsy
woman of about thirty.

She had-decoyed him to the Hole in the Wall
—»by what means, by what artful sorcery, it is

not our province to inquire.
There he was.
Dick and Brimstone Bess exchanged glances,

and then the female Judas invited Joe Askew
to have another drink.

When Joe Askew came to his senses, he found
himself in a dark room, lying on the floor.

He had a fearful and splitting headache, and
was utterly unable to account for his 'tion.

“ Where am Ii "
he gasped. “ What has hap

pened T"
He with difiiculty rose to his feet and groped

for the window, which faintly and indistinctly
he could make out.

He
The full moon shone brightly in the sky.

He could make out nothing but that he was
below ground; the look out, through an iron
barred window, was a kind of area.

He was turning away with a sigh, when, by
the pale, flickering moon he saw that he was not
alone in the room. Two men, at all events, lay
on a bed close at hand.

“ What do I see? "
he gasped.

“ Why, lodgers
in bed l I'll wake them up and ask them to help
me to escape."

He pushed back the curtains so that a faint
streak of moonlight should still illuminate the
room, and going to the side of the bed patted
one of its inmates on the side of the cheek.

“ Please, wake up!
"

he said ; “ you will save
me, protect me i "

As soon, however, as Joe Askew placed his
hand on the man's cheek he found it cold, icy,
clammy.

It was the cheek of a corpse l

He shrank back with horror—his senses seemed
leaving him.

“ He feels like dead," he muttered ; and then,
some irresistible influence urging him on, he
again felt the body.

“ Oh, where am I T " he gasped, wildly. “ I

am in the chamber of death. The room smells
of the gallows. I must get out of it, though. I

pushed aside the curtains and looked out.
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142 THE BLUE DWARF;

will look round the infernal den for some means
of escape. Great heavens I here are three more,

sitting on the floor against the wall, looking for
all the world as if they were alive l Oh, that

"wretched woman l What did she bring me here
“for? Is it a body-snatching shop?"

Overcome by his high-wrought feelings, he fell
fainting on the floor.

When again he woke it was to find himself in
utter darkness.

His arms were firmly bound to'_his sides as

_ 'tightly as if he had a strait jacket on.

1

“ Trnssed for the slaughter," he grimly thought;
“ what cold-blooded wretches I "

" Joe Askew l " suddenly cried a hollow voice
'0ut of the deep darkness.

“Who calls? "
gasped the terror-stricken

wretch.
“ One who has the power and will to question

you," was the cold reply.
“ What do you seek to know ‘I

"
“ Have you any reason to give why you

shouldn‘t join the stifi ’una in the room which
you have just left? "

“Have mercy on mel what have I done?"
gasped the trembling wretch.

“ Many things to deserve death; one will
sutfice for this tribunal. You are the unprincipled
agent of a scoundrel, Brian Seymour by name.”

“ Good Lord l " Joe; " l'm in the
clutches of that hideous abortion, the Blue
Dwarf l”

“ Of his friends—men devoted body and soul
to

tl
h
e noblest man in England," was the stern

re .

lien again silence followed, silence so intense
that Joe Askew shuddered from abject fear.

What were they going to do?
He closed his eyes from sheer horror. He

was lying on a truss of straw.
" Joe Askew? "

was again suddenly asked.
He tried to sit up, but, failing in the attempt;

fell hack stunned and horrified.
The room was no longer dark, but most

strangely lighted by numerous variegated lamps .

These revealed an appalling sight.
At the other end of the room sat five men,

cowled and cloaked, two red lamps behind them
casting a kind of halo round their heads.

Joe Askew shivered with cold.
" We," went on the pitiless voice, “have come

to the decision that you, Joe Askew, Brian Sey
mour, and Robert Woodstock, have forfeited your
lives. Your complicated acts of villainy have
placed you beyond the pale of the law."

“ Mercy 1" gasped Joe.
“None ; but justice, plenty. We have not the

other villains in our power, but you are. Never
again shall you pollute the air with your sinful
breath."

“ Mercy l " he whined.
“Never shall you meet your companions in

infamy again," the inexorable judge went on,
coldly.

“ But I will repent! I will give up my evil
ways l I swear——" he shrieked.

" You shall ; but listen first to the oath," was
the cold rejoinder.

The oath was repeated to him.
which no genuine formula was ever given. lts
words have been put in shape, but not
correctly.

Those conversant with the annals of Newgate
well know how religiously the oaths of these
fearful freemasonries were kept.

It is one of

Joe Askew shuddered as he listened.
as terrible as any ever taken in a Vents.

"Will you take it?" asked the cold and re
morseless judge.

'

“ Yes,” faltered Joe.
The oath was then administered, and was

never broken.
Then all was dark again.
Joe A.El{¢W was lifted up, and taken to a

smaller room, where he soon found himself alone,
with a light and plain, but copious, supper.

Feeling all immediate danger to be over, he
ate heartily, and then sank into a sound and re
freshing sleep.

When he recovered his senses, he found him
self under one of the arches .of Blackfriars
Bridge.

It was early morning.
He rose and walked sullenly in the direction

of Drury Lane.
He had no intention to break the conditions

of his oath, but he was determined not to starve.
It was not necessary to tell either Brian Sey

mour or Robert Woodstock that he could no
longer be their tool.

But he could remain in their pay without
doing any thing to the detriment of Shelton
Seymour—Earl of Elphick.

It W88

CHAPTER LXIII.
a awe ron Lira.

Some days later, Dick Turpin and Tom King,
having reported the result of their clever capture
to Sapathwa, started on an expedition.

They had no particular design, but desired to

b
is

guided as much by chance as by anything

e se.
The great North road offered as good chances

as anywhere else, and accordingly the great
North road was selected.

They started after an early dinner, and trotted
along without much thought of anything.

One thing was certain. No business was to be
transacted near London, nor in the broad day

li ht.
gThey passed naturally enough a good many

eligible inns, where they pulled up, of course for
the sake oi their horses washing out their
mouths and eating a wisp of hay.

They also washed out their months, then re
suming their journey, and by about five had got
quite into the country.

It was a bright, cheerful day, and the high
waymen laughed and chatted merrily.

They had just reached a stile that led into one
of those green, shady lanes, which still make us

feel that the old poets, who loved and lived for
nature, were right in calling our island " Merrie
England," when they were startled by a short,
quick bark.

Looking over the hedge, they saw a man, ap
parently ot the pedlar persuasion, seated on the
sward. Beside him was a large deal box, before
him a large meat pie, which he was about to eat.

He saw them peering at him.
“ Don't mind my dog," said he of the box;

“the dog, sirs, is very quiet; he only means to
give me the alarm by giving it to you ; for dogs
seem to have no despicable insight into human
nature, and know well that the best of us may
be taken by snrprise."_ _“ You seem a philosopher,” laughed Dick,
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 143

whose education had not been neglected. "If after all, it was but a hit of tit-for-tat revenge
there is pie enough for three, we have brandy."

“ Come over," replied the other; “or rather
push open the gate by the stile, and come in

, and welcome."
They obeyed, dismounted, and seated them

selves on the sward at no great distance from the

pedlar, the dog not interfering.
Their new acquaintance was a queer-looking

fellow, a middle-sized and rather athletic man
of about thirty-five, wearing a dark blue frock
coat, neither shabby nor new, but ill made
and much too large and long for its present

r.
Beneath this was a faded yellow waistcoat, and

a shirt of very unwashed hue, though of very re

spectable fineness.
His face was grimy and sallow, sunburnt and

freckled, while his eye, perpetually rolling, was

keen and roguish.
Dick could have sworn he had seen him be

fore ; but then, Dick had seen so many people,
and besides, it was one of those faces which we
have not, in all human prdability, seen before,
and yet which (perhaps from its commonness)
we imagine we have encountered a hundred
times.

Dick Turpin, though satisfied he had seen him
before, somewhere or somehow, cared little.

He was intent on the present rather than on
the past.

The air was so pure, the grass so green, the
laughing afternoon so full of the hum of insect
motion, that the feeling produced was rather of
freshness and invigoration than of languor and
heat.

The highwaymen were hungry.
While enjoying their meal, they further

noticed that their new friend was of s
stalwart donkey, which was feeding at no great
distance. -

Little was said while the pie lasted. When it was
finished the pedlar rose, and, going to the side of
his animal, brought hack onions and cheese,
and a huge leather bottle, full, as it proved, of
nut-brown ale. _

The trio did amply justice to this very agreeable
fluid—there were no sanctimonious Stigginses
in those days to begrudge good liquor to every
body—bnt themselves.

Then the brandy flasks were produced and
finished.

The end of it was that Dick and Tom lighted
their pipes, but before they had drawn many
whifis, slumber overcame them, and they snored.

When they awoke, it was pitcby dark. They
looked around.

The man, the donkey, and the dog were gone.
They felt in their pockets. Their purses and

watches were gone.
"I thought I knew the scoundrell" roared

Dick Turpin, with a fearful oath.
" What, in the name of thunderntion, do you

mean 7" said Tom King.
“That infernal pedlar was no other than Joe

Ari-ICW," said Dick. with an oath.
Tom King stared wildly at Dick.
“Why didn’t you say so before?" exclaimed

Tom King. savagely.
“ Well, [didn't know myself until just now.

Somehow, I thought the face was familiar; but
until the vagabond robbed us, I never suspected
the truth."

Tom King burst out laughing.
“ The wretched vagabond l" he cried; " but

on his part."
Dick Turpin didn't seem to see it in that light.
“ The first time I catch him I'll teach him to

play tricks with his betters l" he growled, rising;

“t.he'best
thing we can do is to start on busi

ness.’
And Dick, rising, put his hand mechanically ,_

into his breaches pocket.
“ Hang it

,

the fellow has left us but a guinea l”
he said, angrily.

With which remark he mounted, and, getting
to the highway, he rode for some time in silence.

About eleven they reached some cross-roads,
near to an inn, called the “Abbey Arms.”

It was very old-fashioned, and was within a
mile of some ruins, which people from London,
and even every part of the world, were in the
habit of visiting.

The two highwaymen drew rein, and, without
dismounting, asked for a stirrup cup.

This they were given, and, having done justice
to the draught, went their way.

But though they followed beaten roads for
hours, daylight came without their meeting with
any adventure. Nothing but waggons or hay
carts passed, and these higbwaymen were above
robbing poor men of a shilling or two.

When it was eight o'clock they determined to
breakfast, which they did at a small roadside
inn of humble appearance.

The question now arose as to their movements
during the day. They were desperate, and must
do something to retrieve their fortunes. It was
unusual for them to find their pockets so ill
lined, and something must be done.

They knew, however, that their horses needed
rest, and that they must pass some hours in re
pose. Many a time during their ride did Joe
Askew‘s name come to their lips. Unless he was
very artful they thought he must fall into their
hands, and then woe betide the rascal, who no
doubt was living in luxury on their hard carn
mgs.

To go to a proper inn was out of the question.
Two mounted men, with good horses and well
dressed, do not venture on getting proper atten
tion with less than a guinea in their pockets.

They must wander about or return to London,
unless they could fall over a prize. While com
muning thus,they came in sight of a dilapidated
shed at some little distance from the road on a
slope.

This was just what they wanted—rep0se, and
a good view of the highway.

They leaped a hedge, and going up to the
hovel, dismounted, and, turning their horses
loose, entered the building. There was some
coarse straw, and in their present mood this .

was enough.
Without more ado they slept, nor did they

awake until the sun was setting towards the
West.

They now rose, feeling ahungercd and athirst,
and, remounting their horses, regained the high
way in no very good humour.

They had twelve shillings left, and nature
absolutely demanded that a portion of this
should be invested in food.

They soon came to a village, where they pro
cured a huge loaf, a large hunk of cooked bacon,
and some cheese, with which they rode forward
until they reached an ale-house.

On the opposite side of the road was a small

green with a bench. Here they alighted, and
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144 THE BLU E DWARF ,

Dick, going across, got a halt-gallon jug of ale
and a glass, which lmving carried to the bench,
the two hungry men fell to work on the viands.

Net a scrap remained in twenty minutes, and
a fresh supply oi ale was required.

Tom rose this time, and as he did so a motley
group came in sight.

Six mounted men, one of whom was oi the yokel
species, with a smock frock. He was mounted
on a huge cart-horse, which he was urging
forward by cries and kicks.

Those behind him were runners. That their

presence was known they at once saw, as the
mcautious guide was pointing in their direction
with frantic gestures He had evidently seen
them from the inn, and probably, knowing that
oflicers were in the neighbourhood, had started
ofi to earn the reward.

The two highwsymen, like giants refreshed,
rose to the occasion. They mounted their steeds,
saw to their holsters, and prepared for a desperate
run, or fight, as the case might be. They had a
hundred yards start.

“Stop them! a hundred guineas reward—
Dick Turpin and Tom King I" came waited from
the distance, the words being spoken by the
stentorian voice of one of the Bow Street
ruuners.

A rush was made across the road in their
direction ; but they had started, and one big
fellow, who rashly tried to grasp at Dick's bridle,
received such a knock on his skull with the butt
end oi Dick's whip as to send him back sense
less. The fickle crowd laughed. He was a
notorious bully, and the mob were delighted.

Away went the high tobies. The long rest had
told on the horses, which, moreover, had been
well fed, and were in consequence in admirable
iettle. They needed to be, for, fully aware how
excellently-mounted were the highwaymen,
Pooly, who was behind, had selected five of the
fastest and most powerful horses he could find.

The oflicer was not only actuated by desire for
the reward. He thirsted for that kind of fame
which is to be won by the capture of the most
daring highweyman of his day.

It meant money and glory too. The combina
tion was one which very often ofiers temptation
to men in a higher position than that occupied
by PO01]

“ We‘ve got our work to do," said Dick;
“they ride well, and their horses are stunners.
We'd better try the tricky dodge, if we can."

‘* It we can," replied Tom King, drily; " but I
fancy they will stick too close to us. We must
tight or run."

“ Fight five strapping Bow Street runners l"
growled Dick. “ Oi course, it we have to, we
must; but, it we kill or wound two, the other
lhree may kill or take us."

"‘I don't mean to be taken," said Tom King,
in a dry, hard voice.

All this time they were urging their horses
forward. The noble animals were warming to
-rheir work ; and, like all thoroughbreds, enjoyed
the race as much as their masters. They strode
as they might have done on u racecourse.

The road for some time was tolerably straight,
not with that hideous uniformity of straightness
which makes French highways so ugly, but

sufliciently so to enable the oflicers to keep them
in sight.

At the end ot half-an-hour a turnpike gate
came in sight.

“Joe Merson, a friend of mine l " said Tom
up
r :.--\

King, who kept neck and neck with Turpin;
" but he's a bit ot a skinflint. I'll try, though—
give me a shilling."

The man was waiting to collect his toll.
" Can't stop, Joe,” cried Tom King, in a hurry.

“Here's a guinea for you to shut the gate."
And he threw the shilling into a dry ditch

behind the turnpike man.
Joe hastily shut the gate, and then turned to

look for his guinea
At that moment up came the Bow Street

runners.
“ What have you shut the gate tor, you infernal

fool 2” said Pooly. “ I'll trounce you for this.
Aiding and abetting the escape of highwaymen
you’ll find is a hanging matter."

Joe turned; and. recognising the oflicers by
their dress, proceeded to nntasten the gate,
through which the oflicers rushed.

lin
t Dick Turpin and Tom King were out of

sig t.

Still Pooly dashed on, looking to the right
and left for any place where they might be con
cealed.

But there appeared no place where they could
possibly have concealed themselves.

After a ride of half-a-mile, they came up to
two hay carts, led by two men in smock frocks,
with slouched hats and leather gaiters.

Had they seen two horsemen riding for their
lives? Yes, they were just round the corner ot
the road, near the “ Bed Lion."

Away went the oficers as hard as they could.
No sooner were they out ot sight than Dick

Turpin and Tom King litted their heads from oii
the hay, descended to the road, and, giving
the men the hall of what money they had,
hurried to a field where their horses were lying
beneath a hedge, mounted, and fled across
country, nor stopped until they were miles away
on a difierent line oi road.

Their steeds were blown. What was to be
done l A ride to London, with tour shillings
between them, was rather an arduous under
taking. But there appeared no other chance for
them.

CHAPTEB LXIV.
FLIGHT

Knowing how desperate would be the oficers
when they knew how they had been foiled, they
determined to go by devious ways.

They were on one of the great highways, and
resently came to a winding road, evidently but
ittle frequented, which Tom King knew led to

another road, which would be the shortest cut to
London.

They determined to follow it without any
further delay.

When they had gone about a quarter of a

mile, they came in sight of a house, separated
from the road by a strip of garden, bounded by

a hedge.
The front room was well lighted, and the

window up.
A supper was laid, awaiting someone. The

hungry varlets felt their mouths water. Dis
mounting without a word, they tied their horses
under a gnarled old tree, with heavy, over

spreading branches.
They got over the hedge and reached the

window, from which they had a full view of s
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146 THE BLUE DWARF ;

.-'.y.,,r__.When he returned his appearance had changed

copious supper laid for one. But there was a

piece of beef, flanked by a chine, bread, wine,
and a jug of beer.

“ It’s risky," said Dick ; “ but here goes," and
he clambered through the window, followed by
Tom King; and, sitting down, they began to
attack the viands like famished wolves.

Meat, bread, and beer went rapidly, and then
each drank a goblet of wine.

Then they looked at one another
laughed.

“ Enjoying yourselves. gentlemen 7" said a sar
castic voice ; " make yourselves at home, by all
means.”

‘They rose hurriedly, and faced a tall, vener
able man of sixty.

“ Sir," replied Dick Turpin, courteously, " we I

are penniless, having been robbed of our all;
and, being hungry and thirsty, could not resist
the temptation oflered us."

“Robbed of your alll "
the other said, in a '

tone of irony ; “ you don’t look like gentlemen
likely to be robbed. Quite the other way, I
should have thought," he added, with a laugh.
" But there, sit down and finish your supper. I
will ring for more plates, knives, and forks.”

“But, sir," began Dick and Tom.
“Now you have come here to please your

selves, you will stay here to please me," the
other went on. “I seldom have visitors, for!
reasons I may presently explain, and this break
in on my monotonous existence is too welcome
for me not to take advantage of it."

The two highwaymen reseated themselves. It
was true they had supped, but they had no
lodgings for" the night. At all events, they
would have rest and ample refreshment.

"As 1 came in just now I noticed two horses
under the gnarled oak opposite. I presume»
they are yours. If so, my servants shall care
for them," their strange host continued.

At this moment a female servant entered the
room. -

“I've-zbrought two friends home to supper,
Jane," observed the master; “their horses are
over the road. Tell Tim to take them to the
stable, groom them well, and let them have as
much oats and hsy as they can eat."

'

|( Yea"
"Let us have some steak, onions, and broiled

bone as soon as possible,” continued the other ;
"fill that jug and put the Hollands bottle on
the table."

The girl, looking rather surprised, set-to to
obey orders.

.“ One moment," added mine host, as he
locked the door behind the servant and darted
into a side room.

'

and

"iroim-that of u man of sixty, with white hair, to
that of a middle-aged man, say of forty-five.

His features were small, irregular, and some
what flat ; and yet on looking twice at the coun
tenance, there was something marked and
singular in the expression, which fully atoned
for the commonplace of the features.

The right eye turned away from the left in
that watchful squint which seems constructed
on the same considerate plan as those Irish guns
made for shooting round a corner; his eye
brows were large and shaggy, and greatly re-!
sembled brsmble bushes, in which his fo:~likei
cyes had taken refuge. I

Round these vulpine retreats was a labyrinth
or maze of those wrinkles called crow’s-feet;

,

deep, intricate, and intersected, they seemed for
all the world like the web of a Chancery suit.
Singularly enough, the rest of the countenance
was perfectly smooth and unindented ; even the
lines from the nostrils to the corners of the
month, usually so deeply traced in men of his
age, were scarcely more apparent than in a boy
of eighteen.

“Well, Dick and Tom," he said; “do you
know me T"

They stared, without being able to speak.
Could it be true?

His smile was frank, his voice clear and
hearty, his address open and much superior to
his apparent rank in life.

‘- Gentleman George!" cried Dick. “ In the
name of all that is yellow and mouldy, what
does it mean '1"

“ That I am very glad to see my old friends."
was the hearty, chuckling answer; “the rest
we'll discuss after supper. My servant is coming.
and, casting himself in an armchair, he threw a.
dressing-gown over himselfl

His man and his girl brought in the supper.
It was very nice, succulent, and well cooked,

,while the ale, wines, and subsequently the
punch, proved admirable.

Dick and Tom stuck to the eatables, and then
the drinkables, for some time, thinking the more
all the time.

Gentleman George was popularly believed to
have been shot in a scuflle with Bow-street
ofiicers, his body hung in chains, and then
eaten by crows and other carrion. And here he
was, alive, well to do, and entertaining them at
what was practically a sumptuous repast.

At length, the rage of hunger being appeased
they settled down to a bowl of punch and
pipes.

Not that conversation of a kind had not gone
on all the time. Gentleman George rattled on
between every mouthful. He was a consummate
rascal. This anyone could see from his exces
sive frankness. An honest man soon buys
reserve from experience. Rogues are communi
cative and open because confidence and open
ness cost them nothing. -

“ Now, then," cried Gentleman George, as he
ladled out the punch, “ though I owe .your pre
sence to a marvellous coincidence, I am none the
less glad to sea you. How’s business T"

Dick and Tom laughed. Dick, like the other
rogue, was very frank.

“The fact is, George, we two have been ter
rible fools. Two days ago we were in funds,
and now, would you believe how we have been
taken in by a yokel-—a servant—a comparative

reenhorn T"
And Dick told the story, which "Gentleman

George listened to with intense attention, inter
rupting them occasionally to ask questions.
When Dick concluded, he burst into a roar of
laughter _ _ ._

f'

“And you took Joe Askew for a yokel i".rhe
went on between the bursts. " Man of about
forty—well, two or three-—yellow-haired, pug
nosed,and deuced ugly '2"

“ Yes."
“Well, he was my servant for tn-u years.

After that I suppose you can gu that he had

good training. One moment."
And he went out of the room, returning with

:1 small parcel in his hand.
“These are your watches, Ibelieve," he said,

with a thick, fat chuckle.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

“ Well," replied Dick, with a comic, yet
amazed laugh, “ we were the last owners."

" Ha, hal very good I" Gentleman George
said, with a laugh. “ I parted with him half an

hour ago. He sold me those watches cheap;
told me he had just picked the pockets of two
-arrant flats.”

" Where is he I " cried Dick Turpin ; “let me

get at him, that’s all l”
“ Where you won’t find him l" said Gentleman

George, quietly ; " and how do you know him 2"

Then Dick Turpin, with all the reckless frank
ness of your true rogue, told the outlines of
Shelton Seymours tale.

"And Joe Askew was employed by Brian
Seymour I" said Gentleman George, quietly.

" Yesl”
“Then I understand!" continued the other.

“ Fill your glasses, and then allow me to order
beds to be ready. I will then order all that is
required for the night, and then you can tell me
your story. Before my servant comes in, take
your watches."

“ But——"
“ But me no buts. You must allow me to act

as an old friend. I daresay we may do busi
ness together. Tell ms the whole story, without
leaving out a word. I could hang Joe Askew,
a1ias—never mindl but I can silence him."

" So can we."
The grog was duly distributed, all the orders

were given, and then Dick Turpin spoke-fully,
fairly, and without disguise—and told the whole
story. He knew very well that Gentleman
George was to be trusted.

" And Brian Seymour is mixed up in this I "
mused Gentleman George. “ Well," nodding in
answer to the other's reply, “ a more hopeless
blackguard never lived ; while Robert Woodstock

is
,

perhaps, even more unprincipled. I could
hang them hsth ; but since that day 1 pretended
to die I have had to keep quiet, and can't
appear. Still, under certain circumstances, I

would."
“Thank you I "
“By the way, would you like to see Joe

Askew 7 " asked Gentleman George.
" I'd give n lease of life l" cried Dick Turpin.
Tom King swore a deep oath, and clutched a

table-knife.
“If that's your humour, gentlemen, I shall

not let you see him," resumed the host. "If
you are content to make him refund, well and
good ; but I can have no violence."

" Let us have our money back, and we will be
content," growled Dick.

Gentleman George rang a bell. His house
was well appointed in every way. The man
servant answered the summons.

“ Has the pedlar gone to bed yet, James?"
asked his master.

“Gone altogether, sir! Changed his mind,
~hesaid, and should get on his way."

‘-'That will do, James." said George; and,
as soon as the door was closed, he added, with a

iaugh, “The rascal must have heard I had guests,
and somehow learned your identity. Well,
never miudl I'll find money to send you on
your way. Never leave a pal in distress I"

The two highwaymen,bowed their acknow
ledgments.

-‘ You, like most other people," he presently
remarked, “thought I was drowned at Rich
mond. Well, the truth was that, being hotly
chased, I made for the river, and when the Bow

147

Street runner fired—I was swimming my horse
—I pretended to be shot, and, falling off, swam
ashore. I was pretty well u in mopuses, so
made up my mind to retire g

o
r

a while from
public life."

“ I made up as a fashionable man and went
down to Bath, got introduced into good society,
and, finally, came across a rich widow who
took a fancy to me, and behold, Sylvester
Yelverton, Esq., the owner of this very comfort
able crib, and a nice little lot of money in the
funds. My wife died six months after marriage,
and behold me, a little landed proprietor, with
every comfort around me. That s my history.“

The two heartily congratulated him on making
so good an end, and wished they might be as
lucky.

"Hope so, too; but now let's wind up ; I'm
rather tired, and there will be plenty of time to
talk, as I shall not let you go for a week."

And so it was agreed.
They stopped ten days, during which time

they thoroughly enjoyed themselves.
Then they once more started to roam the

world, after promising never to be in that neigh
bourhood without paying him a visit.

CHAPTER LXV.
narsmo run wrxo.

The two friends knew well that during their
seclusion their pursuers would have lost all clue
to their whereabouts, and felt certain that for
the present they would, unless by great chance,
be unmolested.

They were no longer penniless; but still the
desire for money was, like that of hunger, never
appeased.

Both longed for one of their riotous orgies in
London, and this they could only enjoy with
plenty of money in their pockets.

They trotted along the whole of the first day,
meeting no one who appeared to be worthy of
attack, and halted in_'the evening at an hostelry
of high character.

It was in a garrison town, and so soon as Dick
and Tom were fairly settled down to dinner
they noticed an unusual bustle about the place.

“ What's up T" asked Dick.
“ Assembly night, sir,” replied the man.

" Ball l All the rank and fashion l

"
"' Should like to go," said Dick, with a knowing

wink at Tom.
"

Quite easy, sir. Tickets half-a-guinea ;

but —" and he hesitated.
“ Dressl you mean ?"
“ Yes, but that can be easily managed," replied

the man. “ Mr. Nathan. two doors oti—lend you
full dress—happy to oblige anyone staying here."

“ We‘llthink of it; bottle of port,“ said Dick ;

and the two were left alone.
" What do you mean to do I

"
asked Tom.

“ Well, I thought we might go as visitors from
London ; make up as fine as lords. Lots of
watches about," replied Dick, laughing.

" That's the idea," continued Tom.
When the waiter returned Dick save him a.

crown, and told him to send for Mr. Nathan, who

proved a most confiding Jew.
He lent two complete suits, swords, bag-wigs,

and everything complete, they engaging to return
the whole intact on the morrow.
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H8 THE BLUE DWARF ;

Before changing their clothes they visited
their horses, and bade the ostler not to take off .

their saddles, as they would start early.
They feed the man liberally, and he promised

in all.things to obey their behests.
Going to their room they dressed, each aiding

the other, and when they had finished, on look
ing in the glass, they presented a very startling .

appearance.
Though both were stout, they were not bad

figures. Their dissipation was very much
counteracted by the constant exercise they took

_ in the open air.
As soon as they were ready they went down

stairs, bought their tickets, and sanntered into
the ballroom.

‘

They gave some rather aristocratic names to
the man at the door, who mangled them in pro
nouncing, and went in.

It was a long room, with crimson-coloured
benches and wax candles in glass chandeliers.
The musicians were securely confined to an ele
vated den, and quadrilles were being systemati
cally got through by two or three sets of dancers.

Our two friends were, except the military, the

most striking figures in the room. They got
introduced to plenty of partners ; they had been

'
creature comforts.

to one or two big atfairs in London, and made
some big hauls, and could dance well ; so they
easily knocked up an acquaintance orfltwo among
"the gentlemen.

The ball was a great success, and all went well
until between two or three in the morning, when
there was a general uproar.

“Where's my watch?" “What's become of
my necklace?

"
“_Where's my bracelet 7"was the

general chorus.
The amount of missing jewellery was almost

incredible. Then arose another cry.
“Where’s those Londoners I

"
asked one, and

echo answered, where I
The waiters were roused, and search made.

The bedroom was empty, the men gone, the
horses gone, and the dress suits belonging to Mr.
Nathan were gone.

The scene that followed beggars description.
The landlord was bullied. the stewards were
bullied, everybody was bullied ; and it was only
by a great deal of management that the ball was
not brought to an end.

Presently, however, choleric tempers toned
down, and the afiair continued. It was a ball,
however. remembered for a long time by those
who attended it.

Meanwhile, Dick and Tom had ridden ofi to a
; large town, reaching it by cross-roads. They had
. made a good-sized bundle of the clothes, swords,

and wigs, while the jewellery was safe in their
portmanteaus.

As their object in dressing was to look like
bagmen, the possession of a large parcel passed
unnoticed. They took up their quarters on this
occasion at a commercial house, and in the even
ing Dick went out and easily found an honest
Jew who, for a consideration, relieved him of his
troublesome parcel.

He then returned to the inn, and joined his
friend in the commercial room. Inns were com
fortable in a good old-fashioned way in those
days. Not that the apartment allotted to bag- |
men was anything very wonderful. It was. how
ever, like the generality of such apartments, that
is to say, it was a large bare-looking room, the
furniture of which had been better when it was
newer, with a spacious table in the centre, and a

variety of smaller ditto in the corners, an exten
sive assortment of variously-shaped chairs, and
an old Turkey carpet, bearing about the same
relative proportion to the size of the room as a
lady's pocket-handkerchief might to the floor of a
watch-box.

Dick and Tom seated themselves at a small
table, where they were soon supplied with ample

Dinner and supper were both

over, which they had attacked with vigorous
appetites. 4

They were near the table, and caught scraps of
conversation, to which, however, they paid little
attention at first. Presently, however, their
attention was singularly excited.

" Just left the ‘ Royal Arms,’ at P—," said a
stout, hale person, ol about forty, with only one

eye—a very bright black one, which twinkled
with a rogneish expression of fun and good
humour ; “ such a lark l Two swells from Lon
don, bag wigs and swords—danced with the

quality—-grand garrison ball—Lady Sparks lost
her necklace—Sir Joseph Sparks his watch
General Walmer his diamond star, worth hun
dreds to him—hIrs. Jones, the mayor's wife, her
bracelet—the Lord Lieutenant a watch given him
as a present from royalty. Such a hullaballoo—
very near a general fight. The sparks from
London robbed the local Sparks—he l hel he!
—very good—and when wanted, not to be
found—clean gone—horses, everything. Best
lark of all-clothes borrowed from Nathan gone
too." .

Them was a general laugh at this. We may
be as honest as we like, but the story of a suc
cessful act of roguery always sinuses-unless
practised on ourselves.

" Capital story that,” put in Dick, laughing
heartily. “ Never heard anything better. Joke
about sparks best thing I've heard. These
Londoners got in unintroducedl "

‘t Yes," said the one-eyed man, much flattered.
" there's the fun—gsve some big name—man at
door didn't tumble—called ‘em Lord Body
snatcher and Colonel Gammon, or something
oi that sort."

And the eccentric bagman laughed at his own
superlative wit. There are a great many people
still living who, if nobody else appreciates their
jokes, do themselves.

“May we join you?" asked Dick, politely.
“I see you have room for two little ones. Our
first journey in these parts. Glad to learn
something from you gentlemen; we're green
horns. Our firm, Plaster and Blower, only
opened last week, to sell Dutch cheeses made of
plaster and lard skins full of wind."

This witticism (I) caused a general laugh, and
room was made for both Dick Turpin and Tom
King.

These two worthies began by ordering two
noble bowls of punch, and then the fun became
fast and furious. Songs were sung, tales told
(these were not listened to), toasts given, and
finally about one the crowd dispersed.

In business tolerably early hours are indis
pensable, so by nine the whole party were
collected at breakfast. The representatives of
Plaster and Blower were conspicuous by their
absence.

" Shan’t wait." said Tom Grubb, the one-eyed
bagman. “ Time's up ”—casting his eye up at
the clock. “ Eh, past ninel" and he put his
hand to where his watch ought to have been.
It was gonel

. ‘E
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY. AND CRIME. 149

"' Mason," he roared. “ send up
and see if my watch is there. I put it, with
the chain, in my waistcoat last night."

A wild cry arose, for every man present had

lost his watch.
“Plaster and Blower l " screamed Tom Grubb

—“ send to their room."
“Started at six o’clock this morning, sir—left

their compliments, and hadn’t spent such a

pleasant evening since the other night at the
‘ Royal Arms.’ "

The whole company sat stunned. These two
jolly bagmen were highwaymen, thieves, pick
pockets. They had not only been cheated,
robbed, and swindled, but laughed at.

At this juncture there entered a lean and
lanky Jew—-cadaverous and unwholesome-10010

ing, with very few teeth and little hair.
“I fant Mr. Smeet," he said.
Two men answered to the name of Smith, but

they were not the Smith he wanted. He de

sired to interview a Mr. Smith, residing in the

tavern, who had sold him two dress suits, bag
wigs, and swords, belonging to his cousin Nathan,
of Pi.

Again a chorus of curses and oaths was heard;
after which explosive event the Jew had to listen
to their story. The honest Hebrew heard them
with a sigh. .

“Ah l " he went on, in an exasperated tone,
“dat ish not de varst-—dere is de revard—dat is
lost l” -

“ What reward?” asked Grubb.
“ For de two tam thiefs-Tick Turpin and

Tom King l
"

This was a settler—an annihilating crusher
but it had its compensating quality. If they
had been robbed, they had been robbed by ex

perts, and men celebrated as heroes, and in
company with lord lieutenants and county mag
nates.

“Travellers for Plaster and -Blower l" said Tom
Grubb. "Vendors of Dutch cheese made out
of plaster, and lard skins full of wind l "

A roar of laughter followed, and then every
one turned round to finish his breakfast, to go to
business, it is to be hoped, n'is1:r, if not happier
men.

We must now return to our friends, whom we
have too long deserted. -

to my room

CHAPTER LXVI.
raocasss or svssrs.

The young earl was, to a certain extent, re
lieved of much apprehension by the report of
the Blue Dwarf with regard to Joe Askew.

Sapatbwa assured the earl and his friend that
the action of Dick Turpin and others had re
lieved them from all fear of this emissary of the
foe. Besides. Joe Askew, for his own sake,
would wish Brian Seymour to believe that he
was still acting heartily in his interests. But
the vile schemer would be sure finally to dis
cover that his agent was playing him false, and
nothing would be easier than, in the seething
cauldron of London life, amidst the scum that
floats on the surface of evil society, to find even
more unscrupulous agents.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock, through
Joe Askew, knew that the earl was in hiding
somewhere near Hampstead. Hampstesd must
be abandoned. This was at once decided on.
But even this must be done in such a way as to
leave no trace behind. '

No precaution was too minute to be taken to
secure secrecy. Now the agents of Brian might
be hanging about in disguise, while Brian
Seymour himself, or Robert Woodstock, might
be watching the house.

While everything was being got ready for the
secret departure, the Blue Dwarf went to work.
One condition made with Joe Askew was, that
as long as he was unmolested he should leave an
address with Tim Roach where he could always
be found.

This was the condition of utter immunity from
any interference with his doings.

Sapathwa sent him a message by Tim Roach,
which led to serious consequences.

Bolshope House, as the old-fashioned resi
dence in Hampstead was called, was wrapped in
gloom, when three men might have been seen
advancing in that direction, somewhere on the
verge of midnight. It was a strange old place
built of a kind of shingle, inlaid, as it were, with
cross-beams, with gable-topped windows project
ing completely’ over the pathway, and a low door
with a dark porch, a couple of steps leading
down into the house, instead of the modern
fashion of half-a-dozen shallow ones leading up
to it.

The three men stood still, gazing at the house.
We need scarcely say they were Brian Seymour,
Robert Woodstock, and Joe Askew. For a
moment not a word was spoken.

" It looks uncommonly like an empty house,”
said Brian, with a cold shudder.

“ It was lively enough this morning," replied
Joe Askew. “ Let us go round."

They did as advised. and, on reaching a pad
dock at the back, a light was seen in one of the

upper rooms.
“ How can we get in i" asked Brian.
“Follow me," remarked Joe, and, advancing

up to the house, he felt along the wall until he
came to the nob of a door-handle, which he
turned, and they found themselves in a dark
passage.

Joe now produced a small lamp, by the light
of whose sickly rays they were able to make
headway.

They soon entered into a suite of rooms con
nected by doors, which were all open.

The fourth and last was a small one, with a
small door leading out of the drawing-room. It
was very old-fashioned in appearance and fur
niture.

“ We mutt go back," said Brian Seymour, in a
hoarse tone ; " there’s no one here."

As he spoke, the door by which they had
entered was slammed violently, while on the
other side was heard a fearful and horrid laugh,
which one and all recognised.

“Trapped l" yelled Brian, “and by that lu
fernal Blue Dwarf. Scoundrel, you have played'
us a trick.”

i “Whatever I might do to anyone else," said
1 Joe Askew, coolly, “I should not be likely to
I trap myself. Instead of talking nonsense, let us

family rendered the tranquility of the house a
matter of vital importance

I try and get out of this den.”
The interesting event about to occur in thel This was too sensible advice to be gainsaid,

; and, light in hand, they examined the room.

i Caught like a rat in a. trap. The door resisted

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



l5O THE BLUE DWARF

i

their utmost eflorts, while the window, which
was on a level with the ground, was heavily
barred.

“Traitor !" cried Brian, putting his hand to
his sword.

Joe Askew ostentatiously played with a pistol
ere he replied

" How that infernal cripple got to know of our
coming, it is impossible to say," he went on. " I
saw one of the servants this morning, and

pumped her dry. She told me there was a

young gentleman and his wife, and two elder

gentlemen in family, who lived in great privacy
and saw no company. She said the lady was

expected to be confined, and the doctors said it
wouldn't be long. Then she ran away in answer

to a call."
“That wretched abortion, that vile dwarf,

that miserable cur, must have seen you," said

Brian : “may all the curses of hell itself fall on

the hideous monster."
“Hal hal ha l" -

It seemed to come from inside the r0om—this
awful heart-rending and blood-curdling rcreech

of laughter.
Brian sat down, bursting with impotent rage

and fury.
"Vile, foul, and infamous thing l“ he yelled ;

“come forth—let me reach your wretched car
case, that I may be revenged."

Again came that fearful burst of maniacal
cachinnation, and then all was still.

Nota sound was heard for hours, though Brian
nearly broke a blood vessel while cursing and

blaspheming.
At last. worn out with watching and waiting,

they all slept.
Joe Askew was the first to awaken. He looked

around. It was daylight, and on the table in
the middle of the room were some bread, meat,

and a bottle of wine.
Joe awoke his companions, and they gladly

welcomed the meal. While eating, Joe noticed
that the door was ajar. He at once proceeded
to examine the house. It was empty from top to
bottom. What could it mean?

Brian’s fury knew no bounds. He at once
saw through, as he thought, the trick. Joe had
been purposely

“ atufied
"

to bring them there in
order to make fools of them. While they had

been immured in that vile den, the quarry had

escaped.
" They must be hunted down," said Brian;

" five months more and it will be too late. Earl
of Elphick, with no money, is worse than use
less. Besides, the woman may have a male
child."

“ The child cf a boy under twenty-one is not
likely to be very healthy," sncered Robert
Woodstock,who had been a medical mun among
other things.

“ So you say ; but l’ve known some of them
to be bourcing blackguards enough. But we're
wasting time. How to get a clue l”

After some time it was determined to walk
into the village and find out when the in
habitants of Bolsho House had left.

There was no di culty in finding out. They
had gone away about four o'clock on the pre
vious day, in a postchaise and four, in the direc
tion of London.

But London reached, all clue was lost, and
Brian had, £0 to speak, to gnaw his vitals from
sheer fury.

Joe Askew had but one suggestion to make,

that he should watch Tim Roach and the Blue
Dwarf. lt was poor consolation—but they had

to put up with it.
Meanwhile the p ~stohaise—two had been

hired, to mislead \..-|r ioes—travelled by easy

stages into Kent. The carriage contained the

earl, his wife, Colonel Grant, and Lord Jermyn.
The servants travelled in the old-fashioned
rumble.

The Blue Dwarf agreed to meet them at a cer
tain point within five miles of their new resi

dcnce, which had been selected in the prettiest
part 0! the Garden of England. The young
countess was in perfect health, in the ordinary
sense of the word ; but her friends were anxious,
as friends will be under the circumstances.

They went through Greenwich, and travelled
on towards Gadshill, then more celebrated as

the scene of highwaymen's exploits than as the

residence of Charles Dickens. The roads were

all dangerous in those good old days, for which
some people long, and which others regret, but
which are well gone into the tomb of all that is
musty and useless.

To pay for an eflicient police would have cost
so much that royal pleasures might, perhaps,
have been curtailed, or selfish aristocratic
disipation been, to a certain extent, put a

stop to.
Except the Bow Street runners, the ofiicers of

the law were an inefficient set of old worn-out
veterans, venal and corrupt, only fit to be made
the laughing-stock of young bloods. ,

They were within halt-a-mile of Gadshill,
going along the road at a tolerable pace, when
two mounted men dashed out from beneath the
shelter of some trees. Their purpose waa self
evident.

“ Don’t be alarmed," said Colonel Grant, with
a smile ; “ I'll manage them."

With which, the post-chaise stopping, he let
down the window and looked hard at the two
men.

"Toddle my bob call," said the colonel,
recollecting his lessons in slang from Dick
Turpin ; “you've tumbled into the wrong box,
Kid Nipper."

The two highwaymen stared, and then burst
into a loud fit of laughter, after which they were

allpout
to ride ofi, when Colonel Grant recalled

t em.
"You had better ride on to the next inn,

where we shall lunch, and then we can have a
chat," he said.

Dick and Tom bowed and retired, riding on
in front. Colonel Grnnt’s companions were
rather surprised at the ease with which he got
rid of the highwaymen; but, on explanation,
were much amused.

“I am afraid, friend Grant," observed Lord
Jermyn, grimly, “ you have a few queer friends
on your visiting list. But no matter, since it
saved us from a conflict; which, in my daugh
ter's state of health, might he fraught with
danger."

“. Who were they 7" asked Laura, smiling.
“Well, my dear,” said her guardian, “no less

personages than Dick Turpin and Tom King.”
Laura, who was not in all the family secrets,

l could not help laughing to herself at this strange
l encounter.
w The inn was reached, a private room ordered,
land then Colonel Grant entered the cotIee

‘ Move, my gcod fellow.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 151

room ; where, as he expected, he found the two
roadsters enjoying a meal.

He had very little to tell them, except to keep
a strict eye on Joe Askew.

“ We will that," raid Dick, heartily. " By
your leave, sir, I'll tell you how he served us."

The colonel, after ordering a glass, listened,
and could not but laugh at the impudence of the
fellow.

“Still, keep an eye on him,” continued the
other ; " you believe that he is safe, but it is best
to be sure. If you find him hanging about
these parts, let us know. Our address is Heath
cote Lodge, about ten miles on the road.
Should you hear anything, send a messenger,
letting us know where you can be seen."

"Yes, colonel,” remarked Dick; “and I hope
your honour will forgive the little mistake of
this morning. We had no idea you were in
these parts."

“Say no more about it," the colonel replied,
laughing. “ lt was a very natural and pardon
able error; say no more about it."

And he left the room, to rejoin his com

panions,
who had ordered lunch. At the end of

alf-an-hour they continued their journey.
An hour later they reached the lodge, a sub

stantial house, standing back, surrounded by
orchards, plantations, and grounds.

The gates were opened by an ancient female
janitor ; who, as soon as they had entered,
closed them carefully.

'

They were expected, and the house was quite
ready for their reception.

It was very neatly and comfortably furnished,
and all felt that, released from the persecution
of their foes, they might be very happy there.

But the trail of tlfe serpent was after them
the snake in the grass was at their heels.

CHAPTER LXVII.
A nonssx Jonas.

Meanwhile, Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
stock were in a state of fury impossible to be
described. That they had been humbugged,
trapped, and deceived was quite clear, but how
far was Joe Askew concerned in the plot? That
worthy had seemed singularly lukewarm for
some weeks past.

He had brought them little or no information,
except that the young earl and his wife, with
their friends, lived at Hampstead. He had
taken them there—with what result? Both
these evil-minded men had the same suspicion,
'i.e., that Joe Askew had betrayed them into the
hands of the enemy for a monetary con
sideration.

"I think him a consummate rascal." said
Brian, “ and capable of anything. He would
just as soon betray us as not."

“ He’s the sort Judas was made of," responded
Robert; “ he'd take money with both hands,
1’ve not a. doubt. Besides, we have everything
to fear as long as we have that infernal Blue
Dwarf conspiring against us."

“ Curse him l“ cried Brian. “ Oh l to clutch
him by the throat, to see his life blood flow l I
would give u year of my life to see him dead at
my feet I "

"It's no use wishing," sneered Robert; “if
we could but track him l"

At this moment the bell rang, and the door
opened, and Joe Askew entered. He came to
make a report to the effect that, though he had
hunted everywhere, he could find no trace of
any of the fugitives.

“ No trace of the Blue Dwarf? "
asked Brian,

petulantly.
“ No," said Joe Askew, with a shudder.
“ Nor Dick Turpin I

"
asked Brian.

“ I have seen him," continued Askew, with a
grin, " and, no matter, was one too many for
him."

“ Where did you see him last T" continued
Brian.

“ On the great North road," replied Joe; "I
eased him of a good lot of cash.”

" But you’ve made a bitter enemy of him,"
cried Seymour.

“ He was never my friend, and such triflea
make no great difierence," remarked Joe Askew.
“ Have you any instructions to give me?"

.“ I believe you were in that Hampstead trick,"
snarled Brian, " and led us into a trap."

“ S’death, sir—what for 2" exclaimed Joe, in a
tone of virtuous indignation.

“I don't know; your conduct has been very
suspicious of late ; your long absences cause sus
picion," went on Brian; “ you seem to have lost
all heart in the business."

“ I haven't—s'help me. They are a deal too.
cunning for me, this Blue Dwarf and his friends,"
ssseverated Joe; “but I'll be even with them
yet.”

“Seen anything of Tim Roach?" continued
Brian Seymour.

“ He kee out of the way. I did see him
about the ampstead house; but he must have
recognised me and given the alarm. He and
the two highwaymen were together."

“ Well, keep your eye on him, and, if you
learn anything, let us know," said Brian, as he
handed Joe some money ; on which that worthy
took his de ture.

He chuc led secretly to himself ; but for how
long could he keep up the deception 2 Strangely
enough, he never once thought of breaking his
oath. It was a fearful and terrible one, well
calculated to impress an ignorant and super
stitious man.

Besides, he had a most wholesome fear of Dick
Turpin and Tom King, and looked forward with
dread to their first meeting.

It was not to belong deferred. The very next
evening, sauntering along with his hands in his
pockets, he caught sight of Tim Roach walking
along as if intent on some business. He at once
determined to follow him, and see whom it was
he had gone to meet.

He kept behind until they neared the river,
when he saw him enter a house of public enter
tainment. where they also supplied beds at a very
cheap rate.

There were many going in.
night—warm and doggedly wet.

It wasa warm
The whole of

. London lay in aclammy fog, through which the
rain fell in penetrating streams, and the broken
gutters left pools of water half across the road
From the roofs, the water trickled and gushed
in spasmodic spurts, which leaped down your
neck as you passed up the narrow pavements,
hot and steaming, and with shoes which made
slushing noises.

If it was uncomfortable enough outside in the
sooty rain, and the sombre, sloppy streets ;
true, “ Paddy‘s Goose" was not much better. it
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152 THE BLUE DWARF;~
was a nondescript place, half-tavern, half
lodging-house, one of the last of which dis

appeared from the neighbourhood of Fleet Street

recently, where you could buy your drink and

bring in your solids.
After going down a sawdusted passage, you

, passed through a glass door. and found yourself
in a long, low room, lit by flaring oil lamps, and

filled with a fetid smell of undigested gin, rank ,
tobacco, unwashed human flesh, stale fish, beer,

and a composite odour peculiar to such places.
At one end was a large fireplace, overpoweringly
broad, and covered with kettles and gridirons;
on the mantelpiece, which was full of holes for
roasting strings, was arow of pots. The floor was

covered with sawdust, and along the wall were

deal benches and tables, covered with food, bits

of pipes, greasy cards, and beer measures.

About the kitchen were groups of strange
men and stranger women, eating, drinking,
smoking, gambling, and quarrelling, or recount
ing the day’s adventures. V

In one dark corner, furthest from the fire, sat

a sullen-looking man, his hands in his pockets,
his hat over his eyes, his chin on his breast, and

his legs stretched out. with his toes outward.
He had a goblet of gin before him. Tim went

straight up to this man, and nodded to him;
after that, he sat down and began talking in a

low tone. Then Tim gave the stranger some

money, and he, going away speedily, returned
with two steaming hot jorums of drink.

Joe Askew would gladly have got near enough

to hear what they had to_say ; but he dared not
venture too near.

Then the two men, having finished their drink,
rose to leave. Joe quickly put down his pannikin,
which he had hastily procured, and followed.
They went out; the night was now even worse,
if anything; but the men wore heavy-caped
coats, walking, too, at a rapid rate.

Joe was compelled to keep close to them, in
order not to miss them. Luckily they did not
go far. but entered a well-known public-house,
frequented by a better class than patronised
“ Paddy's Goose." These were a mixture of the

criminal classes, beggars, adventurers, ac. ;
while, as a rule, the frequenters of the “Prince
Bupert" were almost exclusively criminals.

The two men passed in. Behind came Joe
Askew, wondering whom they were going to

meet.
The bar was crowded, but the two men did

not stop there, but went into a parlour at the

side.
Joe again followed, but started back in terror

when he saw Dick Turpin and Tom King. He
turned to flee; but the stranger caught him by
the arm and pulled him into the room.

“ Not if I know it,” said the stranger, as he
forced him into a chair near a table.

“And now," began Dick, " you scoundrel, you
‘

low-minded piratical craft, what have you got
to say for yourself?"

" What about,” faltered Joe Askew.
“You despicable thief l" said Dick; “what

have you done with our money—are you going
to return it Z”

" What money,” gasped Joe.
“The money you stole from us in the field—

you wretched peddling vagabond," cried Dick
—" search him."

Joe jumped up as if shot ; but his captors were

coins were hidden in the lining. Bipping it open
they drew forth about forty guineas in gold, and
a roll of notes.

Joe Askew cursed, groaned, swore—all in
vain. Every penny was taken from him and
handed over to Dick Turpin.

‘

“ Now, you lanky-shauked scoundrel, go l" said
that worthy, tossing him a guinea.

" Go and
hang yourself elsewhere."

Joe Askew foamed with rage, and left the
house pale and trembling, muttering incoherent
threats, to which no one paid the slightest atten

tion.
Still, as no one could say what Joe Askew

might jdo in his furious passion, all agreed to
finish their glasses and adjourn elsewhere, where
they could make a night of it in safety ata place
unknown to the irate and furious spy.

CHAPTER LXVIII.

Neither Dick Turpin nor Tom King had any
great fear that Joe Askew would come in their
way for some time. He had had a lesson which
he would not easily forget.

He might when he had an opportunity spit
venom on them, and try to injure them in an
underhand way—but that was all he could do.
Still they must be on their guard against him,
as some of the most venomous snakes are the
smallest.

As the highwaymen did not expect to be
wanted by the Blue Dwarf for some time—the
emissary of Brian Seymour was harmless on that
one point—they thought they might try and do
a little business on their own account. The
Dover road was as good as any other place, and
they could keep in the neighbourhood of Heath
coate House, and so be ready if wanted by their
singular patron.

The evening therefore after the singular dis
comtiture of Joe Askew, they had their horses
fetched from their retreat, and started on their
journey. Tim Roach was bound for Heathcoate
to report what had occurred in London, and
volunteered to ride some distance with them.
The highwaymen were nothing loth, as they did
not intend to begin business until they had passed
that locality.

About nine they reached the inn near Heath
coate House, and supped, after which they
separated, Tim going home and the other two
to seek adventures. But when midnight came
and trafiic ceased and public houses were closing,
they thought it quite time they should go to
roost like everyone else.

They got into a respectable inn, put up for the
night, and seeing that their horses were attended
to, soon retired to their room.

As usual, they did not rise very early, day not
being their time for business. They generally
allowed the morning to pass off leisurely, and
always took a copious mid-day meal before
starting.

On this occasion, mounting their steeds, they

passed leisurely from the inn and trotted along
the king's highway for some miles Wilh0l1l'.
meeting with anything satisfactory.

At last, however, they came upon a man

jogging along on a mule. It looked n sorry
too much for him. They pushed him back and l animal, while its owner was rather shabbily
first took oiI his coat. They at once felt that I dressed. But Dick Turpin's keen eye recognised
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 153

in the ill-clothed and apparently poverty-stricken
individual Mr. Moses lsaacs, a rich Jew diamond
merchant.

Both the highwaymen had put on their masks,
and as the Hebrew traveller came up, with one
hand they caught at his bridle, with the other
they clapped pistols to his breast.

“ Mercy l" cried the Jew ; “ mein Gott, vat dis
joke mean T"

“ It is no joke, Mr. Moses Isaacs," said Dick
Turpin ; “ we know you for an extortionate old
money-lender, the plunderer of the widow and
the orphan, the robber of young men of fashion.
I-land over.”

" Shelp me Abraham, my coot sirs, you is
mishtaken—mishtaken. I am poor Ezra Jacobs,
te ole clo’—I peen pying some cl0'."

The highwaymen said no more, but dragging
him along, took him into a thicket, where they
pulled him off his beast, tied his feet together,
and proceeded to search him, despite his moans,
groans, and cries.

In his pocket-book they found a large num
ber of notes, and in a small canvas bag some
sparklers which made their months water.

It was indeed a tremendous haul, and one
which promised them a glorious jollification. As
soon as the treasure was transferred to their
pockets, Dick turned to the wretched victim, who
lay moaning helplessly on the ground.

“ Learn not to tell lies another time," he said,
in fatherly tones ; “ it does no good. Now, you
lie still for ten minutes; if you more before,
we'll put a bullet through your head."

With which words they moved off, mounted
their horses and rode ofi "to London, quite satis
fied with their success. and only eager to spend
their earnings in their favourite way.

CHAPTER LXlX.
A HELL»

Having disposed of their merchandise at a
considerable reduction for cash, our adventurers
determined to enjoy themselves. With them
this meant feasting, women, wine, and cards.
Having made a hearty meal (they had assumed
fashionable garb, and so disguised themselves as
to have no great fear of recognition) they went
to a dark and dreary street in St. James’, where,
knocking and giving the password, they were at
once admitted.

There was really no great dimculty in enter
ing any of these unlicensed hells, but the

' ignorant and novices were attracted by the very
secrecy. Many a young man has been inveigled
into one of these dens by a sharper who himself
went there for pure curiosity and a desire for
amusement. to while away in fact. a few hours ;
but soon this feeble inducement changed into a
fierce love of play, and the victim felt the truth
of what the poet dessribes :—

“ Gaming! that direst felon of the brash
Steals more than fortune from its wretched thrall ;

Spreadso'er the soul, the inert devouring pest,
And gnaws, and rots, and taints, and ruins Ill."

Dick and Tom were not men to speculate
much; iruth to tell, they had other objects in
visiting these gambling-houses. As a rule, there
fore, they kept cool and staked only a few
guineas.

Their eyes were fixed all the while on the
players. On more than one occasion, they had
a lucky haul, when some calm, collected gambler,

having rooked his victim, had gone out to carry
his ill-gotten gains home.

Haring finished the evening's work, these
men could afford a little amusement, and would
go to the buffet and refresh, which they did,
often, very copiously.

Now was their time. They allowed him to
pass out first, followed him at a safe distance,
with cat-like steps, and when they reached a
convenient spot, knocked him down and eased
him of his wealth.

They had, however, always done this at dis
tances of time so far apart that they had never
been suspected, while the victims had forgotten,
and grown reckless from impunity.

The two highwaymen took up a post from
which they could observe all that was going on,
and presently Dick was struck by the appearance
of one of the men seated‘ at the board of green
cloth. -

He was a man of about forty years of age;
his complexion was dark and sallow, the features
prominent, and what are generally called hand
some ; but there was a certain sinister expression
in his eyes and mouth which rendered the effect
of his physiognomy rather disagreeable than
prepossessing.

At some distance from him sat another player ;
his hat was slouched over his eyes, he was watch
ing the other player with a ferocious expression.
In the eyes and lips there was neither pleasure,
hatred, nor scorn, in their simple and nnalloyed
elements, but each seemed blent and mingled
into one concentration of all evil passions.

All the time he played himself with assumed
indifierence--he was watching the keen and
agitated features of the gambler opposite.

" There’s something between those two,"
whispered Dick, “though what the deuce it is I
can't make out. That grave fellow is winning
though, taking up notes and gold like winking.
The other poor devil is evidently losing.”

The game went on, and Dic< and Tom forgot to
play in the excitement of watching. They seemed
unable to tear themselves from the spot, chained
by some mysterious and undefinable interest.

Suddenly their attention was drawn from the
inscrutable stranger by a loud exclamation
from the dark-visaged gambler at the table; it
was the first he had uttered, notwithstanding his
anxiety; and from the deep muttering tone in
which it was expressed, it conveyed a keen sym
pathy with the overcharged feelings which it
burst from.

With a trembling hand, he took from an old
purse the few guineas that still were there. They
were playing the game recently introduced from
Paris called rouge ct noir. He set them all at
one hazard on the rouge. He hung over the
table with a drooping lip ; his hands were tightly
clasped in each other ; his nerves seemed
strained into the last. agony of excitment.

Dick, who was watching with intense interest,
raised his eyes to the gaze which fell on the

gambler. There it was, fixed and stern as ever;
but it now contained a deeper expression of joy
than it had hitherto assumed ; yet a joy so
malignant and fiendish, that no look of mere
anger or hatred could have so chilled any one’s
heart.

Again he dropped his eyes, and redoubled his
attention on the cards-the last two \vere to be
turned up. A moment more—-the fortunes were

to the noir. The stranger had lost.
' He did not

utter a single word. He looked with a vacant
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154 THE BLUE DWARF ;

eye on the long mace with which the marker 4recognised as the heir, while I had from my
had swept away his last hopes, and then, rising
slowly, disappeared.

Dick turned to look at the successful player
just in time to catch sight of a broad back,
covered by a thick, rough great coat, going out
at the door, slowly followed by the ruined man.

“ Let us follow,” whispered Dick Turpin, and
turned after the other.

They quitted the gambling saloon and saw th'e
two men almost close together. The stairs were
ill-lighted, but quite light enough for their
purpose.

They reached the street.
The two men were at no great distance, under

a street lamp. The highwaymen paused to
listen.

“ Lost again, Falkland,” said the successful
have a favourable reverse."

“ Impossible," replied the other, in a tone of
such deep anguish, that even these hardened
men of the world were thrilled to the heart.
“I am an utter beggar-I have nothing in the
world; I have no expectation but to starve l"

The other laughed.
" Well, Falkland, you have brought it on your

self," the other said, tauntingly-—“ that is to say,
through my agency. Ever since that day when
you thwarted me in my dearest hopes, when you
took from me that which I loved more than life,
I have haunted yon. Those who have incited
you to gamble, who have led you on inch by
inch to your present position—who have made
you the man you are, without hope, with no spot
whereunto to look for comfort, with beggary your
only possible and absolute resource from famine
--were my tools."

“Coward I fiend l" gasped the desperate
gambler, and, with one tremendous blow,
scarcely to be expected from one who appeared
emaciated and worn, he struck the triumphant
schemer such a fearful blow that he fell back
with one low cry, and sank senseless on the
earth.

Then, with a maniacal shriek, the other flew at
his enemy’s pockets, took pocket-book and
purse, and turned to go.

"One moment, my friend," said Dick Turpin.“ This is a very strange proceeding ; here is one
lying dead or in a fit, and the other rifling his
pockets.”

The man turned with a fearful and suspicious
glance. He stared wildly at Dick for a moment.

“Who are you 7" he said. "' Who speaks to me
—the lost—-the guilty—-the ruined T Give me
up to justice l"

" Not in our line," laughed Dick. " Come
with us where you can have rest and refresh
ments—and you shall then explain. But first,
as to this gentleman l—oh, he’s coming-to all
right—make haste.“

Dick put the other’s arm in his and turned up
a narrow e. After several turnings and
windings, they halted before a blear-eyed
looking night-house, which the three entered and
were soon ensconced in a private room.

Dick ordered three stifi rummers, one of
which the gambler who had been called Falk
land speedily disposed of.

He sat for some moments in silence. Then he
spoke in a low husky tone.

“ some explanation may be due to you of
what you have seen. It shall be short. Stanley
Seabright and I are cousins, the nephews of Sir
Ronald Seabright. He, as the elder, was always

mother a very respectable fortune. I could
have lived on it if I had liked, but I preferred a
profession. I selected the bar.

“My cousin and I were rivals at school, rivals
at college, and rivals as men.

“ On one occasion I went down to spend a cw
weeks at Seabright Hall. My cousin was there.

“My uncle had lost his only son, but he had
daughters, and they had a governess. She was
perhaps the most beautiful and accomplished
girl I ever saw. Her name was Emily Gr int,
and her father a clergyman of good family.

“ I had not been in the house a week befo
I began to notice something. My uncle wa
very fond of Miss Grant, and she presided at his
table. I saw at once that my cousin Stanley
paid her marked attention ; but as I knew that
he was engaged to be married to an heiress, I
felt disgusted. Probably this feeling drew my
attention more particularly to her—and I loved.

“ Meeting her one day in the park,I spoke.
She was a simple, gentle thing, and I easily got
out of her that my cousin had made improper
proposals to her. I was indignant that such
words should come from his foul and sordid lips,
and spoke my real and genuine passion. She
was perhaps not my equal in rank or fortune ;
but I loved her. My uncle was a proud and
haughty man, so that we had no choice. We
fled and were married. '

“ The rage and fury of my cousin were un
governable. To have his coveted prey snatched
from his grasp was enough to infuriate one of
his uncontrollable passions and haughty pride.

“ He vowed to ruin me-—and he has succeeded.
I know not by what hellish arts, by what fiendish
contrivances, heistood in my way; but that he
did I know. Not finding much chance at the
bar, I got somehow introduced to a shady class
of city men. That he contrived this I know
now.

“I lost the greater part of my money. It is
too long a story to tell; but I descended lower
and lower, until actual poverty reached me.
Never once did my wife find fault, though I
could see that a melancholy and despondent
manner had come over her.

“Then, I made the acquaintance of a friend,
a tool of my {cousin's I know now. He was a

person of low birth and character, but was
esteemed, from his love of coarse humour and
vulgar enterprise, a man of infinite parts.

"I was despondent, and unfortunately, was
led by him into trying my fortune at the
gaming table. I had the usual change of luck
at first, winning and losing alternately. I was
not surprised occasionally to meet my cousin at
the gaming table. He always had an inclination
that way, and was generally reported suc
cessful.

“I therefore never until to-night dreamed
that the man who was urging me on was Robert
Woodstock—"

“ Robert Woodstock l" gasped Dick.
“Yes! Do you know him," asked Falkland

Seabright.
“ Yesl for the worst blackleg and scoundrel

' nnhung in London—but, never mind—go on."
“ I have little more to tell. To-night I lost

my last penny—and when I discovered what I
had long suspected, that my ruin lay at that
man's door, I lost my reason and struck him."

" What will you do ?“
“ I know not," he said, faintly.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 155~
“Well, take my advice,” replied Dick, “keep

close, hoard your money, and wait to see what
action he takes. Above all, keep from the

gambling shops-—he will glut his revenge, you

may be sure."
“ Your advice is good," said Mr. Falkland

Seabright, “ but I care not to go home till
morning dawns, as I can then take food for her.

Who knows-should the fiend be content—
who knows—I may recover yet I In the mean

time, if possible, let us sup." .

And sup they did to a pretty good tune.

When the streets began to show signs of life,
they parted, with many expressions of good will
and hopes they might meet again.

None of them guessed under what circum
stances.

CHAPTER LXX.
aorwoon aacss.

Baoecourses have always been the same.

They attract high, low, rich, and poor. In the

earliest times it was so, even in the times of

chariot-racing in ancient Greece.
The rich and poor go for amusement, some

for business. Very early in the previous cen

tury, the raceconrse was the great refuge of

blackguardism. The highwaymen appeared
openly on the course, just as prize fighters,

arcades ambo, i.c., blackguards both, did of
late years, a well-known member of the ring
riding about with his name in full written on the

side of his riding boots.
Hopwood races were very popular in those

days, just as they are now; but in the ear!ier
time they were more mixed.

It was afternoon, and the business was at its
height, when Dick Turpin and Tom King, the

inseparables, rode up the green outside the

course.
They were admirably made up, and ventured

amongst the crémc dc la, créma, noblemen,

citizens, and others who really had no right
there.

They looked keenly about. The race-ground
had its customary complement of knaves and
fools—the dupers and the duped.

Now there arose the noise, the clatter, the
swearing, the lying, the perjury, the cheating,
the crowd, the bustle, the hurry, the rush, the
heat, the ardonr, the impatience, the hope, the
terror, the rapture, the agony of the race.

As soon as it was over, everybody was intent
either on feeding or settling.

“Ah! look yonder." said Dick, in a low tone
to Tom, “ there's Sir Stanley Seabright.”

Tom looked, and sure enough, there was the
victim of the gambling house, mounted on a
noble horse, faultlessly dressed, and in conversa
tion with some of the best men on the course.
He was a tall, proud, haughty man, with a
vicious sneer on his lips.

They rode up in his direction and passed near.
They had no fear of being recognised, and had
they been, did not much care. Every class of
society frequented; gambling houses. All they
cared about was a good look at him.

They had not passed him a minute before they
noticed someone else watching the baronet
keenly.

There was a tree at no great distance from
the course, and under this stood a man, his

horse's bridle cast over a hurdle. He was
wrapped from head to foot in a long horseman's
cloak, and so well guarded as to the face, from
the raw inclemeucy ot the day, that they could
not catch even a glimpse of the features, through
the hat and neck - shawl which concealed
them.

The head was turned, with apparent anxiety
towards the not distant throng, and Dick, at
tracted by the somewhat mysterious appearance
of the circumstance, rode that way.

“ Ah l" suddenly cried the man, “my friend,
I'm glad to see you." 4

And Dick recognised Mr. Falkland Seabright,
the miserable gambler of the other night.

“What can I do for you T"
“ You know Sir Stanley Seabright 1" he

naked."
" Yes."
“He is on the course, I know. Will you do

me a great favour—give him this letter, and
wait for an answer?"

“Certainly,” said Dick, with imperturbable
gravity, and receiving the letter, rode up to the

group of which Sir Stanley formed one.
He lifted his hat to the baronet graciously,

and held out his letter. The other took it im
patiently, and opened it.

“Where is the scoundrell” he cried; “find
an oflicer—l will give him in charge for at

tempted murder and for highway robbery."
Dick waited not a moment. He darted back

to where Falkland Seabright now sat on his
horse waiting for an answer.

“He is -going to have you arrestei for high
way robbery," said Dick; “ lose no time—get
off the heath."

“Vile hound l“
thanks for your kindness."

With these words he rode away, Sir Stanley
and a few others following in his track.

Falkland Seabright, who in reality was only
thirty-two, had been a splendid rider, but he Wu
now a little out of practice. He had no wish to
have any serious scandal with his cousin. He
knew perfectly well that in the circumstances
in which he was placed his cousin would never
bring any accusation against him. He had

simply been terribly provoked, and finding that
another man had been employed to decoy him,
had simply retaken his own.

But such an explanation could not be made on
the racecourse.

He therefore made straight for a very high
fence, such a fence as few men would have
ventured on. It was really neck or nothing.
The beast he bestrode rose to it and went over,
amidst such an amount of ringing cheers as had

not been heard on that racecourse for many a

long day.
Sir Stanley gave vent to a terrible curse, and

vowing he could do as well, went at the fence.
But his horse, though not up to it

,

made the

cried Falkland. “ Many

attempt, fell back and rolled over, his master
'

under him. When he was extricated Sir Stanley
Seabright was dead—his neck broken l

Dick Turpin and Tom only stopped tobe quite
sure of the fact, when they cautered ofi the
heath, in the direction of the road by which the

cousin had gone. He had not moved very fur,
probably feeling certain that his strange friends
would follow him.

He was seated on his horse very upright under

a tree, and awaiting them.
“ Welll "

he said. as they rode up
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156 THE BLUE DWARF;

" I have much to say to you, Sir Falkland," i Falkland," replied Dick, “ that it would be folly
began Dick Turpin.

" Man, what do you mean I" gasped the other.
“ The late Sir Stanley is dead," Dick went on.

“ Broke his neck in a frantic attempt to imitate
your leap. A doctor pronounced him dea

"
“ Take me to the nearest inn,“ continued

Falkland ; “ quick, or I shall die."
It was quite clear to the friends that excess of

emotion had acted on the enfeebled frame of the
ex-gambler and brought on something very much
like s fit.

Tom King took hold of the bridle, while Dick
Turpin supported him on his horse.

An inn very much frequented by
was close at hand. To this they took im, and
at once applied a severe dose of brandy, after
which they took him to a private room, where
after u time, he completely recovered.

Dick Turpin then told him exactly what had
happened. _“ l‘m very sorry I wrote that letter," said the
young man, very seriously and gravely.

“Well, when he had read it
,

he threw it away
half-torn, and here it is," drily remarked Dick
Turpin. _“ Well," said the other,“ I'm glad you have
found it. It was a challenge to fight, with
pistols and without seconds, and if found would
have told very much against me. But I have
much to say ; if you know the house, order
supper." _ _

Dick Turpin did so, and then all fellto. When
the rage of hunger was appeased, the highway
inen ordered a bowl of punch, Sir Falkland a

bottle of wine.
“ I can never thank you enough," he began,

“ for what you have done. Had you not inter
fered, in my blind rage I probably should have
killed my cousin, and, instead of coming into the
-title and estates, might have dangled at a rope's
end. As it is

,

things have happened naturally.
Now are you dis to serve me further T You
can do so, if you will."

Our two friends whispered. After a moment
they seemed to agree.

“ Sir Falkland," begun Dick Turpin, “before
you trust us any further we must tell you who
we are. By accident we have been thrown into
your society, and we may have served you. But
pause ere you say anything more ; we are high
waymen by profession, and our names are Dick
Turpin and Tom King."

" My God l" cried Sir Falkland, “and it is

such as you have saved me, when gentlemen, so
~called, have been my mini Have I not all my
life been surrounded by the class of Vere de Vere
—those young, good-looking, faultlessly-dressed
men about town, whose numbers and the strong
family likeness existing between them seem to
imply that nature keeps but one mould for them,
throwing them out by the score; and have I not
been robbed by them ‘I "

“ Then you are not ashamed to own us T" naked
Dick Turpin, who was always spokesman." By no means; and for my purpose you are
just the men I want," he said, shaking hands
heartily. ‘- I know now that I can trust you ; I

know that you are brave and determined, and I

presume that in a very hard time you will not,

if you serve me well, refuse to accept s suitable
reward 7"

Both laughed.
" You put it in such a very pleasant way, Sir

rtsmen

to say no."
“ My good fellows," cried the young man,

“after what you have seen-after beholding me
in the dens of degradation where you found me
-—do you think I dare blame you 7"

“ It is our vocation, Sir Falkland."
“ And I, brought up as a gentleman," replied

the new baronet, “ succumbed at the first tempt
ation,and thought little of being the rook where

I had been the victim.”
“ It's the way of the world,“ continued Dick

Turpin, laughing. “Many a pretty gentleman
has taken to the road.”

“ Well, perhaps from its very daring the
avocation was more respectable that that of the
gambler," responded Sir Falkland.

“ It is common enough in the highest classes,"
drily remarked Dick. “ 1‘ve met many a duke
and marquis who has been as big a rook as any
needy adventurer."

" I believe it to be true," sighed the other.
“ Poverty brings us acquainted with strange
bed-fellows. But, much as I am to be scorned,
you will, when you know all, understand."

" Your private affairs have nothing to do with
us," urged Dick Turpin. “ What is the business
on which you wish to trust us T"

“ True, true; but still, the thought of the
events of the last few weeks haunts me. I

have had no hand in actually slaying i_ny cousin
Stanley, but still in heart I am a murderer.”

“ No, no, sir," insisted Dick ; " he was killed
through his own obstinacy and folly."

" You forget, my friend, the night at the
gambling-house, how, having assaultedand nearly
killed him," groaned Sir Falkland, “I robbed
him, and picked his pocket. Can I ever forget
the disgrace?"

" Your tender conscience does you credit, Sir
Falkland," said Dick.

“ Mr. Palmer," replied the harcnet; “ for by
that name I prefer to call you, conscience
makes cowails of us all. I alone know the
fiendish temptations to which I have almost
yielded."

“ Yes! yes! sir," Dick responded.
"1 knew a secret in my cousin's life, which,

he once dead, would make me ti.e baronet; in
the world few of our acquaintances would own
me as baronet."

“ Not own you, Sir Falkland l" cried Dick.
“ In the eyes of society I am no more the

titular than you are," the other bitterly re
marked. “ A life stands between myself and
position. But let us first arrange what has to
be done."

" Yes."
“ You are willing to devote yourselves to me

until further orders."
“ Yes, Sir Falkland."
“Then that is settled," continued Sir Falk

land. “ I want you to go to Seabright Hall with
a letter to my uncle's old steward. See him,
openly if you cab, but see him. I will give you
introductions, and then remain until I come.
There is a hard nut to crack. Will you act as if

you were my other selves! "
“ Yes."
“ Then listen to my story," he went on, and

they did. His mysterious narrative will be told
in Volume II.

END OF VOLUME I.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



TIiE

BLUE DWARF}
A TALE OF

LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.
INTRODUCING

MANY STARTLING INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE OF THAT

CELEBRATED HIGHWAYMAN,

DIGKTURPIN.
BY PERCY B. ST. JOHN.

.__%i

FULLY ILLUSTRATED BY BEAUTIFULLY Ex:-cu'r1~:o Woon Examvmea,

SPECIALLY Dmwx 1-"on nus Wonx, AND rum-mm

EMBELLISHED BY

TWENTY BEAUTIFUL CHROM0 PICTURES,

Scmms or INTEREST

NARRATIVE.

ILLU STRATING VARIOUS DETAILED IN THE

'V'OI..a'U'IMIE II

LONDON!

HOGARTH HOUSE, BOUVERIE STREET, E.C.



G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND OBIME. 157

ry, ,
/4/44/or

/‘ //I}’;fv///I’ ’ ,
. I/v///4/A'11 '

= I 49v.,;1;~w;fi'~
'

‘ . 1 '.
,,.:'4L;1,’_;;,',’.;__-/y"/4/,»V'‘
' // ' " '

.
1/‘U._/.00

£
‘ ..':r§&?qp,Qn " I;“ ~

--;a=::?%:\:~\:\
i ¢

___,\“\\ ‘
y \

rm: 'rwo rxaaxrxxn avrruns nu. mcx m rams czmms.

No. 14.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:3

9
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



THE BLUE DWARF;
A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

B! PERCY B. ST. JOHN.

VOLUME II.
CHAPTER LXXI.

We now revert to Seabright Hall, where

Lady Stanley Beabright and four others, one a

gawky youth of eighteen, and three girls, stood

in the drawing-room.
Though the girls were charming, the mother

only cared for the youth, Edward. Nineteen
years before she had been. married to Stanley
Seabright, and about a year after a son had

been born. Then it turned out that Lady Sea

bright had a husband living.
The matter was hushed up. But there was

.1116that knew all, and that was Morris, the

steward.
Sir Stanley had a belief that Falkland also

knew, for one day when he had grossly in
sulted him, that personage turned and said

“Never mind, my cousin, now; but your
bastard will never inherit l" _

Still, he believed that whatever suspicions

Falkland might have, he had no actual evidence.

This will sufficiently explain what
‘was _the

state of aifairs in the drawing-room of beabright
Hall that day.

Dick and Tom rode up to the door of the

mansion and asked to see Mr. _Morris, the

steward. They were at once admitted to the

sanctum of the dapper little elderly man.
" Are you quite alone 1" asked Dick.
“

Quite alone l" said Morris.
"We come from Sir Falkland," said Dick

Turpin.
" Is Sir Stanley dead?

" giuped Morris.
"Yes."
“Thank heaven l then the king will have his

. own-fagain. Tell me all about it. Has he Writ-tell

to me T" ~
“ Yes; there is his letter."
And he handed the document to the honest

steward, who read it carefully through.
“ Gentlemen," said Joseph Morris, after read

ing the letter, “ my master bids me trust you.
I will. Lady Stanley is a hard woman. But I
would spare her even as much as 1 could."

__." Mr. Morris,” replied Dick Turpin, " have you
forgotten how grossly Lady Stanley insulted the

master's wife on one occasion 7"
“ No,” replied Morris; “ I have not forgotten."
“ We must act up to our instructions, neither

more nor less," replied Dick. "The insultto his

wife raukles in his bomm."
“I presume you wish to carry out your in

structious without delay 7"
“ Certainly," replied Dick. ' '

Morris bowed his head. and still led the way
into the drawing-room, where Lady Seabright
was.

“ My lady, two gentlemen from London,” said
Morris, in cold, dry tones—" Mr. Hardwick and
Mr. Johnson.”

“ What is the meaning of this intrusion I" a

“ If you will dismiss the young ladies. we will
speak," said Mr. Hardwick, alias Dick Turpin.

The governess took the hint, and retired.
" Now then,” cried Lady Seabright, haughtily.
“As we have a good deal to say, we beg to

take our seats. Morris, while lunch is getting
ready, will you send us up wine and biscuits? "

“ Morris, these men are mad,“ gas the mis
tress of the house, while the boy came forward,
with a dazed kind of look, which seemed to say
that, if there was only one man present, he
should like to punch his head.

“No, my lady, not at all mad. I am going to
obey their orders," said Morris, bitterly.

Lady Seabright looked at him aghast.
“ We are here, madam,” began Dick, “by the

command and instructions of Sir Falkland Sea
bright, to request you and your family to leave
these premises at the veryi"

“ Madman ! scoundrel I where is my hus
band? ”

she shrieked.
“ Dead as a door-uail—broke his neck on the

racecourse," was the answer.
She was appalled, but only for a moment.
“ If my husband is dead, there is no Sir Falk

land. My son here, Sir Edward, is heir to all."
“ Bastard ! "

said Mr. Hardwick, mildly.
“ Here in my hands I hold the certificate of your
marriage to William Howard, the certificate of
your marriage to Stanley Seabright, the certifi
cate of the death of William Howard, when
Teddy yonder was four, and the certificate of
your second marriage with your late husband."

“ What does it all mean 7"
shrieked the boy.

“That we have to leave—that your father’s
cousin turns us out,“ said Lady Seabright.

“But is it not your fault? Have I not been
brought up to believe myself master of this
place at my father's death? "

“You are not," said his nlother, who was
terrified at the storm she had raised.

Morris now entered with refreshments.
"It was never a secret to me, my lady," he

said quietly. “ My old master told me never to
lose sight of Mr. Falkland's interests, and 1
never did."

"' Serpent l snake I had I but known 1
"

shrieked Lady Seabright; and then turning to
Edward, “ Remember, there is my dowry.”

“ But I shall be a beggar," gasped Edward.
" No," said his guilty mother; “your father‘.

made a secret will, in case his cousin discovered
the truth. Let us go." _

"Pardon me, madam,” said Hardwiclr, with"
polite urbanity, “ but my orders were to ask
you to remain uniil after the funeral."

'
,

But Lady Seabright sailed our. of the room
without making any answer. As a matteij-of
fact, she intended to go, as she could not face
the neighbourhood, before whom Edward had
been paraded as the heir to the title and estate.

Next day a carriage drove up to the door-—
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 159

the body had been brought early in the morn- '

ing—from which alighted Sir Falkland, his
wife—-a pale but still beautiful woman—and a
bright little boy in deep mourning.

The servants had been prepared by Morris,
and, the departure of Lady Seabright and her
family fully confirming the rumour, accepted
his words as true, and Sir Falkland was
received without a murmur.

There is little more to be said.
After the funeral the will of Sir Stanley was

read. It intimated that, apart from settlements
on his wife and daughters, all was to go to his
son and heir.

This was heard in silence, Sir Falklaud's
solicitor intimuting that he would have his say
presently.

The solicitor who had made Sir Stanley's will
now roduced a second document."' ylast will and testament,’

" he read, “ ‘ to
be opened only in case of any question about
my son Edward's claims.’ "

Everybody looked deeply interested, as, with
a preliminary cough, the attorney read, in clear
a id distinct tones, as follows :—

“‘In the event of my boy Edward's right
being disputed and his claims upset by any legal
quibble‘ "—“a-hem l

" from the lawyer—“ - I
hereby bequeath to him the sum of twelve
thousand pounds, the interest to be paid to him
for the rest of his natural life.’ "

Sir Falkland’s lawyer now explained." When Sir Stanley married Mrs. Howard,
formerly Emily Granby, he believed her to be a
widow," he said. “Shortly after this son was
born the sup sed dead man turned up, so that
Lady Seabnght had unwittingly committed
bigamy. Two years later her husband really
died, and Sir Stanlev secretly re-married his
wife. The whole thing was kept from the
world. in the hope that nothing would tran
s ire.

’

P“ But it did transpire," cried Morris, the
steward, hotly. " When my good old master, Sir
Ronald Seabright, was on his death-bed, he called
me to his side and expressed his deep regret at
his injustice to his nephew, Falkland. He had
been grossly deceived by Sir Stanley. He had
discovered the whole story of Mr. Falkland's
marriage, which he highly approved and com
mended.

“ He expressed his utter abhorrence of the de
ceit practised upon him by Stanley, whose mar
riage he found out only a few hours before his
death. He was too ill to alter his will—in fact,
he was dying; but he bade me never to lose
sight of the interests of Mr. Falkland.

“ Mr. Stanley knew I was Mr. Falkland‘s
friend, and on the morning of the funeral he
gave me notice to leave that afternoon. I
laughed in his face, and said ‘ wait until the will
is read.‘

“ The will was read. and it contained this pro
viso—‘ To Walter Morris, my attached and
faithful steward and friend, I leave five hundred
a year, with permanent residence in Seabnght
Hall. All rents are to be collected by him, and
paid over half-yearly to the titular owner ; he is
to have power to restrain mortgages—uone to be
valid unless with his written consent.’

“I need not say," continued Walter Morris,
“ that I never allowed one penny to be raised on
mortgage, or there would have been little left
for my beloved master, Sir Falkland. All would
have gone to that cub of a boy. Edward —-"

“ I thank you, Morris," said Sir Falkland,
rising and crossing the room to where he stood
near the open window to shake hands with him;
“ may you live long to be my friend and
faithful steward."

"Die, miserable curl" cried a harsh voice
from without, and two pistol shots were heard,
the discharge filling the room with smoke.
When this cleared away, Walter Morris lay on
his back, Sir Falkland bending over him.

A medical man was immediately sent for, and
he speedily arrived at the hall.

“ This way, doctor," cried the baronet; “for
heaven's sake see what can be done."

“ A narrow escape, Sir Falkland," replied the
doctor ; “ but the bullet only grazed his temple
and slightly stunned him."

This was quite true, and in a few minutes he
revived, drank a glass of wine, and was led to
his room. Everybody present congratulated
Sir Falkland and retired.

When they were gone the baronet looked
round for the supposed Mr. Hardwick and his
companion. When the shot was fired they had
rushed to the window, and, getting outside,
had started for their horses.

CHAPTER LXXIL
ran caass.

It was true. Even before the smoke had
cleared away, Dick Turpin and Tom King had
dashed through the window and seen the re
treating form of a man.

“ The cub l" said Dick Turpin, with a terrific
oath. “ Keep him in sight, Tom.“

And Dick started for the stables. He re
turned in a few minutes with the horses, which,
as a matter of precaution, were ready saddled
always. Both mounted.

The window opened on a lawn leading to a
flower-garden, beyond which, separated only by
a hedge, was a field, and then another hedge and
the king's highway. The two started gallantly,
and in a moment were in the field. _

“There he goesl" cried Tom, with a wild
view hallo, which struck terror into the heart of
the fugitive. “ I see a hollow in the hedge
let‘s over l“

He turned his horse with his whip as he spoke,
sitting the animal straight as a dart, his lingers
holding the reins lightly but firmly. As he

reached the hedge he patted the mare, and the

pretty creature gathered herself for the leap,
then went over like a bird, Dick following.

The fugitive had just turned a corner, and
was goin-g ofl at a rapid pace. Perhaps he
might have gone faster had he known who " the

avengers of fate" were who were coming up
behind.

Onl on, went the eager highwaymcn, deter

mined, after the way in which they had been
trusted by Sir Falkland, to capture the evil-doer
and bring him back to sufier whatever punish
ment vhe baronet chose to inflict.

The road was well known to them, and they

were aware that there were no paths, alleys, or
cross-roads, for some distance. Then there was

a green, where the road forked in order to meet

again a few miles further. These roads were

made to suit the convenience of certain farmers.
For a moment, when they reached this fork,
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160 THE BLUE DWARF;

l

started on their journey.

they halted and conferred, listening all the

while. But no sound was heard. _
“We will meet at the ‘ Cross Keys,’ " said

Dick, taking the right road, while Tom King
took the left. -

On they galloped, until they reached the
“ Cross Keys ;" neither had seen anything of the

fugitive. The night was coming on and looked
threatening. They determined to give their
horses breathing time, at all events. Throwing
their reins to the attendant ostler, they entered
the parlour, where they ordered something to
eat, something that was either ready or could be

got ready in a few minutes.
" Bacon and eggs, sir T" said the waiter, and,

satisfied with a nod, went out to give his orders
to the cook, which he did with the remark, “ they
looks hungry ones."

At which the cook laughed, and prepared a
dish accordingly. When it was brought up the
two highwaymen smiled. It was a meal after
their own hearts,and necessitated a good supply
of ale, which they ordered. It was brought at
once.

“ You seem very quiet," remarked Dick, just
for something to say. “ Nobody in the house l "

“ Very few—leastwise, none but yourselves
except one gent, who ordered a fowl and ham,
in the bar parlour, but went away without eating
it just after you came in." c

“ Very strange I" said Dick, looking signifi
cantly at Tom.

“Well, sir, we know him, and he threw down
a guinea, saying he remembered he had to dine
at Luton Hall, and must not spoil his appetite,"
replied the garrulous waiter, little thinking what
a web he was weaving round the stranger.

“Where is Luton Hall, and who does it be
long to T" mked Dick.

“ It belongs to Sir Charles Granby, uncle to
that Lady Seabright whose son was cheated out
of his inheritance by an impostor," the waitm
went on ; “ the rightful heir, Sir Edward, it was
who just left. Sir Charles means to take up his
cause. He’s a wonderful peculiar man, sirs ;
builds cottages on his estates, forgives poachers,
cuts down his farmers’ rents. Some call him a
fool, and some think he's mad."

“ How far is it to Luton Hall T’ ,
“ About twenty miles," remarked the waiter.
“ You go through Chirling to reach it l

"
care

lessly remarked Dick.
“ Yes, air," was the reply.
“Let us have a stifi rummer of brandy and

our bill. We go on to-night, but shall probably
return to-morrow," said Dick.

“ Going to be a bad night," urged the waiter ;
“better wait until morning.”

" We know our business best," retorted Dick,
with solemn gravity.

“ Going to be caught in the storm and claim
Sir Charles’ hospitality," replied Dick, laughing.

“They’ll sure to know us," said Tom King.
“ Oh, no I" said Dick ; “leave that to me."
Having paid their bill and mounted, they

It was about seven in
the evening. It was very hot, the flowers hung
their heads, the leaves upon the trees doubled
themselves up as though in pain, and even the
brazen-faced sunflowers hung their heads, in
stead of staring up at the sky as usual. But
now and then a faint and distant rumbling
broke the silence, and when that died away you
might have heard a leaf fall.

Fer along time there had been intense heat ;

the sun had shone unblushingly, ripening the
harvest and scorching up all else. Tall and
straight the corn stood, a tield of brightest gold
stretching away and away up hill, down dale.
The earth was split asunder ; its fissures opened
and gaped with their great mouths for rain.

But now, as the distant rumbling grew
nearer, a shiver seemed to pass over the ground,
the grass bent, the leaves fluttered faintly, the
stronger flowers seemed to lift" their heads as if
listening, and a darkness crept up from behind
the hills where the sun had not long set, coming
on and on against the rising wind.

They were in sight of Chirling, and hastened
their speed, reaching that town and an inn ere
the storm broke.

Putting up their horses, they ordered dinner,
and hurried out to where a Jew lived well
known to Dick. They kept their capes over
their heads in the inn, and only spoke to the
waiter in a dark passage. When they retumed
they were clothed like country gentlemen, with
each a heavy great coat and a slouched hat.
Thus accoutrad they returned to the inn. Their
nearest and dearest friends would not have
known them. What hair they had was jet
black, while both had small silky Vandyke
beards. Their complexion was completely olive.

“Waiter,” said Dick, in an afiected tone,
which he thought might pass muster as a foreign
accent, “ we have to go to Luton Hall. The
evening is not promising—can you lend us a
covered cart and a horse? We can't ride
through this weather. We’ll leave our horses,
and pay for supper, bed, and breakfast."

About a quarter of an hour later in came
Boniface, all of a bustle (he had assured himself
of the great value of the mares to be lelt in the
stable), to say that if they must go out that
night they could have a covered cart and a
stout, reliable horse.

Dick thanked him and put down five guineas,
adding that they would settle in the morning.

Ten minutes later they started. They had
only six miles to go, but what a six miles l Few
men would willingly have been out that night.
Just after they started, the grass and leaves
stirred once more, and the rain came pattering
down.

'

How the earth welcomed itl how nature re
joiced at itl Again and again the lightning
flashed, again and again the thunder crashed
overhead and rolled away in the distance ; each
moment the wind grew stronger, tearing away
at the tree-trunks and waving their branches
high in the air. The clouds had utterly darkened
the sky, and the rain poured down in torrents.

They found the lodge gates open, and drove
as fast as their heavy horse could take them
towards the house.

“ It's time we had shelter," muttered Turpin.
As he spoke, once more the clouds were rent

asunder, once more the fork of fire gleamed
across the darkened sky, darting downward,
playing along the earth like a serpent of elec
Lricity, coming nearer and nearer, till, with a
cry which was almost human in its agony, the
horse rose upon its hind legs, beating the air for
a moment with his hoofs, and then fell heavily on
one side, dead.

The two men had hardly scrambled out when
once again the angry lightning poured down,
striking a great oak, splitting it from branch to ,
root, scorching and burning it

,

licking up the
sap with greedy, fiery tongue. They paused to
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A TALE OF‘ LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 161~
see no more, but, rushing for the door, rang two
loud and ringing peals.

They were quickly answered, and ushered
into the hall, the door being closed hastily be
hind them.

“ What has happened?
" said a fine, tall, old

English gentleman, coming to the door of the
principal room.

“ Well, Sir Charles," said Dick, speaking
suavely,,“ you have lost one of your finest oaks
and we have had our horre killed. We were
bound on a journey of necessity to Maiden Castle,
and dreading the storm, left our horses at an inn
at Chirling, and came on with a horse and cart.
We were driving up to your door to ask tempo
rary shelter, when the two terrible flashes split
your tree and killed our horse."

“Come in, gentlemen," cried Sir Charles
Granby, warmly. “ I’m thankful you thought
of coming here. My niece, Lady Seabright, her
son Edward, and her three daughters —-"

“ You ought to know our names—Ledger and
Ford, of the firm of Grimshaw, City," said Dick,
with his usual unblushing effrontery.

“ No occasion for names," chuckled Sir Charles.
“On a night like this I wouldn't turn a thief
away—if we could help it. Sit down; Towns
end, a steaming tankard for each gentleman.
We sup in less than an hour."

They were at once made at home, and beds
_ ordered. Dick and Tom explained incidentally
that they had been absent in Italy for three
months, to account for their tanned skins and
beards.

" We have only just come home, Sir Charles,"

s.
:i
d Dick, “ and feel loth to get rid of the signs

0 travel."
Sir Charles laughed, and the conversation

went on between the baronet, the strangers, and
Lady Seabright. The girls had retired shortly
after their arrival, and Edward, as usual, was
sullen. As a matter of fact, except among stable
boys and such like, he never had anything to
say.

When supper was announced, Sir Charles took
in Lady Seabright, the men following in the
rear. The supper was plain but substantial, and
the travellers did ample justice to it. After
supper Lady Seabright retired the men remain
ing to drink a bowl of punch.

’

When this had been finished Sir Charles sug

glested
another; but the two'highwaymen de

ined.
“ Edward," said Sir Charles, “ these gentlemen

sleep in the blue corridor. The servants are all
gone to bed save Peter. Will you show them
their rooms ; they are one on each side of yours I"

“Certainly, sir," was the answer, in a rough

E
n
d surly tone of voice, of which, however, Sir

harles took no notice.
He left them at their respective doors, each

with a lamp, and with a muttered “good night,”
entered his o.vn room.ii

CHAPTER LXXIII.
COMPLICATIONS.

The highwaymen did not go to bed. As soon
as the door was closed behind Mr. Edward Sea
bright, as he called himself, they entered the
same room, and closing the door, sat down to
converse.

The clock in the tower of Luton Hall struck

eleven. Dick put his hand into the pocket of his
great-coat, which he had brought up with him,
and took out firsta pocket pistol, then a flask
called by the same name, and then a pipe and
tobacco. Tom King did the same.

They then lighted their pipes, and held a brief
conference, after which they lay down on the
bed together for an hour or two's rest. They
trusted to the clock in the tower, which was very
loud to those who were not used to it.

They woke with the dawn, and assoon as they .

l

had imbibed a drop of brandy, prepared for
action. Dick Turpin had contrived, in his bold,
rather boyish, handwriting, to scrawl afew lines,
which he left on the table in his bedroom.

“Mr. Edward Granby last night having at
tempted to assassinate Sir Falkland Seabright
and Mr. Walter Morris, we have taken him away
to be dealt with as the baronet shall direct."

They put no signature.
Having done this, they went out into the pai

age and entered Granby’s room. He slept

lspundly.
They at once took measures to wake

im.
He soon opened his eyes, to find the two

guests of the previous evening standing by his
bed side, pistol in hand. He looked literally
appalled.

“ Dress," Dick Turpin said, quietly ; “ no harm
will be done you if you obey us. Resist, and I

must
put a bullet through your head. N o shirk

ing.‘
Edward was in an agony of terror; the pre

sence of these two men at his bed-side at that
hour of the morning, armed, resolute and deter
mined, was too much for him. His fear was
abject, and he could scarcely dress.

Still he had to obey. As soon as he was ready
they bade him lead the way to the stables, where
there were horses in plenty. Three were quietly
saddled, and then mounting they rode ofi in the
direction of the inn.

How to get Black Bess and Tom King’s horse
was now the difliculty. The death of the bor
rowed horse -and the loss of the cart would en
able the landlord to charge them any price he
thought proper. Now both the highwaymen
were disinclined to part with more cash than was
absolutely necessary.

They must have recourse to stratagem. Both
their horses were admirably trained, and had
learned to obey signals quite as well as any
circus horse. They were to be made to do any
thing their mssters wished by a curious number
of whistles. They would stand still as death on
hearing one signal, or come to their masters on
hearing another.

They determined to try the latter. True, they
were fastened in their stables, but both had left
strict injunctions for them to be ready saddled.

Both uttered a series of shrill and vibrating
whistles, then waited.

Not many minutes had elapsed when a terrific
uproar was heard. The horses were snorting and

stamping their feet against the door of the
stable. Dick and Tom concealed themselves
behind a tree. The stable-yard was only sepa
rated from the street by a low wall.

" There'll be fun in a minute,“ whispered
Dick, " you keep your eye on the youngster,
Tom."

Dick was right. In a few minutes an ostler
who slept over the stable came down a ladder
cursing at being awakened in this untimely man

ner. He was not at all choice in his language,
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162 THE BLUE DWARF;

and in his right hand he viciously clutched a
riding whip.

He lifted the bar of the stable door, and as
he did so two shrill whistles rent the air. The
doors were dashed open, the ostler sent sprawl
ing on his back,and away bounded the faithful
and intelligent animals, leaping the wall and
joining their masters with every expression of

Idelight.
The ostler rose with a round volley of oaths,

and ran to the stone fence, just in time to see
three mounted men riding ofi‘, while two horses
galloped ofi ou the road towards London.

"Won't rnaister be wild," said the ostler,
scratching his head.

And he was wild, especially when he heard
of the death of his best cart-horse, which he
had lent to the strangers on the faith of their
liberal payment, and on the strength of their,
leaving two splendid horses in pawn. It was a
long time before the event was forgotten. lt
was much commented on, but not in the presence
of the landlord.

Meanwhile, without stopping, the three men
dashed along the road, Edward Granby in the
middle. He remained sullen and silent, never
speaking a single word. He had nothing par
ticular to fear, he thought, from Sir Falkland,
who, for the sake of the family name, would
subject him to no public prosecution.

In this mood he reached Seabright Hall, and
the trio rode into the forecourt. The servants
were about, and when asked about Mr. Morris
said he was doing nicely, but had been ordered
several days’ rest. Sir Falkland was not yet
down, but the breakfast-bell would ring in half
an-hour.

Dick asked to be shown a room in which to
place his prisoner, where there was no chance of
escape. The servants readily showed him a
room near the library, a sort of muniment room,
with nothing but loopholes to light it. Here he
was fastened in, after which the highwaymen
saw to their horses.

Sir Falkland had heard the trot of horses, and
looking out of window had seen the arrival of
Dick and Tom, guarding Edward Granby. He
was very much surprised, and dressing hastily,
went down stairs. They awaited him in the
breakfast-room.

“ Beg your pardon, Sir Falkland, for acting
without orders,“ said Dick; " but we have
brought the attempted murderer of yourself and
Mr. Morris back, for you to do with him as you
may think fit."

“ I am much obliged," replied the baronet ; “it
will do him good for him lo l:arn that his
murderous intentions are known. We will
breakfast first, and think of What is to be done
afterwards."

This view was readily acquiesced in. The
three breskfasted together, Lady Falkland, not
yet strong, rising later, and breakfasting with
her little son.

When breakfast was over, Sir Falkland went up
to see his wife, leaving the others to their own
devices. Under pretence of asking after Mr.
Morris, they sauutered to his rooms, where they
found the deputy-steward, who reported well of

‘him. He would be out and about in a few days.
“Will you try a nip of brandy after your

ride, gentlemen 7" asked the urbane subordinate
—who already knew the habits of the two
mysterious visi ors.

Neither had any objection, so a bottle of

brandy and glasses were put before them. We
may premise that in passing through they had
removed their disguises and resumed their
natural appearance.

Then they rejoined Sir Falkland and briefly
told the adventures of the night, to which he
listened with an amused kind of gravity, which
showed that he quite enjoyed the narrative.

Dick had scarcely finished his story when Sir
Charles Granby was announced. Dick and Tom
rose confusedly.

" Be calm," said Sir Falkland, with a smile,
“remember you have put ofi your disguises-—
and will not be recognised until it is necessary.’

“ Ahl Sir Charles, it is many years since we
have met. I was a mere boy then. Be seated."

“ You have done nothing rash?" cried the
baronet, anxiously.

“ l have done nothing at all. I am glad you
have come. Mr. Hardwick here will explain,
after l have said a few words."

The bsronet explained the reading of the
will, with the result, laying particular stress on
the secret will.

"I was crossing the room to shake hands
with Morris and to thank him for all his kind
ness to me and mine, when two shots were fired,
one hitting poor Morris, luckily, not danger
ously,” said Sir Falkland, "the other whistling
past my ear. Mr. Hardwick here will tell
you the rest."

“ I was looking at the window as Sir Falk
land crossed the room,” continued Dick, “and
distinctly saw Mr. Edward level two pistols.
I had no time to prevent the pistols being fired,
but I and my friend here rushed after the
would-be assassin, mounted our horses, and
dashed in pursuit, scarcely losing sight of him
at all. How he eluded us, matters not. We at
once decided to follow him up and obtain en
trance to your house is disguise—which we did."

" Then, I presume, you are Messrs. Ledger and
Ford, lately returned from Italy T" asked Sir
Charles, grimly.

They bowed demurely, contriving to conceal
the smile that illumined their rubicund coun
tenances.

“ Under the circumstances, I cannot blame
you," said Sir Charles. "And now, Sir Falk
land, what are your intentions?"

" To thoroughly frighten the young cub, and
bid him go hang elsewhere," was the stern
reply.

“I won’t have any more to do with him,"
said Sir Charles, gravely ; “ the secret will upsets
all false assertions that have been made to me."

"Would you like to see it
,

and all the other
documents 7" asked Sir Falkland.

"Yes. Let us get it over."
“ Come to the library," said the master of the

house, motioning to the two others to follow ;

and having reached that room and locked the
door, he added, “ bring him in."

They opened the door, and found ‘the cub’
fast asleep. They speedily roused him and led
him into the presence of the two baronets. At
the sight of Sir Charles he turned chalky white
and fell back in an arm chair.

ln a few moments, however, he seemed to re
cover himself, and sat up,defiant and insolent.

"Why am I dragged from my bed and
brought here by two midnight rutlians?" he
asked.

“ You are before two magistrates," said Sir
Falkland, quietly; “you are accused on indie
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY. AND CRIME. 16!

utable evidence of the attempted murder of London awhile.
alter Morris—of your wretched desire to kill

me I say nothing. Do you wish to hear the
evidence 7"

“No! Suppose I did do it. What then?
Have I not been cheated, defrauded and robbed
in the most iniquitous manner? Brought np as
acknowledged heir of Sir Stanley, when he is
dead—l-tilled, it appears to me, under very
suspicious circumstances—a cock and a bull
story is raked up, and I am, to suit a purpose,
proclaimed a bastard.”

“Which you are," said Sir Charles; “the
second will proves it. Will you be committed
for trial, or submit to our sentence 7"

“ I don't care," he sullenly replied.
“You must decide. If you do not, I must

send for my clerk, and make out your com
mittal," remarked Sir Falkland.

“ Do with me as you will."
“Then go your way; but beware how you

come near either of our houses again. The
charge of murder can always be revived,"
sternl-y added the master of the house. “You
have ample means, take care you do not
squander them."

" Yes I take care you do not,” said Sir Charles,
“for not one penny of my money will you
have, or your mother either. I shall leav all I
can spare to the girls——the rest will go with the
title and estates to my heir."

Edward Granby muttered something under his
teeth, rose, and wzm ushered by Tom and Tur
pin out of the house. They did not return to
the library When they saw Sir Falkland again
the other was gone. They were now thanked
and liberally rewarded.

“Remember 1" said the baronet, “_to me you
have acted fairly and honourably. I will say
nothing of your profession; but if at any time
I can be of use to yon, count on me."

Dick and Tom, much affected, shook hands
respectfully, and took_ their _departure—to meet

again, perhaps.
Meanwhile, to end for the present with

Edward Granby, we will follow Sir Charles
home. He found _Lady Seabright very anxious
about her son.

“Where is Edward ?—he was not in his
room,” she gasped.

" Iam very sorry," said he, "to speak harshly,
—but if your son had his deserts, he would be
in Newgate. He attempted last night to mur
der Sir Falkland and Walter Morris. He
wounded the one and missed the other. I have
just left the baronet, who, on condition of his
never appearing in these parts again, has let
him ofi."

“And you have deserted him?” gasped his
niece, wildly.

“I have forbidden him to come near me
forbidden him taking my name,” the baronet
went on, sternly. “ 1 shall not place it in your
power to help him out of my money, so shall
leave what I have to leave to your daughters."

" You turn against me l"
"Not at all. I will educate and bring up

your daughters, if you like," he said ; “ but I
wash my hands of that boy."

.i_._
CHAPTER LXXIV.

s'raa'r1.mo anvnsruass.
Dick and Tom having kept so quiet, for them,

for such a time. determined to have a pull on

As they often said, there was
no place like it for a gentleman. He could
move in just what society he liked.

With regard to our friends, this was not ex
actly true, as though they had once or twice,
under peculiar circumstances, been able to creep
into fashionable resorts, it was always under
false pretences.

They were hail-fellow-well-met in all the
flash resorts of the metropolis, where men of
more elevated position came occasionally to
unbend; but these men could go into higher
resorts when they willed it.

Ben Dufly’s, commonly called Moll's Retreat,
was a very flash crib, where all the fastest
girls about town did congregate. It was a place
where you could dance, flirt, eat, drink, or play
cards.. The moment you entered and paid your
money, you were free of the crib, and no ques
tions asked.

Dick and Tom rather afiected it, as they had
many pals there, both male and female, and the
free and easy style of the amusement suited
their tastes. One evening, afer their return
from Seabright Hall, having a few guineas to

, they went thither, and were soon amongst
the thickest of the fun. They were dressed in
style, with no afiectation of disguise.

The authorities never interfered with the den,
for a very good reason. Its owner was in their
pay, and gave them many a hint, with
out his connivance being known or suspected.

|He had made it a condition of his treachery
that nobody should ever be arrested on his

premises.
After a dance, the two high tobies sat down

at a table with two ‘blowers,’ and ordering a
bowl of punch, began singing ribald songs to
popular airs. While they were so doing three
men entered, with a swaggerisg air. Two of
them were our old acquaintances, Brian Sey
mour and Robert Woodstock. while the third, who
walked between them was Edward Granby. Yes,
this unfortunate youth, the victim of the faults
of others, had been picked up by these two
sharpers, who were showing him life. Heaven
help the youth with the silly ambition of seeing
life—-that is, launching into vice and crime of
every kind,—-who falls into the hands of two
such men I

'

They had discovered that he had money, how
much they neither knew nor cared; but while he
had any they would stick to him. They were

utterly at fault about the earl, and were satisfied
that Joe Askew had turned traitor. At all
events they could no longer get any information
from him. It was, therefore, only natural they
should seek to make money elsewhere.

Edward Clsncy—he had dropped the Granby
—was tolerably sober, a rather rare occurrence,

and looking around saw the two highwaymen.
Retreating behind Brian Seymour, he whispered
in his ear--“ Who are those two men 7"

“ Do you know them 7” asked Brian.
“I hate, I loathe them. They have been my

curse, my bane, my ruin; but for them I should

be a baronet with a rich rent-roll."
“You would like to do them an ill turn i"

asked Brian.
“ Yes l at the risk of my life l" he answered.
“ Come this way," continued Briau,_and led

him to a table where, a waiter following, they

ordered drink. “Now listen, and keep your
own counsel. Those two men are Dick Turpin
and Tom King. Yes! you needn't look so in
credulous. They are well known here, but the
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164 THE BLUE DWARF ;

runners never interfere. Besides, they wish to
take these two men red-handed."

“ But, could Sir Falkland have known T"

asped Edward.
“Who may he be?" asked Brian, and when

the other explained, continued, “oh, yesl the
mad gambler, whose cousin was so mysteriously
killed at Hopwood. Ah l you know him. Well,
I dare say he and Dick Turpin are well ac

quainted ; he is employed by men of higher
rank. Would you like to makea good pot of
money 7"

“ Wouldn't If it is just what I do want l" said

Clancy. "Fun and money, money and fun;
that's my motto.”

“Well, we'll do a little flutter here, just for
amusement. and then we’ll go hack to my
lodgings. You will have to keep quiet for a
while if you come to our house, but you will
spend no money, and, on the contrary, earn
some."

" All right,” said their dupe, and, their drink
finished, they went to the table and played for
an hour, Edward Clancy as a matter of course
losing.

They then rose and left. Brian's lodgings
were at no great distance. Supper was ordered,
and then Brian unfolded his plans.

“These men are leagued with a relation of
mine, to do me out of both a title and estates,"
began Brian ; “to thwart this nefarious plot we
have for a long time been watching these
two. The other members of the conspiracy
have disappeared, it is believed, with a view to

produce a sham heir-at-law. We have employed
spies and agents without end, but all have been
defeated or got tired. If you will watch them,
track them, enable us to find them when they
communicate with our incarnate foes, we will pay
you well, and guard yon against the dangers of
London. You are a novice, and could easily be
taken in ; be known as our friend and none will
dare to harm you."

" Command—I obey," said Edward, who had
an inordinate idea of his own qualifications.

“Well, we will keep you on the track of Dick
and Tom,” continued Brian. “What we want
to find out is, when he is in communication with
our foes. The principal agent is a hideous
cripple, a dwarf, all indigo-coloured, but a keen
and consummate rascal. We will obtain you
entrance to many of Dick and Tom's resorts.
You must be a sleuth hound. Should Dick and
this wretched dwarf meet, watch where the
latter goes. Track him on foot or on horseback,
and let us know the result."

" I will," he answered.
After this a copious supper was discussed,

cards indulged in, and, towards morning, the
party broke up, each going his own way, with
an agreement to meet at twelve o'clock on the
morrow.

Brian and Robert chuckled. They had se
cured a new tool, and one who would not be
too expensive, as what money they paid him
they could easily win again; so they promised
themselves to be exact to the rendezvous.

Edward was there, and received his instruc
tions. After considerable discussion he was
provided with a disguise, which made him look
like a travelling apotheoary—one of those men
who used to go about the country on a lean
horse, with a box of simples, drugs, and pills, a
kind of itinerant laboratory.

They went to a costumier, and, after half an

hour, came forth, Edward so disguised that his
own mother would not have known him. Thus
apparelled and disguised they introduced him to
one or two of Dick's haunts—made him free of
the house.

“Be careful,” said Brian, “while you are at
this work of what you drink. If you should
betray yourself to Dick he will have no mercy." .

Edward promised. This last threat had more
effect upon him than anything else. He bad a
great respect for his own carcass, and a great
fear of Dick Turpin's prowess. He had already
seen enough of his prowess, determination, and
readiness of wit. He resolved, therefore, to run
no useless risks.

Four evenings passed, and then, wandering
about from place to place, he suddenly found
himself following the Blue Dwarf, and saw him
enter one of Dick Turpin's haunts. He retreated
into the background and looked for a place of
concealment; but he could see only some very
inferior shops. One was a milk shop, and here,
calling for a glass of milk, he waited.

Very soon he saw both Dick Turpin and Tom
King enter.

He hurried to a corner public-house, where
he had an hour before left Brian.

He had not gone, but had been joined by
Robert Woodstock. He,‘-hastily told his story.
They were jubilant

"Now that horrible Blue Dwarf in no way
knows you—stick to him—-follow him. I will
have a horse ready. Now go back.”

Edward did, quite warming to the excitement.
He had not waited ten minutes when the Blue
Dwarf came out, wrapped in his cloak. Edward
followed, finding his comrades at the corner of
the street with a horse. Edward received some
whispered instructions and went on. A hundred
yards further on a boy waited with a horse.
This the Blue Dwarf mounted and trotted ofi,
wrapped in his cloak. He was in the Strand in
a moment, and going in the direction of Fleet
street.

It was not late, and both pedestrians and
horsemen were about. There was no danger of
losing sight of Sapathwa. His peculiar figure
identified him. After reaching Fleet-street he
trotted quicker, and kept on until he arrived at
London Bridue, which he crossed, and took the
direction of Greenwich.

Edward kept him in sight without difiiculty,
the more so that the man he was stalking turned
not to the right or left. The young man kept
as far as he could in the background, so as to
give no chance of his errand being suspected.

But the foremost rider showed no sign of stop
ping for a long time, indeed, not until he had
reached an inn beyond Gad's Hill. Here, to
Edward's great delight, he halted, dismounted,
and hurried in, leaving his horse in the hands of
the ostler.

Edward did the same, and, going in, entered
the public room. It was empty, and the young
man at once ordered something to drink. With
this he placed himself near the window, whence
he could see when the other left.

Half an hour passed, and then,riding as if for
a race, up came two men, who at once shouted
“ House l" and were attended to without alight
ing. They ordered drinks, and gave some direc
tions.

As they did so Edward Clancy recognised
Dick Turpin and Tom King, the much-dreaded
highwaymen.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 165~
Then he heard a shufliing in the

the Blue Dwarf joined them. Then, with
lightning-like speed, all three darted ofi in a

southerly direction.
Edward Clancy was furious and afraid. What

did'it mean? But he must lose no time. He
hurriedly paid his score and, mounting, fol
lowed. But his quarry was out of sisht.

Sill, he determined to follow them in the hope
that something might turn up ; like the man in
the play, he never threw a chance away.

But, though he rode hard and fast, hc could
make no discovery. They had disappeared asif
they had been swallowed by an earthquake.

Disconsolata and angry at his failure, he

turned towards London, when two mounted men

darted from under some trees.
“ Who and what are you T" said Dick Turpin,

clutching his bridle. “ Show the glim, Tom;
let's see what he's made of."

Edward Clancy shook with terror at the lamp
being produced. Dick pulled 0E his wig and
goggles, and burst out laughing. “So you've
turned spy, Master Edward Clancy. Take
thatl” cutting him across the face with his heavy
riding whip, “ and tell your rascally employer,
Brian Seymour, I did it." '

With which he started the horse and sent

Edward flying along the road, his feet out of the

stirrups, and himself yelling with pain and fury.
He went away, however, only a hundred

yards, and at a turning
'

the road halted to
reflect. His personal chas ement had only ex

asperated him, and filled his mind with fury and
hitter hatred.

He
_1l‘esolved

to return on his way at any risk
n .

e did so, and soon had the satisfaction of
getting within sight of the two highwaymen,
who were jogging along, laughing-—at him doubt

less. He ground his teeth with impotent rage
and fury. Still, he would discover their secret.
It did not take him long to do so. After riding
two miles they turned down an avenue leading
to a house, and disappeared through the open
gates.

A sign-post stood at the corner house, and on
this he contrived toread,“ To Heathcoate House."
Satisfied with this, he turned back, went to the
roadside inn, engaged a bed, gave directions to
be called early, and retired, after drinking a quart
of old ale with half a pint of rum in it.

Next day, when Brian Seymour rode up in
disguise, he found a large board up with “ To
Let" on it. On enquiry, he found that the

family had left on the previous night, the

woman thought for the Continent.
Brian returned to town, sick with rage, to be

shown a paragraph in the Weekly Tatler, to the

efiect that the Earl and Countess of Elphick
and party had started for the Continent. The
countess, who had recently presented her lord
with a son and heir, was ordered change of
climate.

We leave Brian Seymour and his coadjutor to
their thoughts.

'

passage, and

Of

CHAPTER LXXV.
ran onrnarvs FRIEND.

It was time. To the delight and rapture of the'
earl, and the intense joy of the countess, a male
child had been born unto them. Colonel Grant
and Lord Jermyn were intensely delighted.

Lord Jermyn, though comparatively a young
man, was very proud to be a grandfather, as in
fact most men are.

'

The child, which was in perfect health, had
been born three weeks ago. Lady Elphick was
in perfect health, but the removal was the con

sequence of excess of precaution on the of
the father and mother of the child. At the
same time, the doctor, seeing that the mother
was anxious about something,- did what most

doctors would do under the circumstances, re

commended change of air. - »

As a rule, it is one of those remedies which, if
it does no good, certainly does no harm. So they
started for-a village which, under another name,

has become famous. But at the time of which
we speak, it was known to a very few. Its name

was Brighthelmstone.
Its proximity to Lewes was, perhaps, the first

cause of its being unearthed. First a rich ban

ker bought some land there and built a country
house, one or two followed, and then a few more

followed suit. The doctor was from Lewes and

knew of a residence at Brighton which had’ been

empty some years. It had once belongedto a

large estate, but of all its acres only two re

mained. ‘

It was a rambling old building, incongruous
in its combination of stone, brick, and frame
work. The house was for the greater part gloomy
and antiquated. It was originally an oblong
stone structure, with massive jail-like walls and
narrow windows. Money will do almost any
thing, and the Blue Dwarf had sent down
artificers who had made great changes.

Partitions were pulled down, bay-windows and
verandahs superseded dark porches, halls and
staircases were widened, folding-doors, plate

glass, cornices, panellings and gilding, made a

wonderful transformation. Furniture, too, had

been sent down for the rooms that were to be

occupied, the rest being left to mould, damp
and rust.

To this house, early in the morning after
Heathcoate was abandoned, came a travelling
carriage. It contained the earl, his wife, the
nurse, and baby.

It was guarded by two stout men in rough
coats, who rode one at each window. A little
distance behind came anoiher carriage contain
ing Colonel Grant and Lord Jermyn. Both drew
up at the entrance to Penshere Lodge.

“ A queer old place," said Shelton Seymour to
his wife, “ but picturesque."

“ It looks gloomy enough," laughed Laura;
“ but I dare say dear old Sapathwa knows
best."

The door was opened by one of their old
domestics, and the earl, his wife, nurse, and
child, hurried in.

Laura was delighted at the preparations made

for them. The inhabited rooms were elegant in
the extreme, while the countess went into
raptures over the nursery, which was next to her

room. But the journey had made them all tired
and hungry, and the first thought of all was

breakfast, which was quite ready. A good look
out had been kept, and the instant the carriages

were descried in the distance, the servants were

on hospitable thoughts intent.
A hearty meal was consumed, and then all re

tired to seek well-earned repose. Dick and
Tom took their matutinal repast with Sapathwa,

who had been working hard all night to have

the last finishing touches put to the house. As
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166 ran BLUE DWARF ;'

soon as they expec

soon as they were satisfied, they too 1'8!’-1-led,Bud

all was silent in Penshere Lodge. _At one, how

ever, every one was on foot again, and after

some attention to the toilette, were ready for
dinner.

Dick and Tom dined with the Blue Dwarf,
from whom they received a handsome reward
for past services. They settled a code of mes

sages on both sides, in
_ case they required to

communicate. After this the highwayrnen took
their departure for Lewes, it being their inten
tion to return to London that way.

There was a main from there, and they

would be on the king's highway, when perhaps

they might do a stroke of business.

They were, however, not to see London as
ted. On reaching Lewes they

put up at the Castle Hotel, a house well known
to both, and which was frequented by some of
the upper ten. They selected the parlour, which
at that time of day was empty. _

They simply ordered_grogs, and,_thesa being

served, began conversing of their prospects.
These men never thought of how brief their
career might prove, and how they might at any
moment be cut ofi in the prime ot life.

They laughed, joked, and were merry. Pre
sently there was a lull in the conversation. Tom
King was about to break the silence, but Dick
put his fingerto his lips. His head was leant
against the wall, near a square-cut aperture,
which communicated with another room. Two
persons had just entered the latter apartment,
and Dick had heard their first words.

“ We are private enough here,“ said one, "and
now let me hear what you have got to say."

" Let us have a bottle of wine, first," replied
the other, in a harsh, grating voice.

" Do you think I'm made of money l " asked

the first speaker, petulantly. “ But I suppose
we cannot occupy a private room without drink
ing. Ring."

The order was obeyed and the wine brought
in. Both filled their glasses.

"I presume, Mr. Bochford, it is unnecessary
to recapitulate the past, and to say how by my
instrumentality you have become rich," began
the other.

“Whatever you may have done for me in the

past, you have been paid for,” was the super
cilious reply.

“I have not, as you will learn. Allow me,

Mr. Rochford, to recapitulate events, and you
will find yourself singularly in error."

“What mean you?
"

"It you do not interrupt me, you will soon
know. When Mr. Henry Armstrong died, nearly
two years ago, by the terms of a will unex
pectedly produced, you, Mr. Henry Armstrong's
wife's brother, were lei t executor and guardian."

“ I recollect, perfectly."
" I presume that you have not forgotten

that will was a rank forgery?” continued the
other.

“ Yes. Mr. Joe Stammers, you are a very good
hand at that," the other ssrcastically replied.
“For your forgery you had five hundred
pounds."

“ And you over a thousand a year—the widow
only getiing two hundred, while the rest is to
accumulate in your hands l "-—with a curt laugh
—-"' until her son Henry is of age."

-"It is accumulating,” retorted the other.
" But will Henry Armstrong ever see a penny

‘ of itl Long before the eight years are up, Mr.

Richard Rochford will have left for parts un'
known."

“ That is my business," drily retorted the
other.

“ Say, rather, mine," responded the other, in a

menacing tone. “ To out a long story short—I
have the real will in my poasession—the real
will, I say."

“The real mill! There never was a will. My
brother-in-law died intestate."

“ No. When you sent me to search the desk,

I found his will and I 0 U's for three thousand,
signed by yourself," was the deliberate answer.

“Scoundrel l" gasped Bochford.
’

“I am speaking the plain truth, and unless _

you consent to give me a thousand guineas in
hard cash and notes, I shall go to Widow Arm
strong, who lives close here, and tell the whole
story. Don't think to get away, for I am
desperate, and my mind is made up."

" You will give me the will and the I 0 U's
for a thousand guineasl "

asked Richard Roch
ford, musingly.

55Yul!
“ When! "
“ Whenever you like."
“ It is now five o'clock," replied Rochford.

.“ You know where I live ; come at eight, bring
the documents, and I will have everything
ready."

“ No tricks upon travellers," said the other.
“ I shall leave d where I am going, and if

not returned by
“ All right," laughed Bochford.
" Stop where you are," whispered Dick.

“Wait till I come back. Such a game I

"

Tom nodded. He knew his partner and com
panion too well to doubt any of his actions.

Dick in one instant was in the bar, and asking
about supper and beds. While he was so doing,
a portly-looking man, of sanctiinonious aspect,
followed by a thin, wiry little man, passed.

“ Isn't that Mr. Rochford 7" asked Dick, when
the man's back was turned.

“ Ye'sir," was the prompt reply.
" Well, I've come from London on business of

his," replied Dick—“ his and Mrs. Armstrong's-—
can you give me their addresses 7"

"Certainly, sirl" replied the waiter; “shall

I put them on paper T"
“ Yes, it you please,“ said Dick, and in a few

minutes he returned to the public room with the
addresses in his pocket.

“ I have ordered supper and beds," he told
Tom. “ I'm going out for a little while ; when

I return I will explain.”
In the course of his strange and chequered

career, Dick Turpin had done many kind and
generous actions. He had pretty well decided
to do one now. If he could make anyihing out
of it, well and good.

He went outside, and, once in the street, asked
his way to Vigo Street, where resided the widow
Armsirong, at No. 10. It was easily found.
lt was a quiet, neat street, with gardens in
front. not at all ill-kept.

Dick knocked smartly, a right correct London
knock, and was answered by a smart maid.

“ Is Mrs. Armstrong at home?
"

he asked ; "if
so, say a gentleman from London on
business."

" Come in! "
said a pleasant voice from the

parlour, and he was ushered into the presence of

a pleasant-looking woman of about tive-and
thirty, who still wore widow's weeds.

.1

e, I shall be looked for." Y\\\'\Q.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 167

“Be seated, sir,” she said, pleasantly, “and
then you can tell me your business.”

“Are we quite alone?" asked Dick, “as my
business is both important and private."

The door was closed.
“Will you take a little brandy? it is all I

have in the house," and, without waiting for an
answer, she went to the door, opened it

,

and
called do wn in the direction of the kitchen,
“ Hot water and glasses I"

" Yes'm," was the answer.
The refreshing beverage was mixed, Dick

taking a very stiff dose, and the widow a very
mild and modest portion.

" My dear madam,” began Dick, “ before
entering on business which may terminate
pleasantly, I shall have, I am sorryto say, to
slightly hurt your feelings. I am compelled to
allude to your late lamented husband."

Mrs. Armstrong put her handkerchief to her
eyes, and wiped away the semblance of a tear.

“I have no objection to speak of him," she
said ; “ he was a good husband.” Y

“Well, so I have heard," continued Dick;
"but, now, have you any particular opinion about
that will of his T"

" I thought it very unkind. A mother is the
best guardian of her son," she replied, very
quickly, and in a determined tone.

“Now, my dear Mrs. Armstrong, would you
be surprised to hear that that will was a for
gery I" he asked.

“Great heaven forgive mel but that was my

thofught
all along. But who could the forger

M II

"' Who benefits by it? Who, by its means, is

able to defraud the widow and the orphan?"
asked Dick.

“ No I no I not my brother,” she gasped.
“Well,” said Dick, in a hem-ing, ha-ing way,

“ he did not, perhaps, forge it himself ; but he
paid a man, bribed him to do it

,

paying a heavy
price.”

“ Merciful creator I " she exclaimed, clasping
her hands, while tears welled from her still
handsome eyes. “But how do you knowl"

"All in good time," he answered; “I will
explain presently. In addition to this will being
forged, there is a real will, in your husband's
writing, leaving everything to you in trust for
your son. Now, Mrs. Armstrong, I have par
iiculur reasons for not telling you how I learned
this ; but you must trust me."

" I will, sir, and thank you for the tasl-:—you
are very generous."

“ Notso generous as you think,” observed Dick,
drily. “I will explain. Now the man who
forged the will is very hard-up, and has, by
threatening to come to you, induced Mr.
Rochford to promise a thousand pounds for the 5

real will, which, doubtless, he will at once
destroy."

" Heaven forefend I " gasped Mrs. Armstrong. ,

“ Now, if I bring you the real will, and a con- ,

fession of the forgery, with the money itself—or
the securities—may I have that thousand ,

guineasl I am a poor man, and may as well
have it as that scoundrel forger.”

"Certainly! and may the gratitude of the
widow and orphan be yours," she cried.

“ Wait awhile," he said ; “ itis not done yet; i

but I believe it will be done. Have you anyl
male friend you can trust I" I

Mrs. Armstrong's face flushed a little.“ I have a friend, a Mr. Crowd"‘- A distant I
‘

bottle and two

cousin, who is very kind to my boy," she
answered, colouring up. “Well, everybody
knows, I am going to marry him. He is a
rich man to me-—a man in good business."

"Can you trust him I"
“ With my life I " she replied. " He is good

and true, and could marry a heiress if he chose."
"Will you ask him to be here at nine to

night l" he said, rising. .," He generally comes in of an evening after .

business," she r nded, frankly. \“I will be with you—at least, I hope so. My

'

tmk is not without danger, but nothing venture.
nothing have. Don't tell Mr. Crowder too much
until I come. You can simply say you are told
the will is a forgery, and that the real one has
been found."

"I will do as you say, sir," and she attended
him to the door herself.

‘.
I.
’

CHAPTER LXXVI.
AN ADVENTURE

On his return to the inn, Dick at once ordered
up supper, and as soon as the waiter was out of
the room, told his story to Tom.

Tom laughed heartily.
“ You are a regular Amadis of Gaul, a knight

errant," said Tom, who had been well educated,
but turned out of Rugby for some act in which
love and larceny were strangely mixed up ; “ a
regular squire of dames. What part am I to play
in this little comedy 2

' "
“ As you will share the danger, so you shall

the rofits," replied Dick ; " we'll divide. It
will e dark at eight, quite dark, and we must
put on our slouched hats, and take our pistols
with us.”

Tom nodded, and went on with his supper.
Dick had found that the address of Mr. Rucnford
was his oflice address, where he invariably re
mained until eight or half-past, an hour after the
clerk had gone. He then went to an inn, where
he had a horse, and rode out to an outakirt about
a mile distant.

At a quarter to eight, mufiled up to the eyes,
Dick and Tom stood in an archway, watching.
There was a light in n window on the ground
floor, in the front oflice, and presently they saw
Mr. Joe Stammers approach the door and knock
and ring.

A light flickered in the passage, and then the
door was opened quickly, and as quickly closed __
behind the visitor.
over at once, Dick with a skeleton key in his -

hand. Without the slightest noise or ditficulty _

the door was opened and the two men entered. ‘

We will precede them. Not a word was spo
until the two men were in the front oflice. The
evenings had begun to get chilly, and there was
a cosy fire, while on a small table near was a

glasses.
“ Your old weakness." said Rochfo

something like a sneer—Joe Starnmers

, wi‘h
been

‘

his articled clerk once—“ used to be Hollands.
Help yourself," he added, after filling up his own
glass, which he drank ofi without leavinga drop.

After a moment’s hesitation the other did the
same.

" Is this story of the will true, or is it another
concoction of your own? " continued Richard
Rochtord.

The two highwaymen crossed -5

ken ‘
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“ It bears the signature of the late Henry Arm
strong, is

‘drawn
by

NTqylor &
!(

1
1

d

vgaqight, a
ri

d

witnessed y ames e son an ter Ste -

bings, all alive. Here is the document. It does
not go out of my hands until I have the money."

“ But it does, though," said Dick Turpin, “by
your lea_ve_,"and

he snatched it from his grasp,

pnll3tol€l§
it m

ml:i:§iclg::bpof:eii'sa themselvesrose wi
confronted by two fierce’-looking men with
cocked pistols presented at their heads. The two
terrified ruifians fell back in their chairs to
which, in the twinkling of an eye, they were

Buoxllgly atllgahild th
y

cdmlitsl hf d d M“ ow . ic ar oc or , an you r.
Btammers, are you not a pretty rascally cduple
—thieves, forgers, and robbers of the orphani "

said Dick, sarcastically. " One moment."
And he examined the will, which was to all

appearance correct. At all events, it seemed so
to him.

" That’s all right."
“Villainsl burglars! what are you going to

do with itf "
gasped Rochford, while Joe Stam

mers writhed with terror.
“Take it to Mrs. Armstrong," replied Dick;

“but we have no wish to do anything illegal,
you know—oh, not at all—not in our way. If
you like, we'll send round to the Town Hall for
an oificer and the magistrat.e's clerk—Mr. Crowder,

if

ltiliilllslli
80'“

tf " 1
1

1 ked B‘ ll d' oyou wan su en yas ic ar
Rochford, who knew that that course meant

hapgiyng forlbplih hIi_mself g
ra

il

Stammiers. “' sit a i im, ‘
a easing om open

that drawer," pointing

so fine
marked"‘Arm

strong trust and cheque oo s."
Tom did as requested, and pulled out two

cheque books and two bankers’ books. One was
marked “Armstrong Trust ; " the other “ R.

Rocl}i1ford’s préyste account."tr r k d“ ow muc to the Arms ong trust "
as e

Dick, while Ilochiord glared, and the craven Joe
Stammers cried.

“One thousand eight hundred guineas," was
the gleeful highwayman's response _ _

“And the private account 2
’ continued Dick,

with great glee.
“ Three thousand."
" Very good," Dick went on ; “ tear one cheque

out of each and give them to me. I will put one
before him."

“Now, sir, sign that cheque for one thousand
six hundred guineas, re Armstrong trust."

" And if I refuse? "

" There is no compulsion. You will do just as
you like. Jim, we'd better do things straight.
I'll stop here while you go to the Town Hall."
_

“ I will sign,” hissed Bochiord, and he did
sign.

" Now,” presenting the other cheque, “sign
for one thousand guineas on your private ac
connt."

Rochford turned pale,ghastly pale, then green.
" Would you ruin me ‘.

' "

“ at all ; there's no compulsion, eh, Jim 7

"

laugh Dick, and again the man signed.
“ Am 1 free now ‘I

"
gasped Richard Rochford.

" No; in the first place I must see that these
cheques are correct. Besides, I want you to sign
something else. Jim, just write a few lines I

shall dictate. Ready?” “Yes." “Then write: ‘I
Richard Rochford, and I, Joe etammers, acknow
ledge having forged the will produced at the

funeral of Henry Armstrong.‘ "

“ Do you want to hang us 2" groaned Richard
Bochford.

" No; as soon as you have signed you will be
free until eleven o'clock to-morrow. You can
settle your afiairs in that time; your sister will
not prosecute you-—-but leave Lewes."

The paper was ready. The two wretched men
signed, and then Tom King signed his name as
witness, James Young, while Dick Turpin put his
scrawl on as Edward Carlton, the name in which
he had told Tom to fill up his cheque.

“I shall not be half an hour," he said, as he
rose ; "keep guard, Jim. Sha'n‘t keep you
waiting long."

And he went out, hurrying as fast as he could
to Vigo Street, No. 10, where he knocked, and
was at once admitted. He found a nice little
supper waiting, and Mr. Crowder seated by the
fire. He was a sensible, honest-looking man, of
about forty—exceedingly good-looking.

“ My cousin has told me part of what is

happening to-night," he said, as he placed a

chair for Dick. " I await your further communi
tions."

Dick seated himself, and pulled out a handful
of documents.

“ Please to read this one first," he said.
Mr. Crowder opened it

,

and glanced his eye
down it.

“ Yes; it is Henry's will," he cried, "made
some two or three years before the poor t'ellow's
death. I had forgotten all about it. He leaves
everything to you as guardian and executrix for
your life, and then to your son. So you see,
Ellen, I dcn‘t come in for much," he added,
laughing.

“ Will you read this T” continued Dick, hand
ing in the confession.

1 “ He and Joe Stammers forged the will," ex

l claimed Mr. Crowder, “and they have signed a‘

confession. Where are they T"
"I left them safe in the charge of a friend.

I promised Mr. Rochford perfect safety until to
morrow, in your name, Mrs. Armstrong."

“
Quite right," she said, sobbing ; " tell him to

1 g t away—he's my brother."
“Certainly, Mrs. Armstrong," continued

Dick. “ I have a little more business to transact
ifirst. You must excuse me for entering into a

few particulars. 1 cannot tell you how I dis
covered all this, except that I did discover it all.
Mr. Richard Rochford was to pay Mr. Joe

'

Stammers a thousand guineas for that will, and

1 had not I overheard the plot, it would have

Q been reduced to cinders ; while before Mrs. Arm

; strong's son came of age, Mr. Rochford would

. have fled."
“ We are deeply beholden to you," said both ;

} “ in what way can we reward you I"
“ Without spending a farthing of your own,"

Dick went on, “ you can reward me. The thou

l sand guineas he promised to Joe Stammers he
has given to me. First, however, here is a

cheque for the Armstrong trust money," putting
the bank-book and cheque into Mr. Crowder's
hand, who looked at him in amazement.

He was thoroughly frightened, and only re
marked ; “ what do we not owe you, Mr. 7"

" Mr. Edward Carlton," said the highwayman,
bowing, “ and here is a cheque for my thousand
guineas. Will you go with me to the bank in
the morning I"

“ Certainly ; with the greatest of pleasure," ex
claimed lllr. Crowder; “and niw you will sup

l with us 7
"
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DICK TURPIN AND TOE KING PUNISH ‘I'll SPY,



‘
L170 THE BLU E DWARF‘ ;

7 day," replied Tom.

z" "TI as much as promised to release Mr. Roch
.i'ord, whom I have left at his oflice under the
-,guardianship of a friend of mine. I pray you

will pardon me to-night. I will be at the bank
.at ten, I and you can introduce me to the

manager. You must have a great deal to talk
. about to-night."

“You must have a sup of Hollands," ex
.claimed the worthy widow, as she hurriedly
poured out half a tumbler, which Dick at once.‘
drank down without the addition of water. He

, then .wished them good evening, and retired.
He found faithful Tom guarding his quarry.

, ., " It's all right,” said Dick, jauntily; ‘- Mr.
Y Crowder and Mrs. Armstrong have endorsed my

promise that you shall have until eleven o'clock .

to-morrow to settle your afiaira After that Mr.
Crowder will give notice tothe authorities. Take

, my advice, and lose no time."
With which Dick and Tom nnfastened them,

l and left them to themselves. Going over to the
inn, Dick told his story to_Tom, and made him
laugh heartily. .

"You always were a Paladin, Dick, and
jalways will be,” he said; "imagine being the

_
friend of the widow and the orphan l"

"I often rob the rich togive to the poor,"
grinned Dick; " in my own home, where I am
called Jack Palmer, I am looked upon as the
most charitable farmer in the parish."

" You must take me to see your family, some

“ I must go soon," answered‘ Dick ; “ they must
, begin to fear I am lost. ks soon as we reach

London we will go; you must pass as another
cattle dealer. Now, then, for a stiff last glass.

This place seems very slow. Not a traveller here
to-day but ourselves."

'

The waiter came in for orders, and Dick
ordered a bowl of punch—hot, sweet, and
strong.

"Our horses have been seen to, I presume 7”
asked courteous Dick Turpin. “I should think
you had plenty of time. You_don't seem to be
very busy here."

“Well, sir, not just now; but market days
our house is that crowded you can scarce get
served, and also when ’sizes is on,“ said the
waiter, proudly.

And he went cut to fetch the bowl of punch,
with which he soon returned. It was steaming
hot, smelt delicious, and Dick, in the warmth
of his heart, poured out a tumbler for the atten
dant, who drank it without even winking, strong
as it was.

Half an hour later they took their little lamps
and went to bed, giving strict orders to be
called at nine.

They did ample justice to their breakfast, and
at ten o'clock precisely started on horseback for
the bank. Tom remained outside, while Dick
went in. He found Mr. Crowder awaiting
him.

He had already seen the manager and made
everything all right. All they had to do was to
walk in and take the money.

“I have transferred the trust cheque to my
account, while your money awaits you," said
Crowder. “ I have told the manager what I owe
to you."

And they went straight to the manager's
room, where Dick took his money, drank a glass
of wine with the urbane banker, and then re
tired to join his comrade.

Mr. Crowder, however, insisted on their

coming round to 10, Vigo Street, to receive Mrs.
Armstrong's thanks. which they could not very
well refuse to do. They had evidently saved her
son's fortune, which the false trustee would
have made away With when it suited his purpose.

The friends alighred and went into the house,
where Mrs. Armstrong awaited them with
extreme impatience. She would not be denied,
and, though they could not breakfast, they had
to indulge in several drinks before they were
allowed to depart. ~ .

They at last got leave to go. All this time
they had heard no news of Mr. Richard
Rochford and Joe Srammers. But this mystery
was soon to be solved.

Aclerk came in with the fearful news that
the principal and clerk were both dead. There
had evidently been o. fearful struggle. Rochford
had been strangled by Joe Stammers, who in
return had, while dying, stabbed him to the
heart.

They were found on the floor, still clutched as
inthe death struggle.

c

“You will stay to the inquest?" said Mr.
Crowder. Mrs. Armstrong had fainted, while
the clerk had rushed back to be present when
the authorities came. “All must be exposed
now, all explained-the real will, the forgery,
everything. Your evidence will be invaluable."

“ Mr. Crowder," said Dick, in an earnest
tone. “do yonifeel grateful to us T"
._ “ Most deeply so. You have saved my future
wife and stepson from comparative ruin. How
can you doubt our gratitude?" asked Crowder,
warmly.

'

" Then do not detain us. I will trust to
honour and generosity when I tell
which explains our fear of detention.
acted fair and square to you, because I was in
dignant at the rascality of those rogues. If we
were detained itmight prove awkward. My
name is Dick Turpin, and my friend’s Tom.
King."

Orowder started back, incredulous. But for
the solemn occasion he would have laughed.

'“ Why this joke ?" he said. ..
"It is no joke, Mr. Crowder. We are now

wholly in your power." ~ . .
“ Go—in heaven's name l" cried the other,

shaking boththeir hands, “and in the hour of
your greatest need may this generous, noble
deed be remembered to you."

“Thanks," was the quiet and simple reply;
after which they went out, mounted their horses,
and rode ofi, leaving Mr. Crowder petrified with
horror.

All the villainy of R-JChfOTd and Joe Stammers
came out on the inquest, while the strangers
were spoken of as the innocent means of their
discovery.

Dick had told. Cro wder just at the last how he
had overheard them at the inn.

When Mrs. Armstrong heard the truth with
regard to her benefactors she was wild with sur

prise, and, we fancy, retained a sneaking re
gard for highwaymen for the rest of her life.

CHAPTER LXXVII.
aarnax T0 nounox.

The two highwaymen had made so good a
use of their Lewes adventure that they seemed
to feel at peace with all the world. They deter
mined, therefore. to go direct to London. have a

your
you :1 secret

‘

We have -
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 171

night's enjoyment, and then pay a visit to the
home of Dick Turpin, where they could well
afiord to spend a week.

Meanwhile there was deep distress in the
house of Jack Palmer. He had never been away
so long before, and both his wile and daughter
were exceedingly distraught about him.

They began to fear that on his long journey
he had fallen ill or met with some mishap. He
was known to have carried large sums of money
about him, and in those days highwaymen
ahonnded.

Lucy's wedding day had been fixed for the
following Thursday, and it was now Monday.
All the reparations had been made, but, unless
the he of the family turned up, they would be
useless.

The lover was rather sulky about the matter.
Still, though he was in the dumps, he did not go
to the length of expecting Lucy to marry in her
father's absence. Still, when Jack Palmer did
come home he meant to have it out with him,
and beg him to stop at home. He had acom
fortable farm, had put a goodish bit of money in
his wife's name in the bank, and could well
sfiord to retire on his laurels.

It was nearly dinner time at the farm, which
was also a dairy, and the labourers were coming
in to their meals, with that steady regularity
which appertains to your true Briton.

Frank and Lucy were seated in the portico,
where there was a bench on each side. They
were talking, as lovers will talk, and have talked
since the earliest days, that which is utter non
sense to everybody else, but which is sweet to
them.

" Here's fatherl" suddenly cried Lucy Palmer,
jnmping_up,

" with a stranger."
ln an instant the farm was in an uproar, Mrs.

Palmer leaving her workpeople to the tender
mercies of s. deputy.

Mr. Palmer rode up, submitted manfully to
embraces and reproaches, and then introduced
his friend as Mr. Markham, who had come to
spend a day or two.

" And now let us have something to eat," he
said; “ we've ridden a goodish way this morn
ing, and feel hungry."

'l.‘he dinner was ready. In those days there
was no stint at English tables, and what was
provided for three would generally prove more
than enough for twice as many.

Mrs. Palmer asked for five minutes to sec to
the cloth ‘being laid, which was given her, and
then the party filed in. The meal was well
cooked,the ale splendid, and the conversation

pleasant.
Mr. Markham wondered that, with such a‘

haven of rest, Dick should be tempted to go
wandering about the land risking his life at
every venture, knowing full well how some day
the matter must end.

When dinner was over, more potent liquors
were put on the table and the glasses filled.

“One moment, my man; dc you know what
next Thursday is T" asked Mrs. Palmer.

“ No ; somebody's birthday i“ asked Jack.
" Father I" cried Lucy, in accents of mild, but

sad reproach.
“ Well, what's up ; what have I done 7" asked

the bewildered head of the family.
“Don't you know it's Lucy's wedding day 7"

observed Mrs. Palmer, demure! y.
“ Dang it, but I'd forgotten," said Jack

“well! welll it's a good job I've come home.
Markham, you must stop to see them turned
off l"

And Jack Palmer winked atrociously at his
com anion, who grinned all over his face.

“ ertainly," said Mr. Thomas Markham -,
“ couldn't think of going away until that
interesting event is over."

“I wish, Palmer," said his future son-in-law,
“ you'd stop at home altogether. You're com
fortable enough, and ought to be happy here.
Come, father.”

“It isn't that I aint happy, Frank; but I'm
too young to settle down yet. I like an active
life, and seem never to be so happy as when on
horseback. A canker over a heath is to me the
greatest pleasure in life ; but I'll think about it.
And so it's Thursday, eh, lassie 2" chucking his
daughter under her chin ; “ so be was afraid it
might be put off, eh? Well, here's to the health
of the bridegroom; fill a fresh glass, Mark
ham."

He was obeyed, and the toast being drank,
conversation turned on the events of the coming
Thursday. Dick almost wished he had saved
some of the jewels that had passed through his
hands; bnt'ou reflection knew that this might
have proved dangerous. He resolved, therefore,
to buy some presents.

After dinner the women retired to attend to

household duties, leaving the men to grog and
pipes.

" I say, Frank, I'm sorry I forgot the day,"
said Jack Palmer, "or I'd have brought some
trinkets. Will you buy her a watch and
chain 7" he added, putting down twenty guineas;
“ bring it on the morning, or when you like."

“ And allowme," remarked Thomas Markham,
putting down five guineas, “to ask you to buy
the young lady the best ring you can for the
money."

“ With great pleasure," responded the honest
young farmer, wringing their hands in his frank
delight.

It was s pleasure, indeed, to be son-in-law to
such a fine, generous fellow.

"I wish,though," continued Frank, “you"‘_
stop at home. Mrs. Palmer is main
when you’re away. She dreams that you l
be robbed and murdered some day ; we've heard
rare stories, of late, of Dick 'l‘urpin, Jack
Sheppard, and others, and you often have a

goodish hit of money with you."
"We aint afraid of those sort of people, are

we, Tom T" said Palmer, with a rather cou
strained laugh ; “ but I'll think the matter over.
The next time I make a big haul, I'll stop at
home three months, and see how I like it."

With this promise his future son-in-law was
com lled to be satisfied, and shortly after took
his eave to attend to business, principally to

purchase resents for his bride.

Little id Frank imagine how the few words
he had said about Turpin rankled in his fat her

in-law's breast. At home, in that atmosphere of
innocence and peace, he wished always to for~

et.8
"Smart young fellow that," remarked Tom

King, drily; " he'll make your daughter happy,
I tincy. Really, if I was you, I'd be half in
clined to take his advice."

“ No, no l It may be it'll come to that some

day," replied Jack Palmer, rather sadly; “but
not yet. I should die of weariness. No, not

Palmer, slapping his thigh with a hearty bang; , Perhaps when I'm old and stifi it may come,
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17! THE BLUE DWARF;

'ut not now. Let's go down to the ‘ Cock and
dottle ’ for an hour."

Dick went to the kitchen, where his wife and
daughter were at work.

“ l‘m going for a stroll," he said, “with my
friend. Have supper at seven, and let my
London friend see what a farmer's wife and
daughter can do."

Miss Palmer smiled, kissed her father, and
then with a smile said, “don’t be late and spoil
the supper. I know what the ‘Cock and
Bottle‘ is."

“No, my dear, we won't be late," said Jack
Palmer, laughing; “but who said anything
about the ‘ Cock and Bottle?‘

“

“As if I didn't know what your strolls
meant l" she said, saucily.

“ Mrs. Palmer," he continued, in a grave but

bantering manner, “is this the way you bring
up your children I"

“ Dear old dadl "
said Lucy, and pushed him

out of the kitchen.
A few unbiddeu tears came into his eyes,

which he hastily wiped away, and Richard was
himself again when he rejoined Mr. Thomas
Markham. .

The inn was at no great distance. .It was the
scene of the great single-stick fight, and need
not, therefore, be described again.

At that hour of the day it was not much fre
quented; but Jack Palmer found one or two
ready to welcome him, and all became jovial.
Presently Frank joined them. He was on his
way to supper at the farm, and thought he
might, by looking in, secure the attendance of
his future father-in-law and his friend.

The parlour gradually filled. It had gone
abroad that Jack Palmer had returned, and he
was so popular, and his presence so infrequent,
that every one rushed to have a drink with him
and a shake of the hand.

Everybody was jolly, when the door opened
and Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock
entered. They were handsomely dressed, and,
having been riding along the road, one of their

>alive, and leaving it to spe
I “ ducks and drakes "

of.

s ellbound in the corner. They had recognised
ick Turpin, and were planning how to take

advantage of their discovery, when they heard
his words and were appalled. That he would
carry out his threat if they in any way interfered
with him they firmly believed.

He was evidently here among friends. Little
did they suspect the truth or adieu to Jack
Palmer's of mind.

’

They finished their drink and summoned the
waiter, asking if their horses were ready.

“ Yes, sir," was the quick reply; “quite
ready."

"Then we'll continue our journey," said

garish, br‘isin|lz,faLnd
going out without looking to

e nu or e
Jack Palmer's object was attained. They de

parted without even asking the name of the
very loud speaker. He chuckled as they went
out.

“ Drove those heavy swells away l " said one.
“ "d 2" k d.

1‘)‘l\V¢,ell‘,1"k::)[:li:<ti1e!.1I1ackhtl’z'iIl!m‘i(ar,“they're the
kiddies as benefited by the murder, that's all I
know. Yes my lad

"
addressing Frank, “ I

know time’s hp. One inoment, Smith," address
ing the waiter “glasses round l"

These were'brought in very rapid fashion,
having, in fact, been ordered for a quarter to
seven.

“Thursday, friends all, my daughter will be
married to my friend here," tapping Frank on
the shoulder. “They will be strung up and
turned off at eleven, and at twelve there will be
dinner for all friends and neighbours. I shall
fit up the old and new barns, and then, after
dinner, those who like to dance, shall. Drink to
their healths !“

And everybody did. This is the way Dick
Turpin spent his money at hmne. Many a good,
honest, plodding man does not do half so much
good with his allotted wealth, storing it while

ndthrift heirs to make

Meanwhile, terror-stricken and appalled, Brian
horses had got a stone in his shoe, which had and Robert had ridden ofi_
so lamed him that they had to halt while it was
being seen to.

Dick Turpin shivered, turned ghastly pale,
drank ofi a glass, and then grew stern and de
termined. He had made up his mind.

“By the way, Jones," he said, in strident
tones, which were heard in every part of the
room, “I have not been in these parts for so
long that I am behind hand with the news.
Has anything been heard of the murderers of
the two old ladies in Chelsea?

"

“No, sir," replied the village constable, re
spectfully; “the ofllcers have pretty well given
up the case."

"Well, it-'s no business of mine," continued
Mr. Jack Palmer; “ but if I were a Bow Street
runner I'd have spotted them long ago. Who
gained by their death T who knew the old house
and its ways? who was seen in the neighbour
hood with a bundle that very night?"

" But, sir," remarked Jones, “ if you know so
much, why not spot them i"
-“ I’m not of the sort to turn informer." said

the other. loftily ; “ but if I ever do come across
the fellows l‘ll spot ‘em. It's a crying shame
that men who hold their heads high should
escape, when a poor pickpocket is hanged for
live shillings.“

“That villain knows too much," muttered
Brian. with a savage curse. “ What infernal
unlucky wind brouszht him there? He seemed
cock of the walk. Up to some of his tricks. We
must get rid of him. We can't denounce him, he
would have us on the hip. Though known as a
highwayman, his testimony in this case would
be taken. Suspicion must be diverted ; we
must hung someone. Why not old Martha, or
the boy 7"

“ How can we do that T" asked Robert,
“We can have sudden suspicions—-I can shake

my head—theu some of the plunder, or BlIhl\!\’
plunder which we can swear to, that will be
enough," continued the vile and unscrupulous
plotter. _ p

And with this monstrous scheme in then
heads, the two ruflians rode ofi to London.

CHAPTER LXXVIII.
WEDDING BELLS.

After supper that evening, Frank handed over
the watch and chain to the master of the house
and the ring to his friend, Tom Markham.

“ Here, Lucy," said Jack Palmer, “ I didn't
Brian oeymour and Robert Woodstock sat mean to give thisto you until Thursday; but it's
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 173

safer in
Tom, here, has something for you, too."

your custody than mine. My friend, but at length even the most hungry appetite
was appeased. The tables were cleared, and the

Lucy was delighted. Her father was always |
musicians began to tune up.

liberal ; but though she had many trinkets, she

had none like these. _
“ You are kind, papa,” she cried; “and you,

sir; I'm so much obliged. Frank, at-u't they
nice 7"

“Yes! but not so nice as their owner," said
Frank, gallantly.

" Nonsense, Frank,” said the
gratified girl. “ Don't be foolish."

Such is young love. How often does all this
foolish fondness end before a year is out, and
the stern realities of life take its place I

“ Jerusa l" says a new-made American bride,
“ ain't you going to take me out to-night to ear.
ices and sweets 7"

“Molly, l’m surprised at you," replies the
amauxl husband ; “you forget we’ve been
married six weeks.”

“ I don't think we're wanted, Tom,” remarked
Jack Palmer ; “ let's take a stroll for an hour.”

Mrs. Palmer poured, Lucy smiled, Frank
laughed, and away the men went.

"That was a risky thing for you to do," ob
served Tom, when they were out of hearing,
“ to beard those fellows."

"The cravens know themselves
plied his friend. " I was at the ‘ Grotto’ on the
night of the double murder, and saw them sneak
ofi in a hackney coach with a bundle. This
would be enough to set the officers on their

pleased and

guilty," re

~track, and to cause inquiries to be made. The
servants of the old women would prove their
presence there that night."

“True!” remarked Tom, and the subject
dropped—to be revived in a most stanliug
manner.

i I I I I

Time passed swiftly, and Thursday morning
came, bright and sunshiny. All were astir be
times and at work. Everybody had a holiday
from anything except what was connected with
t-he marriage festivities.

They were of the usual rural and rustic
character. The church was decked with flowers,
the children and young people brought bouquets,
and the elders other presents.

At eleven, the wedding procession started in
a waggon, decked for the occasion. drawn by four
horses, which made a grand floral show, supple
mented by ribbons. _

Frank met them at the church, as did all their
friends, except the bridesmaids, who were rosy,
apple-checked girls, dressed in every colour of
the rainbow.

The ceremony was duly performed, and then
the important business of the day began.
was a wedding, indeed, without fem-iting? In
modern times fashionable and town weddings
generally are rather shorn of their resplendent
hospitality.

In the country, however, where it can be
afiorded, every thing goes on pretty well as usual.

The dinner in the barns was a great success.
Jack Palmer had outshone himself, and the meal
was resplendent. Nothing was wanting that
any heart, young or old, could wish for in the
way of meat, poultry, pies; and puddings, with
beer and spirits galore.

These people were not educated up to wine at
this time.

The dinner was along and ponderous afiair,

\Vhat
'

The tables were brought outside, and supplied
with seats, liquor and tobacco for the elders, who
made up their minds to enjoy themselves with
material comforts, while the younger ones
danced.

This they did unlil, at seven o'clock, with re
newed appetites, they sat down to supper, at
which Mr. Jack Palmer and others made some
rather confused speeches, which, however, were
uproarioualy applauded.

The meal ended at nine, after which both
Jack and Tom were carried to bed, muttering
certain auathemas, which, luckily, were not un
derstood.

The jolly y soon broke up, the young hus
band and wi e slipping away on horseback quite
unnoticed, to the disgust and dimppointment of
some who had intended to give them a salvo of
rather coarse bucolic humour before they de

parted.
Dick and Tom remained until Monday, Frank

insisting on their paying himself and wife a
visit on the Sunday. Mr. and Mrs. Palmer
found their child both happy and contented, and
Dick in his heart rejoiced that his daugh'er was
so well provided for, so that whatever might be
his fate, she would be well cared for.

This Mrs. Palmer was, amply, as far as money
was concerned, while she was in everything
qualified to manage a farm.

A very jolly day was spent, and next day,
after breakfast, the two highwaymen started for
town.

They had enjoyed themselves thoroughly ; but
both were eager for London and its delights,
while, as they expressed themselves, business
must be attended to.

Dick used all his usual precautions as to leaving
his home, passed through the wooded pathway
as usual, changed his clothes at the hiding
place, and then cantered on to London full of
health and spirits.

'

Dick's first duty was to go tn the address he
had given to the Blue Dwarf ;

‘
ut found that no

message had been received, wh» h assured them
that all was well in that quarter.

Now Turpin was too shrewd a judge of human
nature not to know how bitter Brian Seymour
and his colleague would be against him. While
he lived they were never safe. He rightly judged
that, while seeking to trace the hiding place of
the earl and family, they would try to remove
from their path one who, like himself, was a
thorn in their sides.

it behoved him, therefore, to constantly keep
his eyes about him, for tear he might fall into
some well-laid trap.

Open violence he despised, as he had too much
confidence in his own powers to fear any man
that ever lived. Treachery was What he had
to fear upon the part of these two villainous
schemers.

When they entered into any of their old
haunts, they looked keenly around for any sign
of their foes.

On the second night of their arrival, they
strolled into " Paddy's Goose

" for a night's
jovislity. They found the usual crowd there of
every sort, but on this occagion went at once
to the gambling end of the shop.

Here they found Joe Askew, sleek. well-look
ing, in the act of play-ing for small sums. He
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174 THE BLUE DWARFI;

winced at sight of them, but when Dick beckoned
to him, came at once at his call.

" Down on your luck i" observed Dick.
“ Not particularly," replied Joe ; " but I never

play for high stakes except against a flat, and
-there sin’: many here.”

"N0,“ said Dick, laughing. “Well, here's a
guinea. I only want to ask a question, but you
must answer it truly.”

“ I will if I can," was the reply.
“Have you seen Brian Seymour and Robert

Woodstock lately 7" asked Dick Turpin.
“I saw them yesterday," he answered, “and

they were asking the same question about you."
“ Well, that is funny," laughed Dick. “ Now

look you, Askew; let byegones be byegones.
You keep straight and fair, and you shall lose
nothing by it. Don't answer these questions
about me, but give me a hint now and then of
their movements. You need never want a
guinea.”

“Well, sir," replied Joe Askew, “they think
me sate still, and have set me to watch for the
Blue Dwarf. He and his friends were last seen,
they say, somewhere Gad's Hill way. They
gave out about going abroad ; but Brian, he
don’t believe that, so he's ordered me to go
-down that road and make all the inquiries I can."" Do just as you like,” retorted Dick Turpin,
carelessly; “but, I tell you, you will find
nothing. I know all about them; but that's my
‘business."

“He's got a young fellow who is up to any
rascality," continued Joe. “He calls himself
‘Teddy, and he's been poking about. I believe
’he’s gone somewhere to the sea side, in that
direction, in search of them.”

“ Thanks," said Dick, handing him another
guinea. " Don’t go anywhere for a day or two."

“All right, sir;" and Joe Askew, touching his
hat, returned to the gaming table.

Dick Turpin at once determined to send otf a
warning to the Blue Dwarf to beware of Teddy,
the spy, who might, in the chapter of accidents,
stumble on their retreat.

This determined on, both sat down among the
‘herd of gamblers, with varying success. Towards
morning they got level, and went ofl to some
place where they could get creature refresh
ments.

They went to the nearest house, where we
have already accompanied them, and having
fed gloriously, went home.

'

Here, on rising, Dick wrote a letter to the
post otfice, Lewes, where a messenger was to
call every day.

0 0 0
i

0 0

While Dick Turpin's letter is on its way
through Lewes to Brighthelmstone, we will re
turn to Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock.

What Dick Turpin had said at the “ Cock and
Bottle "

was of itself appalling enough, but with
other little hints the consequences might be
dreadful. -

The two men met one evening at the lodgings
-of Brian Seymour. They had talked the matter
over, and resolved that, by fair means or foul,
Dick Turpin and his companion must be got rid
of. Both were too well aware of the character
of the otficers not to know of the existence of
some compact amongst the runners.

To capture the highwaymen in London in one
of their ordinary haunts would not suit their

ideas. They
the glory.

They must, it they would be safe, get rid, at
all events, of Dick Turpin. Ot course, in his
anomalous position he could not very easily
appear against them; but he might put the
oflicials on the right scent, and inquiries at the
house, by proving their presence in the house.

But the idea of forestalling any suspicion up
accusing the two servants in the house still
rankled in the cold-blooded villains‘ minds.
Should everything else fail, this must be done.

The family at Brighthelmstone lived, of
course, in great seclusion. Had there been any
body living in that quiet place suited to their
rank and position, still the necessity of privacy
would have prevented them from making any
acquaintances or friends.

Until the hour came when he could make his
will break the entail, and exclude Brian alto
gether. Once of age, it was his intention to
seek the protection of the law.

The whole of Brian's machinations would be
disclosed to view unless he left the country, or
abstained from any molestation. All thiswas
agreed on.

Shelton and Laura, with the baby
servant which had charge of the precious
treasure—of course, like most parents, they
thought the little one a -rara avi:—were out one
morning, at about twelve, sauntering about a
green lune near the house, when the servant
from Lewes came in sight. He rode u , touched
his hat, and said there wasaletter for gapathwa.

“ Go on," replied the earl, “ we will follow."
The domestic obeyed. When they reached the

house they found their three friends closeted to
gether. Sapathwa held up a letter.

“ it does not contain pleasant news,” he said ;
“ but there is no cause tor immediate alarm, but
that young cub, Brian's new agent, thinks we
are somewhere down this way."

Shelton sighed. His wife had gone to the
nursery with the nurse and baby. Was his
wretched and miserable persecution never to
cease‘? In the pride of his heart he had
announced the birth of his son and heir. Had
he not been unwise, for might not Brian
Seymour in his utter unscrupulousness aim at
him through his child?

It anything did happen through Brian‘:
grasping avarice and vindictive hate, he would
not hesitate to slay him with his own hands.

He awaited the arrival of Dick Turpin with
some anxiety. The highwayman was not much
of a letter-writer, and his personal explanation
was much desired.

But all that day they looked out for him in
vain, nor did he turn up that night. They
waited until midnight, and then retired to rest,
taking care to fasten every door, window, and
shutter.

What had detained Dick Turpin 2 We shall
56¢

wanted not only the reward. but

and the

CHAPTER LXXIX.
run SPY'S rare.

When Dick Turpin and Tom King left London
on the way to Brighthelmstone to report in per
son to the Blue Dwarf, about half way the
two friends determined to separate, and enter
every house they passed in search of the young
sleuth hound.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME‘ 175

shore, while Torn King diverged to that one
which led to Lewes.

We will follow Dick Turpin, who went along
eta Iii-urely pace, entering every inn and tavern
he passed, and examining those in the bar and
in the parlour.

When about fifteen miles from Brighthelmstone
he entered a little, old-fashioned public-house,
whosevery appearance satisfied you you were miles
and miles away in the country, and had found a
real village hostelry. That it was old, its porch,
low windows, and high-pitched roof undoubtedly
proved. More than lhl~', infallible sign, on
entering you had to descend two steps; and
even then, if you were not careful, your head
would bob against a protruding beam, unless, in
deed, you were a dwarf or a mannikin, pro
ducing an effect which was, to say the least,
undesirable

The proof that it was far from the busy haunts
of men was supported by the poultry, ducks,
and geese that rambled the placc with an air of
conscious authority and fearless of molestation.
Again, a few trees surrounding it cut 05 any
evidences of other dwellings; and at the back
was areal old-time smithy, where you could see
the red glow of the cinders and hear the roar of
the bellows, accompanied by the clinking of the
hammers all day long.

Hc entered ; the landlord, fat, jolly, and red—
so red that his face seemed to radiate heat, and
materially enhance the dazzling brilliance of his
clean white apron—stood behind the bar with
one hand resting lovingly on a pull of the beer
engine, and an inviting smile rippling on his
rubicund features, as much as to say--“ Come in
and drink my ale, and be as jovial as
myself."

Dick, who had got a boy to hold his horse,
went up to the bar and ordered a pint of the
best ale. Having seated himself on a bench,
he nodded to the company and put the measure
to his lips.

As he did so, be scanned the visitors in the bar.
They were five in number, four undoubted
natives. The fifth was a nondeecript. He was
shabbily dressed, with old top boots, corduroy
breeches, a seedy coat that had once been fine
and fashionable, a face slightly scored with
scars, and a scratch wig of the ugliest make.

Dick, having hall-finished his measure, put it
down on the bench and made some observation
about the weather. Being always of a jovial
and merry disposition he soon " set the table
in a roar," so to speak, and won all hearts by
standing treat all round. He took very little
notice of the stranger in the corner, who him
self was reticent and silent.
- Presently, Dick Turpin rose. tossed off a
small mug of brandy, after which he went out,
mounted, and rode off. He had scarcely dis
appeared when the stranger also hurried out,
called for his horse, and being attended, rode off
in the direction taken by the highwayman.

Dick cast his eyes over his shoulder and
smiled. The other was just falling into the
trap which he had set for him.

Dick never attempted to quicken his pace for
some time, indeed, for several miles, when
suddenly he lo wsened the reins, touched his
horse with his whip, and started at a gallop.

For a moment the pursuing horseman ap
peared to lose his presence of mind, but then
epilrred up his steed and started in pursuit.

Dick Turpin took tne direct road to the sea»
I

His mount was a good one and soon he was
moving with great rapidity along the road.

But the foremost horseman had already
gained considerably on the rearward one. He
could occasionally catch a glimpse of him, and
when be could not see him could still hear his
hoof-clang on the stony road.

He hurried on, fearful of losing the track. He
already knew enough of Dick to bo aware
of his artfulness and cunning, and feared he
would play him some trick.

Oul on! he went steadily, urging his steed
forward. There were some turning: and wind
ings in the road, which, as a rule, however, was
tolerably straight, and then he reached a part of
the highway where it was lined on each side by
a thick growth of forest, while on each also was
a strip of greensward.

All sound of the horse in front had ceased, but
that probably was accounted for by the award.

He kept on, therefore, pressing his horse to its
utmost and highest speed. The road was now
quite dark, and he had to use considerable
caution as he moved along.

Another mile he went, and found the road
narrow rapidly until in one place the ovar
hanging branches were down so lowas to nearly
brush olf his hat.

Still he plunged onward, to be brought to a
sudden stop by two outstretched arms, one on
each side, which caught his bridle, and brought
his horse to a stand still.

“ Hands ofi l" he cried.
“ No, my frolicsome kiddy," said the sarcastic

voice of Dick Turpin, “ you have thrust yourself
into a hornet's nest, and you don't get out with
out being stung."

In another moment his two captors—-for Tom
had rejoined Dick buta few minutes before-—were
hurrying him along. He would have struggled,
but knew that it was useless He was in the
hands of two powerful and merciless men, and
submia-ion was his only course.

After trotting about half a mile, they halted
just where a sign-post stood on a small green,

and,'_dismounting themselves, made him do the

same. They now carried him to the post, pro
duced some cords, and one propping him up,
the other tied him to the square piece of wood
with knots, which not even the hangman could
have improved on.

Teddy, for it was the irrepressible Teddy, the
agent and spy of Brian Seymour, resisted and

bellowed—all in vain. They only laughed and
jeered, which was perhaps very cruel, but quite
natural; and having successfully prevented liim
from spying on them for the future, they gave
him each a cut on the back, and rode oil’.

With many a wild and savage oath, with many
a heartrending curse, did Teddy pursue them,

wishing all the time he had never mixed himself
up with the affairs of Brian Seymour.

Presently he pricked up his ears. He could
hear the heavy lumbering trot of a cart-horse
coming his way.

" Help l murder! help |" he yelled with loud
and piercing cries that rent the welkin.

Still the lumbering trot continued, and pre
sently up came a farmer's boy, mounted on u

big horse, who rode up to where the unfortunate
spy was bellowing more like a bull than any
thing else.

" What's oop i" asked the yokel.
“ Been amaulted by highwaymen and tied

here to starve," was the answer.
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I76 THE BLUE DWARF;

“Then you ain't got no money T" the simple
bucolic replied.

“ Yes, I have ; and I'll give it you if you cut
me tree." exclaimed Teddy.

The boy dismounted. Teddy, whose arms
were free, fumbled in his waistcoat and pro
duced a guinea. ~
'" Make haste," he said, holding up the coin

between his finger and thumb; “cut me free,
and it is yours." - - -

“ Noa l” answered the boy, grinning with the
genuine simplicity and innocence of the country
bumpkin, “give it I to see first. It might bea
bldun."

‘Teddy had no choice but-to give it up. As
soon as the boy got it he squatted down on a
convenient milestone and began to examine the
coin. He rubbed it

,

he bit it
,

he spat upon it,
and then, hesitated. ‘

“Are you going to out me loose?" gasped
Teddy, frantic with rage.

' '
“ You ain’t got another of these ‘ere things?"

asked the boy, with a drawl.
“ No I but if you cut me loose quick and take

me somewhere where I can get a bed-—"
The youngster grinned.

.“ Not such n fool as I looks," he said. “ You
wants to take t'other irom I."

~And turning towards his horse, the yokel
took his departure, chuckling. He left Teddy in
a frantic state of mind, which he manifested by
curses and oaths.

"Suddenly he gave a great start. Close to his
feet the boy had dropped a clasp knife, with
which he had originally intended to cut his
bonds. His foot touched it, and after super
human exertions, for Dick had securely futened
him, he was able to clutch it.

With a wild war whoop cry, he cut himself
loose, and mounting, followed in the track of
the boy.

One mile further on was an inn, and here
Teddy at once determined to put up.

He entered, and the first thing he saw was
the boy, intent on bread and cheese and beer.
He had recognised the boy, but the boy had had
no real opportunity of seeing him.

He was half choked in his endeavours to eat,
drink, and tell the story of the flat he had
diddled out of a guinea.

" Yes, you scoundrel," said Teddy, catching
him by the ear; “you miserable little cur, if

you don’t give me back my guinea 1'11 send for

a constable."

Apd to the astonished labourers and the land
lord he told his story. The boy looked very
blue, but, fumbling in his pocket, produced the
guinea and returned it.

“Now, my lad, another time you‘ll reflect
that honesty is the best policy," said Teddy,
sententiously. “I offered him another half
guinea if he would cut me loose and bring me
to where I could get a decent bed."

“Eh, Bill, but yon’re a pretty rascal l" ob
served the landlord, “ you deserve to be hung
for serving n gentleman so.”

Bill made no reply, hut, finishing his cheese,

' me and went sullenly out of the house, a dark
and furious scowl upon his brow.

Teddy thoroughly enjoyed himself, and after
supper went to bed, ordering one of the servants
to call him early.

When they knocked at the door, there was
no answer. The door was not fastened, and,
going in, the chamber-maid was horrified to

find the unfortunate Teddy lying stone dead,
with his throat cut.

An alarm was at once given and the landlord
summoned.

His first» impulse was to search the clothes.
Not a penny was to be found.

“ It’: that boy, Bill Hayward !" cried the land
lord ; “ he's been and killed him—and all for a
few guineas.”

' '

Itwae true, and Bill Hayward was arrested

gilth
the blood on his clothes and the money in'

et.

e was found guilty, condemned, and hanged.’

CHAPTER LXXX.'

MEANWHILE Dick Turpin and Tom King were
utterly ignorant of the terrible fate which had
befallen Brian Seymonr's unscrupulous spy,
and had ridden on to Brighthelmstone.

There was no inn there, but at a small farm
house refreshments were to be obtained in a kind
of barn. Hither the two men went, got some re
freshments, and passed the night on a pile of
straw.

In the morning, leaving Tom King to do the
best he could, Dick Turpin ssuntered across the
downs in the direction of Penshere. He
reached it about eight o'clock, and was at once
admitted to the presence of the Blue Dwarf, to
whom he explained what had passed.

He could not but smile at the way in which
they had served the spy, little imagining the
terrible and fatal end which had been that of
Teddy.

A brief conference was held, and then it was
determinul that the two highwaymen should
return to London, passing where they had left
their unfortunate victim.

“I shall be in London in a few days," said
Sapathwa, “and then you can let me know what
has happened. Brian Seymour is near the end
of his tether. I have made up my mind, rather
than that he shall continue to persecute Shelton

Seynrour, to cut the ground from under his
feet.‘

Dick Turpin knew his place too well to ask
questions, and shortly afterwards took his de
parture, as usual well rewarded for his services.

After making a plain but hearty meal in the
shape of breakfast at the farm, the two started.
Their intention was to try back, calling at every
inn for news.

When they reached the “ Fortune of War"
they noticed a crowd hanging about, and went
in, a kind of presentiment actuating them both.

It was almost as crowded inside as out, but
the people made way for two respectable-looking
travellers.

Finding all other places crowded, they made
their way to the bar parlour, where the land
lord was with some of his cronies.

" Whs.t’s the matter I" asked Dick, when he
had given his orders.

“ Murders the matter. sir l" said the master of
the house. “ A poor traveller, sir, as slept here
last night, murdered by a boy."

And he told the whole story, to which Dick

' Bvcn as lateas 1831,a boyol thirteen was murdered
another boy of fourteen for the sake of nine shillings
which he had in his pocket. He was duly hanged.
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A TALE OF‘ LOVE, MYSTERY, AND ORIME. 177

and Tom listened with apparently deep interest,
but in reality with awe and terror.

Of course it was no fault of theirs; but still
it was ierrible. The spy was bent on aiding and
abetting crime, but still it was a fearful ending.

Of course there was no doubt about the
identity, as the young man had told his own
story, putting his misadventure generally upon
highwaymen. There was no necessity, there
fore, for further delay ; and,’ finishing their
glasses, they remounted and rode ofi.

On reaching London, Dick managed to scrawl

'.
_ a few lines to the Blue Dwarf, giving brief'

details of what had happened, and promising
fuller details when Baparhwa came to town.

They now resolved to amuse themselves. Dick

1 did, however, pay a visit home to see his wife
and family, but he only stopped from Saturday
until Monday, leaving some money behind, and
urging pressing business. He, however, threw
out a hint that, perhaps, after a few more
journeys he might make up his mind to retire.

On the Monday evening, on his return, he
and Tom went to one of their haunts, where
they knew alot of the loose rifi-rafi of London.

Here they amused themselves with cards,
dice, and drink.

Presently conversation turned on topics likely
to interest the class who were collected there.
The murder of a traveller by a boy was talked
about, and some other atrocity.

" But what do you think?" asked one. “ You
remember that there murder of the two old
women in Chelsea?

"
“ Yes," said the other.
“ Well, a old woman and a boy is taken up for

it," continued the other; “their own servants.

1 don't believe it. Tiiat was a put-up job.”
" You don’t mean that, lhsper," put in Dick ;

“why, I don't believe it either. Somebody as
gained by it did that. mark my words.”

And all nodded. The conversation went on ;

and, after awhile, Dick Turpin and Tom King
left.

“ What infernal scoundrels Brian and Robert
must be," mused Dick. “ But it shan’t be ; I'll
save those two." .

“ How can you do it 7" asked King.
“ Well, I must think it out," said A Dick,

musing ; and the two went to their several
lodgings.

Next day Dick was out belimes, and went at
once to the residence of a notorious Old Bailey
lawyer named Bill Scroggins, who was under
some obligations to him.

He paid him a fee, and then intimated that he
would pay him further moneys in the future.
After this he told him the charge against the old
woman and the boy.

"You must see them and take up their de
fence. I'll find all the funds ; and, what's more,
I’ll appear in the witness-box," said the high
wayman.

*-What I" gasped Bill Scroggins.
“Yes, l have no fear. I shall appear as a

farmer, give my evidence, and then retire. IL’.-1
no use talking to me, l mean to do it," firmly
rejoined his strange client.

"A wilful man will have his way," said the
other; and so they parted.

Next day Sapathwa sent for Dick, and asked
for further explanations about Teddy. Of
course the murder of the boy was a matter to be
regretted ; but it removed a troublesome instru
ment from their enemies‘ hands.

Dick then told him about the Chelsea murder,
all his suspicions, and the determination he had
come to to appear as witness for the accused.

Sapathwa applauded him warmly, and sig
nified his intention of paying all expenses.

Dick expressed his deep gratitude ; and so
they separated, and both returned to their
mutual occupations.

Two or three days later, Dick Turpin, having
found out the day cf the trial, which would take

place
three weeks later, went out on an expe

ition.

CHAPTER LXXXI.
“nve HUNDRED POUNDS anwaim."

The two highwaymen, as we are aware, seldom
commenced operations near any of those places
where they were generally or personally known.

Innkeepers, ostlers, and men of that kidney
were excepted.

The place selected now was almost new
ground. They had done a little stroke of busi
ness on the road once, and been sheltered at the
“Royal Oak" inn, a busy place enough for a
country village, which did, in fact, a very good
trade, being frequented, one day a week, by
farmers, on others, by stray bagmen and other
travellers, and in the evening by gentlemen’s
servants and the usual small fry of the village.

Dick Turpin and Tom King were well aware
that in these reunions gossip predominated quite
as muchas in any drum at the West End, or
coterie at a club.

Mrs. Marsham was a host in herself, and
quite ready to tell all the news of the neigh
bourhood. She was rather stifi, and hard and
angular in appearance, but, in truth, she was
kindly, buxom, and hearty, while her success in
the hostelrie had long existed, irrespective and
without any referent» to her personality. It
was the scrupulous cleanliness of the rooms,
and the order, the well-aired beds with snowy
covers, and the well-cooked, well-served meals,
that visitors to the “ Royal Oak" inn rejoiced
over.

Dick Turpin had always appeared to her, per
sonally, as a well-to-do commercial traveller,
who aimed at marrying s. rich widow.

Only Josh Parkins, the ostler, suspected the
real character of the man who owned that
spanking mare, and interest, as n. mutter of
course, kept him quiet.

It was about four o'clock of a clear, bright,
frosty afternoon, when the two high tobies
rode along the road in the direction of Wick
ham, near Doncaster. Both were in good spirits,
and, as usual with men of their character and
pursuits, took little heed of anything but the
immediate future.

When within a mile-and-a-half of the village,
the sky, a dull grey, save where it warmed to
lurid copper in the west, indicated that some
where in that region—soinewhere far away_
behind the thick gloom—a sun had set.

It was not an afternoon when anyone would
care much to be out for a walk, it was rather
one for homes and firesides; yet a young girl
was just opening the green gore that led to a

plain uncompromising white house. _ _“ What house is that? " asked Dick, with his
poliiest bow.

"Elm House," she answered, and want to
wards the resiiience. i

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

0
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



178 THE BLUE DWARF ;

lt was an old.
elm trees. with here and there dark evergreens. l
rank and overgrown, pressing round the housei
in solemn rows. It was by no means a cheerful
place, and the two travellers seemed glad to
escape the gloom which hung over it.

Half-a-mile further they came in sight of a
very different place. A sudden turn in the
road brought some great iron gates into riew.
Bohind these was the house—large, low, red

_r
'

brick. It was, in fact, a perfect Elizabethan
mansion, surrounded by as many hundred acres
as Elm House had roods.

This was Ferrers Lodge, a
seen and heard of once before. t belonged to a
great absentee nobleman, Lord Ferrers Leigh.

“Nice place tha ," remarked Tom; " some
rich old curmudgeon, I suppose, owns it."

“I think not," replied Dick; “but Lord
Ferrets Leigh is, I believe, a man of great
wealth."

" Ab," said Tom; “that's the sort of crib to
crack."

“ If he's at home it might be," Dick went on;
" but he generally sends all his plate and
jewellery to the Doncaster Bank."

Twenty minutes later they arrived at the inn,
ordering dinner and beds, and then adjourning
to the public room.

It was early, and not one visitor had, as yet,
entered the public room or parlour, as it was
always called.

Dick and his friend were quite satisfied.
They knew that someone would turn up in
time for them to hear all the gossip. They,
accordingly, enjoyed their dinner with the
apielite of hearty Englishmen who want no
adjuncts to eat the beef and mutton of ordinary
life.

When the cloth was cleared, and a bowl of
steaming punch, with pipes, brought in, the two
travellers prepared, complacently, to spend the

evening. They, however, quietly summoned
Josh Parkins, and bade him to see carefully to
their horses, which were to be kept saddled.

“ House closes early 7" asked Dick.
“ Half-past-ten," replied Josh Perkins.
“ Be in the yard at eleven," continued Dick,

with a peculiar wink.
Josh nodded, and went out; not a minute too

soon. From that moment a stream of visitors
and idlers came in, ordered gro s and pipes, and
began to talk. For a time Dic and Tom kept
their conversation to themselves, listening.
Suddenly, just as they were about to join in the

general hubbub, a man lounged in, and nodded
to several present.

He then gave order for several drinks for
himself and personal friends, and then rose and
went out.

" What ails Gerald Blount," asked one; “ he
seems uneasy."

“Just what has ailed him since he left his
wife for that ere Lady Rochford," replied
one.

“ May I ask," observed Dick, “ who that
gentleman is T"

“Well, his name was mentioned just now,"
said one, glad to air his superior knowledge,
“Gerald Blount, but his history is not so well
known. Some years ago he inherited Elm
House, and meeting a very wealthy, excellent

irl, married her for love. They seemed
vpgappy, and the charming picture made by Et l

Lester and her bridesmaids was not soon

lace Dick had

square house. among a lot of forgotten; the beauty of the‘ girl, and- the
presence of her stalwart. handsome lover.

“ It was not a happy marriage; things pro
greased but badly with the young couple; he
soon spent his money, raising mortgages on
Elm House. Then he left his wife in poor
lodgings, and went among his loose associates.

" The papers were full, one morning, of a fear
ful fire at the West End, and of the gallant
rescue of alady of rank and fashion, snatched
from her very bed and borne through the fire
and smoke by the strong arms of a man, whose
personal appearance and bravery were much
dilated upon by theaensation-seeking chroniclers,
who did not fail to descant in more or less
glowing terms, upon the insuificiency of her
drapery to hide from indiscreet eyes the
voluntuous charms of the rescued beauty.

" From that moment Gerald Blount was lost.
These two were equal in beauty, and still more
alike in their ill-regulated, ungovernable

assions; she forsook her husband,-he forgot

's neglected wife. and they eloped together.
“The Divorce Court made short work with

the countess, but Gerald Blount's wife dis
appeared.

“ Since then, the man who came in here j ust
now and the repentant countess, lead, it is said, a

cat-and-dog life, especially as his money and
hers too is exhausted. What he wants near
Elm House, I cannot say."

“Perhaps Lawyer Lamson may lend him
some more money on the mortgage of his acres,"
observed one.

“ No," answered the other, with a shake of hi-i
head, “he will not gammon him to that
extent."

And the conversation changed to other topics,
amongst others, the grand doings at Ferrets
Lodge, where, in honour of Lord Leigh's return
from s. continental tour, with his young wife, a
select party were being entertained.

Dick and Tom listened, making no remarks.i

A little after ten the company began to move.
Except in the haunts of fashion and vice, in
London, our ancestors were early birds, at all
events among the middle classes, whose hard
work and steady habits so conduce to the wealth
and prosperity of our country.

Dick and Tom, who, as usual, occupied a

double-bedded room, retired at half past ten.
They locked themselves in, and waited for the
house to be closed, and until the inmates had
retired to rest. Thcy proceeded meanwhile to
array themselves for their night expedition,
looking to their pistols, dark lanterns and masks.

At a quarter to eleven, they heard a faint, low
whistle in the yard. It was a signal from Josh
Parkins that the coast was clear.

They opened the window and found the
ladder as directed, and went down cautiously.
At the foot of the ladder stood the ostler with
their two horses ready.

Dick put two guineas into the man's hand,
and bade him look out sharp for their return.

The man gave a nod, and led the way to the
side gate, by which they could leave. Passing
through this, they found themselves in a lane,
leading to the king's highway, and trotting
along this, soon found themselves on the edge of
Ferrers Park. It was in a ring fence, and two
men with sharp knives and chisels soon made a

gap, through which they led their hurse=, which
then they fastened to the projecting bough of a

tree.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 179

_ opened when she reached the third step'
man from the inside, a servant she knew well.

Paning through a dense thicket, they soon
found themselves at the rear oi the mansion»

We must here pause a moment, to record a
brief episode in Dick's life which occurred about
a year before, when he was not in constant
partnership with Tom. Hotly pursued for a
more than usually audacious escapade, he left
Black Bess with a horsey friend, and, hiring a
quiet cob, had disguised himselt as a physician
wearied with long and arduous practice, and
taken up his abode for the benefit of his health
at the Royal Ollr.

Here he remained for ten days, in fact until
the hue-and-cry was well over, and appeared
thoroughly to enjoy himself. Liberal, pleasant,
chatty, he had made himself agreeable to all,
and through the landlady bad bficli introduced to
the steward in charge of Fc1'i'€l‘S Lodge. Under
his guidance he had visited the whole of the
house, and knew the use of every chamber.

The rather garrulous steward, having to deal
with a gentleman from Lou-don, an able
physician, had shown Dr. Freeman everything,
even to the library, where, in a secret place
known only to a few, the heirlooms and family
jewels were kept.

Dr. Freeman was very much complimented,
and smilingly bade Croxon be very cautious with
strangers as a rule.

We will precede the audacious burglars to the
house.

Next night was to be a ball; the gala had
already lasted three days, and all the guests had
retired early. The servants had done the same.
Nearly all the reception rooms were on the
ground floor, and the best bedrooms on the first ;
the house being very long and wide, without
being in any way lofty.

Over the library were two small bedrooms. in
one oi which slept Lady Ferrers Leigh’s own
woman; in the other, a woman of about thirty,
known as Mrs. Charlton, an assistant house
keeper.

She was very superior in appearance to her
station, handsome, though sad-looking. She was
silent in her manner and quiet in her habits,
moving about with so soft a footstep as to make
some of the servants feel quite creepy.

Not feeling very sleepy on the night in
question, she loosened her hair, removed her
dress, substituting her dressing gown, a relic of
better days, and took up a book which proved
interesting.

Presently she thought she heard a noise in the
library. She listened intently, holding her
breath, and presently she became aware that
somebody was getting in at the window. It
might be a belated guest, or a servant who had
gone out on some night adventure, but still she
felt as if she must satisfy herself. She sim l
twisted up her hair, wrapped her shawl closel
round her shoulders, unlocked her door softly,
and stole out upon the landing. She had a
small night lamp in her hand.

She began slowly descending the stairs, and
as she did so, heard the hall door creak. It was

by a

He was a new importation from London, and
had been strongly recommended to the butler.

He let another man in.
The servant. too, had a small lamp in his hand,

by the liizht of which the woman made out the
face of the intruder.

r

Then there was a wild scream which rsnt the
very air as it rang through the corridors, and
a woman with dishevelled hair—it had got
loose—rushed down the remaining steps.

"Gerald, my husbandl" she cried. “What
wicked errand are you bound on i" , » ‘J

“ My wife l"' gasped the terror-stricken
burglar, who was about to rob the jewel safe,
with the connivance of Joe Nibson, a man he
had contrived to get into the house with a false
character, such as is so easily obtained by dis
honest servants.

' <

Shrieks were now heard from above. Aroueed
from her first sleep, the lady‘s maid came
rushing out.

'
-

Gerald Blount knew the game was up. He
knew that in his wife's recognition of him lay
utter ruin and the loss of the Circe that had so
bewitched him. One bound and he was beside
her; two quick, dastard blows with a heavy iron
instrument he had brought with him to prize
open the safe, and the fearful deed was donel
His horrified accomplice had already fled, and he
hastened to follow his example.

By this time cries were heard from difierent
parts of the house, bells were rung, and a general
commotion ensued.

Meanwhile what bad happened to Dick Turpin
and Tom King i

They had found no difliculty in
the library, and had been there some time
before Mrs. Gerald Blount, who had obtained a
home and occupation through the kindness of
the housekeeper, a countrywoman of hers—both
were Wiltshire-had he:ird anything.

Once inside,‘Dick had walked up to an old

getting into

fashioned oak chest with iron clamps, the lid of.
which be easily opened. He at once took
possession of several jewel cases and thrust them
into his capacious pockets, Tom. King helping
him.

“Eh! What's that?“ suddenly whispered
Tom ; and both, standing still, listened.

They heard the street-door open, and Dick,
peering out, recognised the man of the early
Dart of the evening.

He was about to close the door when the
shriek came, and the highwayman was witness
to the cruel deed perpetrated by Gerald Blount.

"Let's clear out of this," he said, in a low
tone, and made for the window followed by Tom
Kins.

Having reached the spot where their horses
awaited them, they halted and held a conference.

Dick told all he had seen.
"That fellow, Gerald Blount. will get the

credit of committing the burglary as well as the
murder," said Dick, “ so that we need not be in
a hurry. There will be a pietty hubbub and hue
and-cry to-morrow. We will take it coolly. I
should like to see the end.”

With this they mounted their steeds, rode
quietly back to the inn, were let in by Josh
and at once went to their rooms, where they
consumed a stilf rummer of brandy and water
and went to sleep.

Long before they were down to breakfast, the
murder and burglary was the talk of the village,
and those who had seen Gerald Blount on the

previous night in the inn parlour, were looked
u too with something like awe and admiration.

The burglary, the cruel murder, were the one
topic of conversation. Before midnight, men
had been sent out in every direction to warn
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180 THE BLUE DWARF;

the officers of justice and search for the
criminal.

When Dick Turpin and Tom King came down
to breakfast, they passed through the bar, the
window of which look :d upon the road, on the
opposite side of which was a dead wall, with a
few old bills scattered here and there.

Our two high tobies were told the news.
at which they pretended to be terrified and
appalled.

While still speaking they were surprised to
see enter the bar, a short figure in a cloak and
hood, whom they recognised at once as the
Blue Dwarf. He had arrived the evening before
on one of his mysterious journeys, and had seen
them ride up during the night.

Tom King retreated in alarm, but not so
Dick; neither made any pretence of recogni
tion, but allowed the local people to go on with
their conversation.

“The oificers have been sent for from all
directions," said the landlady‘s brother; “ and
theydo say some Bow Street runners aint far ofi.
Oh, there comes Sam Atkins and Jim Newton
in a car’, the village constable and a bill
sticker," nodding to the two guests ; “they aint
got a bill out yet. Noa l Dang it

,

but they've
stopped at the old wall."

lt was true. The cart was drawn one side,
and then the constable and the bill sticker pro
ceeded to business, the latter using a short
ladder. This he ascended, and proceeded to
unfold a poster.

“ Oh l

"
said the disappointed villager, when

it was posted; " that’s a old one as Jimmy
sticks up when he aint got nothing else."

The two highwaymen turned and savv

£500 REWARD
IS OFFERED TO WHOEVER SHALL FIRST
BRING INTO THE HANDS OF JUSTICE

THAT NOTORIOUS CRIMINAL,

DICK TURPIN,
&c., &o.

“I think I’ve seen that before," pat in Dick ;

" let's have another toothful of schnaps, and
then to breakfast.”

Two hours later they were riding off by
devious ways to London, all too intent on the
local tragedy to care for what, to many, was a
very common event.

The Blue Dwarf, after a brief interval, left
them to pursue his Wily alone.

We may as well finish this episode, it will not
be referred to again.

The friends were very careful in disposing of
the jewellery they had taken from the library of
Ferrers Lodge, and it ultimately found its way
back to its owner, who never could comprehend
how Gerald Blount could have got rid of his
plunder.

He was taken, and six weeks later he was
condemned to death. Yes. There he sat,a
living, breathing man, whose stalwart frame and
manly beauty had been their own destroyer,
their own curse, lo be in a few hours huddled,
after a shameful death, into a hideous grave,

dug!
by night within the precints of a common

gao .

This miserable history, with that of the lady
whose beauty ruined him, and the sufferings of I

his unhappy wife, created a tremendous sensa
tion at the time.

We spare our readers the details of the
execution, which were of the usual sombm
character.

CHAPTER LXXXH.
ran CHELSEA arnannn.-run TRIAL.

The trial was fixed for the Monday, at the
Old Bailey.

One curious thing about the matter was that
the prosecution had been instituted on a very
slender basis. The more immediate neighbours
had been talking. The truth was that Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock had set a lot
of false rumours afloat, which had reached the
ears of the authorities. _

These in their turn had applied to Brian Sey
mour, who professed to be very horrified and
astonished, but hemmed and ha’ed, and said be
had never suspected them.

" They may have had confederates," he said ;

“ if so, they must have carried off the plunder.
If any of it could be traced—-"

The officers shook their heads. There was no
chance after such a long period had elapsed.
Still, they would arrest them and put them on
their trial.

The horror of the old woman and the lad was
great indeed when they found themselves
accused of this foul and wicked crime.

Still they had to submit, and on the day com
ing round were arraigned and put in the dock.

The indictment was read, and then the prose
cuting counsel made his statement. No one
seemed to think in a crowded court that there
was much evidence against them. Still, they
were the servants of the deceased—-they were
found in the house on the morning after the
murder and robbery.

It looked auspicious. The judge shook his
head, the jury whispered, and the general public
were divided.

Then the counsel for the defence rose. He
made a very clear and lucid speech. But that
which struck the listeners most, and made
two hearts beat with dread and fear, was one
sentence.

“ If we are to judge by motives, I should un
hesitatingly accuse the person who gained by
the death of the two old ladies—Brian Seymour,
their nephew. He spent the evening with his
maiden aunts, leaving them about eleven. AL
half-past eleven, he and a friend were seen at
the ' Priory Tavern ' in the neighbourhood, and
the friend was in a hackney coach with a
parcel."

Profound sensation, as modern reporters
would say, now prevailed in the court.

“I shall call a witness who saw them,“ re
sumed the counsel, " and I must ask the oout to
weigh his evidence."

He now beckoned to a man in court, a stout,
farmer-looking personage, with a grey wig,
spectacles, and a brown rough coat.

"Swear William Graham," said the counsel,
while the attorney looked on uneasily.

" My lord," said the counsel, “ will you allow
the witness to tell his own story? He is not
much used to courts of law, and questions may
puzzle him."

“Let him speak," remarked the judge.
The man was sworn as William Graham. His
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DICK TCBPIN PREPABES TO POUR THE SLEEPING DRAUGHT DOWN THE LAWYEB3 THBQAT.

No. 16.



132 THE BLUE DWARF ; 1 "~i~
evidence was brief and to the purpose. He
knew nothing of the two ladies who had been
robbed and murdered. It was only afterwards,
from the papers, that he knew of Brian Seymour
having two aunts. On the night of the murder
he had business at the “ Priory Tavern." It was
n little past the half-hour after eleven when he
saw Brian Seymour come in, select a hackney
coachman, take one drink, and go out. He
watched him into the hackuey coach, where a
man he knew by sight was waiting for him. This

_ man was Robert Woodstock, a shady man about
town, a constant companion of Brian Seymour
in cheating at cards and other nefarious actions.

“ My lord l" yelled Brian Seymour, who had
hitherto lost the power of speech, “the man i-

1

an infamous liar. Besides, there is a reward for
his apprehension-he is the notorious and in
famous highwaymen, Dick Turpin. Arrest him l"

—turning to Pooly.
“Touch him at your peril l" roared the Lord

Chief, Justice. “ The man is here as a Witness
—he is under my protection l"

The cheer that followed was perhaps the most
ringing cheer ever heard in a court of law. No
questions were asked Mr. William Graham; the
jury, without waiting to hear another word, rose,
crying, “Nat Guilty I" During the contusion
that ensued, Dick Turpin made good his exit.
Nobody was more astonished than the counsel
for the defence ; the attorney knew all about it.

The prisoners were at once discharged, and
many wondered that Brian and Robert were not
taken at once into custody.

When the judge was asked to do so, he shook
his head, speaking in a low tone.

“ We can’t expect that honest fellow—scoun
drel I mean—to risk his neck a second time,"
remarked the judge to one who sat beside him ;

“the fact is
, I admire pluck wherever I find it.

Pm afraid if he ever comes to he tried before
me he won't be hung."

And s_oBrian Seymour and Robert Woodstock
escaped for the time scot free; at all events,
they had nothing just then to fear from
human justice, as represented by the law.

But every man of honour cut them dead,
while even roués and blacklegs fought shy of
them—at all events in public.

um
CHAPTER LXXXIII.

DICK TURPIN DRINKS THE HEALTH OP THE
LORD CHIEF JL'S'l‘ICEl

Tom King had done all he could to dissuade
his friend from his Quixotic enterprise, but in
vain. Dick, with all his faults, had a dogged
sense of right and honour. The fact that two
innocent personsmrere being accused of a crime
which, in his own mind, he knew to have been
committedvby others, was far too much for him.

Before going into the court, he and Tom King
with others entered a tavern near the court,
very much frequented by the fancy, and called
for glasses round.

" Shan’t seeyon again, Dick,"mid Tom King,
sorrowtully, '“ it aint likely. They won't part,
once they get you."

And the gay highwayman seemed almost as

if he were going to cry, so certain was he of
never seeing his friend again.

Dick departed. The others remained, smoking
and drinking for about two hours, beguiling the

weary minutes by conversation. No allusion
was made to what was uppermost in their
thoughts.

Still Tom King kept glancing up at the
clock.

Then suddenly a man, a tout employed to get
witnesses when alt!/is and that sort of thing
had to be found. rushed in.

“ He's in the witness box.” he said, “and speak
ing as calm as a lamb as doesn't know it's
going to have its throat cut.“

All held their breath. It was too astounding
to be believed. Not one had ever heard of a
parallel case.

" Let us drink l" suddenly said Tom, pointing
to the empty punch bowl, which the tout at
once took up, went outside, and returned. It
was now full and steaming.

Scarcely were their glasses all replenished,
when an authoritative voice bade them " stop I”

All leaped to their feet in utter astonish
ment. It was Dick Turpin, free and alone.

“Fill your glasses," he went on, "and. I will
give you a toast."

For a moment all were too astonished to
speak. Then one and all filled their tumblers
and prepared to drink.

“ Gentlemen, the toast I have to propose is

one that will surprise you,” he went on: "it is

--The Lord Chief Justice. No heel taps.”
Now, everyone knew Dick Turpin too well to

hesitate when he spoke. Everyone drank the
toast, and emptied his rummer right royally.

Then Dick told his story, to which the others
listened with amazement. They could scarcely
credit it

,

such firmness and generosity on the
part of one who was generally considered hard
and cruel.

“ But,” observed Dick, " I mustn't abuse his
kindness. He can't protect me after the court
rises. I must he off l“

“One. more glass," cried one of the party,
“and then, it you take a fool's advice, you'll
mizzle.”

" I thank yon, Jack," replied Dick.
The glass was drank, and then both Dick and

Tom hurried out, sought their horses, and rode
away. Not. a minute too soon. Ten minutes
later n man, whom all knew to be a spy of the
Bow Street runners, saunrered into U18 room
as if in search of an acquaintance.

“Who do you want, Soapy Sam?" observed
one of the company.

“ Not you," replied the other, in a surly tone;“ you aint worth having. I shouldn't get a
groat out of yon."

“No matter, Sam," said the first speaker,
drily—

'“ Good Mr. Knave, glvs me my due,I like a tart anwell as you;
But I would starve on goodroast beef,

Ere I would look IO like a thief! ' "

The laughter was so loud and general at this
sally, that Soapy Sam beat a hasty retreat, and
appeared no more in their company that even
ing.

Meanwhile, Dick and Tom determined to pass
a night in their safe retreat in Epping Forest,
where they had no fear ot being followed.

They reached their lair about eight, and easily
summoned Half-Hung Smith, who was at once
despatched in search of- such creature comforts
as could be procured for money in that be
nigilted district. But our highwaymen were
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. IR3

not very particular. They liked luxuries when
they could get them, but they could put up with
plain, even coarse food, when it was necessary.
Their henchman, however, knew what he was
about, and took care to bring them the best he
could procure at farm-house and inn.

They were perfectly satisfied, and after a
few merry hours, went to bed jolly, that is, in
a high state of physical happiness, arising
from a not unusual extra drop of the best ale
and spirits the local inns could supply.

They were in no hurry to rise, but when they
did, soon found a copious and well-cooked meal
of bacon and eggs, which they thoroughly en
'oyed.I

They then indulged in a chat, and promising
Half-Hung Smith to return a little earlier next
time, mounted their horses and took their
departure. Previous to starting, they arranged
to get a long way from London to a certain
rendezvous, where messages from the Blue
Dwarf would reach them, before they com
menced business operations.

They kept strictly to this resolution,travelling
openly in the daytime and putting up at night
at comfortable inns.

At length they reached the rendezvous, the
"Leather Bottle," an old posting-house near
Retford, where they arrived in the evening, and
straightway secured a room for the night.

There was a letter for Dick from Sapathwa.
It told them that all was going well for the
present. The family remained undisturbed,and
was likely to be so, unless Brian Seymour,
through some new emissary, traced their place of
concealment.

Dick and Tom were. therefore, free to do as
they pleased, and determined, if possible, to do
some daring and successful stroke of business.

Highway robbery was, however, a very chance
afiair. Men who travelled much were apt to
carry with them only money enough for neces
saries; while the stage coaches were provided
with an armed guard and coachman, who gene
rally, if aided by one or two plucky passengers,
would beat ofi one or two highwaymen.

They occupied the coffee-room, as it was
called, supped, drank, smoked, and chatted
freely with the other guests. In this way they
heard a good deal of the local history, the
residences of the nobility and gentry, and the
habits of their owners.

“Old Peters any better f" asked a farmer
looking personage of the doctor—there is always
a doctor in these reunions.

“ Not much—cun't make him out. There does
not seem much the matter with him," replied
the local flisculapius; “ but he is sinking in an
extraordinary way. Ican’t quite make it out.
His widow, if she is one, will be a rich woman,“
he went on.

“ Ah 1" remarked one of the company, “there's
no fool like an old fool. A man of over sixty
marrying a girl of two-and-twenty, with no
recommendation but her beauty I"

“ She’s handsome enough," continued the
doctor, “ but handsome is as handsome does; I
think if he dies, she'll soon find him a successor.
The ne'er-do-weel, Simon Frazer, is always
hanging about the place since he has been ill."

" Does Peters know l" asked the other.
“ No l The servants all seem to me to favour

their mistress," the doctor remarked. ‘* I sup
pose she pays them well to keep her secrets."

All laughed, and the conversation changed. impatient than I um.

“ What might this Mr. Peters be?" asked
Dick, in a careless kind of way, as if out of
sheer curiosity and the love of talk.

“He's a main rich rnsn," replied the other,
glad to air his knowledge. “ He used to be very
generous and jolly ; but some years ago an only
daughter eloped with a man he did not like. He
grew close and sullen, gave up all his acquaint
ances, and two years ago went away, to bring
back a young wife, not of his own class."

“And this young spark, Simon Frazer?" con
tinued Dick, lifting his glam and nodding to his
gurrulous companions.

“ Nobody knows anything about him. No
body ever saw him before Mr. Peters came back
with a wife," the other responded; “ he then
suddenly appeared in the village, and took asmall
house, where people do say he receives visits
from Mrs. Peters. 1'm only repeating what
people say."

" Yesl yesl I know," resumed Dick, and the
conversation dropped—but not out of the high
wayman‘s mind.

Somehow the story haunted Ihim. An unde
fined suspicion filied his mind. He should like
to know the truth about this Simon Frazer and
this woman ! With one of his odd ways of
looking at things, he fancied something was to
be made out of the affair.

When he and Tom King were alone, he told
him what he thought.

“ I think we might make some money out of
this job,” said Dick, “ if we could only find out
the truth."

“ You’re a rum un' l" laughed Tom.
“Never you mind," replied Dick; “I'm de

termined to sift this matter. I only ask for
to-morrow evening," he added; “ if I get no
clue then, 1 will give it up.”

CHAPTER LXXXIV.
-ran carasrnornn.

Next evening, having dressed himself care

fully, Dick, who had found that Elm Lodge, the

residence of Mr. Peters, was not more than three

miles off, started in that direction. He had
easily obtained minute directions. He had to

follow the main road about two miles and a
half, and then a cross road led through the

park to the house.
Dick was a good walker, and ere three quar

ters of an hour had passed was close to the

house. The park was denwly wooded here, and
suddenly Dick halted. He heard footsteps
coming behind, and at once concealed himself.

Scarcely had he done so, when h
c_ saw a tall,

powerful, youngish man pass hurriedly. He
waited one moment, then quickly followed.
He had not far to go. About fifty yards from
the house was an arbour, which the young man

entered.
Dick crept stealthily up to the back, where

there was a loophole, through which he could
see and hear. The first thing he made out was

embracing and lover-like endearments. Then
the man spoke, in firm, but low and measured

accents." How much longer is this going to last l"
he asked. “ I am weary and tired !"

“ Donald, my husband, you cannot be more

All this deceit and con
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184 TILE BLUE DWARF;

cealment is revolting to me—but we must be life and death! Have you ever suspec'c=l that
rich. I can never face poverty again--he can- your patient, Mr. Peters, was being poisoned 2"
not last much longer." ! “ Poisoned l" gasped the dOCl.0l'. " Certainly

" Cannot you end it quicker Z" he asked, im- I have had faint suspicions—but- have rejected
patiently. them. There is no motive." -

-‘No! The doctor has already asked me “Well, sir; I shall prove to you that he is
curious questions,” she answered. “ He looks at being poisoned l" was the answer ; “ and by his
me with very strange eyes. When Doctor wife! Examine these!" and he produced the
Meulbard confided this drug to me he explained phials taken from the desk.
that I must be careful with the doses. One The doctor wok them with trembling hands
every day would sap the life out of any one, and hot,.inflamed cheeks. Bidding Dick to r-it
without any chance of discovery-a double dose down, he at once proceeded to test the contents
would ki1l—and leave traces.” of the bottles.

“ How much longer, then, am I to wait 2” “ Yes—a rare poissn—very little known,” the
he asked, petulantly. "

_ doctor remarked after a time. “ Now tell me ail
"A week. Ithink, will end all!" 1you know I"
“What time shall I come to-night!" he said, | Of course Dick made out that it was pure

a little surlily. ' accident which had made him overhear the con
“Not before twelve! I must remain with I versation between the man and woman. llc

him until after eleven. But I will leave a light then detailed his visit to Elm Lodge, his daring
in my room,” she replied, “a.nd'you can come invasion of its mistress’ bedroom, and his
when you like. The ladder is close a: hand." I capture of the phials. ~

“I shall not be much before twelve. l hate I “ But that is not all," continued Dick. “ I
waiting,” he continued ; “ but still, leave the found that she is not Mrs. Peters, but Mrs. Simon
lamp." Frazer ;" and he handed him the marriage

And then, after other embraces, this guilty cerviticzitc.

couple separated; he strolling away from the Dr. Elliott thought deeply.
house, and she returning to it. “Do you think you could put those bottles

“Oh! oh l" cried Dick, in alow tone; “here's back in their place and restore all the papers
a pretty kettle of fish l But if I nint even with but this one, so as not to rouse her suspicions Z"
you two, then my name's blockhead l" he presently asked.

Two hours later, it was not quite eleven, he " Yes! but she will go on poisoning l" rc
was at the back of the house under a window, marked Dick, rather startled.
in which shone a light. It was open, and close “ No l" said the doctor, drily ; and, taking an
at hand against it was a ladder. empty phial, he emptied the contents of the two

Dick at once ascended, and in two minutes bottles into it. He now took down some other
was in thebed room. His first impulse was to bottles, and made up a mixture exactly re
bolt the door which led into the passage. He sembling the poisons.
then looked around, and his eye fell at once on He then returned the phials to the highway
a door-closet with many shelves. On one of man.
these was a lady's desk, which he eagerly “It's now one o‘clock. You had better have
clutched. a shake-down here, and go over with me to the

To put it ona table and open it was the work Lodge. We must consult Mr. Peters before
of less than two minutes. doing anything. I shall go at seven, and take

It contained chiefly papers, but in the corner care that she is sent for. You can then enter
he saw two suspicious phials. These he secured. her bedroom, and replace everything as before."
Glancing at the papers, he saw one packet As he spoke, the doctor pointed to a kind of
labelled "Simon Frazer." lIe opened it, and couch-bed, with blankets and horse-rugs.
scanned several. They were all addressed “ My “ You must do the best you can," continued
dear Wife." Then came u. large document. It | Dr. Elliott. “Here is some brandy, which will
was the certificate of marriage between Simon be welcome this chilly night."
Frazer, bachelor, and Ellen Monro, spinster, Next morning, at half-past six, the doctor was
dated two years back. on his way to Elm Lodge, in his gig, with Dick

Dick secured these also, put them in his Turpin. The servants were notullnp, but there

pocket, unlocked the door, and went down the was no delay in admission.
ladder. Dick was nothing if not prompt. He A nurse passed the night in the invalid‘s
determined at once to go to the doctor, and tell ,3room. She had been sleeping, but was wide
him the facts. He could explain the burglary awake enough when the doctor came into the

by what he had accidentally overheard. i room.
He had had the doctor’s house pointed out to “ How is our patient, Mrs. Jones l" asked the

him, and thither he took his way. lt was not a doctor, in his suavest tones. *

mile distant, and he was there in a very brief l “ He's beenpretty quiet," she answered ; “ he's

space of time. He rang the night-bell, and 5awake, Ithink.”
soon a head was protruded from an upper ‘

“ Well, go and get your breakfast,“ the doctor
window. went on ; “ I'll have a chat with Mr. Peters."

‘-'Who is there 2" 1
“ You are early l" said his patient, in a low,

"Come from Mr. Peters, sir l" was the re~ - half-faint tone._
spouse, “Yes! I've been thinking of your case a

“I’ll be down in a minute," the other said, , good deal in the night," he said; “let me feel
and with marvellous rapidity the door was : your pulse and see your tongue!
opened and Dick ushered in.

‘ “ Ah l ah l yes l—wnnt a tonic-brought one
Dr. Elliott looked surprised at seeing a with me ; let me give it to you myself.”

stranger, and the other saw it. i His patient was quite resigned to anything
"I am sorry to disturb you, doctor,” he said, his medical adviser told him to do. He drank

politely ; “ but my business is urgent,aud one of it
,

and in two minutes the efiect was marvellous.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 185

His eyes grew bright, and his cheeks had a
slight colour.

" Peters l" he said, “ we are old friends. I
have given you a powerful tonic, because l have
something very serious to say to you. I feel
that I have been wrong in my theory as to your
illness. I know, in fact. that I have been-for
you are being slowly poisoncil ."'

The man almast sat up in his bed, and then
sank buck nearly fainting." By whom l" he gasped,

“Nerve yourself, Peters, my friend; by the
woman who culls herself your wife—but who,
thank heaven l is not l" continued the doctor.

Peters looked stupetied with horror, speech
less, unutterable terror.

“ But, are you sure I”
“

Quite l" and he told him all.“ What merciful Providence brought this man
here I" he asked, wildly.

“ I know not ; all I am sure of is—he has
saved your lite l" responded Dr. Elliott; “ and
now, what is to be done I"

“ Send for tho otiicers of justice l" he
blurted.

“ Had you not better hush it up, and let these
two foul fiends go? They will sutfer where only
such wretches sutfer--in their pockets."

“ Yes l"—after another pause-" you are right
—but do not let her know of our discovery. Say
I am ill—anything you like—-advise another
doctor."

"' Certainly. Will you ring for the nurse now
—and send her for her mistress?" resumed the
doctor, glad to iee his_ patient so calm and i
sell’-controlled.

" You can prove her marriage?" he asked.
“Here is the certificate l" was the reply;

“ take care of it."
“I will," answered Peters, who, thanks to

his tonic, was now better than he expected.“ I will now ring. You keep her in conversa
tion. I will appear drowsv."

Twenty minutes later Mrs. Peters came in.
She was rather surprised to tlnd the doctor there
so early, and had made her husband leave
hurriedly. \Vhat could have happened? Could
any suspicion have arisen?

But the doctor‘s calm manner reassured her,
and she eagerly asked if anything was the
matter.

"Oh, no! only, passing this way early, I
thought I'd save myself a journey, as I am busy
to-day. Mr. Peters is not quite so well as I
could

wish, and I should suggest a consulta
tion.’

Mrs. Peters bowed. What she felt it would
be impossible to say, so utterly inscrutable are
such women.

" Have you breakfasted l" she asked.
" Nol Would you mind sending it up here?

and you will find a new man of mine in the
kitchen.
“I have some directions to give him."

I will be ready, ma'm," said Dick, “ and will see
Please send him up to me,” he added,

|
about a post-chaise."

I

" Well, air,“ continued Dick, with aflected
baiihtulness, “ if you think it worth it."

" Ten times more. But I want you to do me
another service. I want you to take a letter for
me, and bring back an answer. Spare no ex
pense. Elliott, write to my daughter-say I am
ill—but getting
once with her children.
take the letter and bring them back to-morrow.
They are to stop here. I will have everything
ready."

Our friend here Will

Turpin was to take. By the time it was tinisned,
breakfast appeared, and Dick Went down to
partake of his in the kitchen. Soon after, the
two lett the house, and Dr. Elliot: drove Dick to
his inn, where he left him.

Tom had been rather uneasy, but the moment
he saw him his quick eye told him all was right.

" I've a good paying job on," said Dick, “ so
let us have a parting glass. I want you to wait
until to-morrow here; and her-e’s the shiners to
pay," handing him a handful of guineas from a
nag which the sick squire had given him.

When money was about, Tom was not curious.
Enjoyment was the one thought of his life, and
once he had the means of gratifying his tastes
and passions he was satisfied.

Dick Turpin's letter was addressed to MP9.
Ilainsford, Rise Cottage, Leeford, near North
minster. 'l'nere was no difliculty in finding the

. place. It was a sweetly pretty cottage. It was
only a simply country house, but neat, clean,

I and homely.
A servant ushered him into a room, where he

I was joined directly by a delicate-looking lady in

1a widow‘s cap, a handsome face, though rather
faded, and nice manners.

“ I bring a letter from Doctor Elliott,“ he
began. V

"Anything wrong I Is my father worse?"
she cried, in a trembling tone, scarcely able to

open the letter.
“ Your father is better!

you to him," replied Dick.
She at once dropped doiivn upon a couch and

almost fainted, as a girl of fourteen and a boy
nt twelve came into the room, looking angrily
at the intruder.

“ lt's all right,” said Dick; “your m:i’s only
a little agitated." ,

The mother bade her son read the letter
uni, which he did.

" We niuat go at once," she cried.
" I was tiarticularly ordered to take you to

morrow. Your father wants to have everything
ready for yon. You will need some time to

I have come to take

i pack up, as you will stop there."

I Mrs. Ruinsford had all her work to do i-.0 re
| strain her impatience.

“ I will call this evening to see what time you

And bclore they could restrain him, he was
Hrs. Peters gladly retired, and in a few 4gone.

minutes Dick Turpin came in, and was intro
duced as Hr. Palmer.

“ I ‘owe you my life l" said the invalid, gravely old servant in the house of those who
and earnestly. “ But keep it secret. You are
not a rich mun I presume '1"

"Far from it-—but able to earn an honest
penny," replied Dick, modestly.

" Then you'll not object to accept a couple of
hundred guineas as some small niark of the
service you have rendered me."

i leturning to Elm Lodge, we hasten to record
‘I

There was only one

preceded
the marriage. This was the old housekeeper, a
woman oi sixty, who had a niece to live with
her.

For this servant Mr. Peters sent, under some

pretence, when Mrs. Peters had gone for a drive.
“ Martha," he said,

“ I have no time to ex

plain much. But there are going to be great

what was passing there.

better. She is to come here at _

The doctor gladly wrote the letter which Dick '
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186 THE BLUE DWARF;

changes here. Open my daughter's rooms, and Still, she had money and jewels, both were
have them ready for to-rnorrow. She'll want young, the world was all before them where to
two bed rooms, one for herself and daughter, choose, and they must begin life again. At all
the other for her son. Don't let anyone know events, they did not remain many hours in the
about it." neighbourhood, where they were never seen

Martha Bsinley was too astonished at first again.
to speak. The return of his daughter, with the society of

“ Miss Leila. coming home 7" her children. had apparently an immediate and
“Yesl I can say no more now. Do the best powerful effect on Mr. Peters. He recovered

you can—and keep my secret." completely, and lived many years to enjoy the
“ I \\'ill, sir," said the delighted woman, who society of his family.

had been nurse to old Mrs. Peters, and been pre
sent at Leila‘s birth.

She lost no time; and quietly, and without
exciting any suspicion, the rooms were dusted,
cleaned, and got ready for the new mistress of CHAPTER LXxXV_
h ht

(l
it

232:‘ eleven o'clock when the post-chaise
max ON THE Puown

dashed up to the door. Martha was ready to Dick Turpin left Elm Lodgc, aricherif not a
receive her darling and her children. By her wiser man. Mr. Peters was deeply grateful to
directions the luggage was brought into the him, imagining of course that the discovery
passage. he bad made was purely accidental, and that in

Then Dick Turpin entered, escorting Mrs. hastening to track the murderers to their lair,
Rainsford and her children. At this moment he was actuated by the most generous motives.
Mrs. Peters came rushing in, rage and fury in her Such, to a certain extent, was the truth ; but
countenance. still Dick Turpin was not one to hide his light‘.

“Who are these persons? What do they want under a bushel, and having done a creditable
here 7" she shrieked. “Take all that luggage and useful action, he saw no harm in being
away l" rewarded for it.

“ This lady is Mrs. Rainsford, master's only No further message had come from the Blue
daughter," replied Martha ; “ and she is here by Dwarf, so they felt free to act wholly for them
mastefs orders." selves.

The master's bell rang loudly, and one of the They determined to try their fortunes once
servants went to answer it. He came hurriedly more, and having effected a good haul, they
down. would return to London and have a long spell

“ Master says his daughter and her children of enjoyment—that is, at all events, while their
are to be shown up at once," he said. money lasted.

Mrs. Peters was too overwhelmed to make any The road between Northminster and Retford
resistance. What could it all mean? There was much frequented by all classes of travellers,
could be no suspicion l The poison was safe in and they determined to trot along and see what
her desk. She had seen it that morning, and turned up.
intended in half an hour to administer the Their usual game wastoattack single travel
usual dose. lers who looked well-to-do, post-chaises, or even

She retired to her room, examined her desk, stages at a pinch.
and found everything just us she had left it. If The sun was going down, however, ere they
the worst came to the worst, it was that Dr. encountered one single victim, and when they
Elliott must have had some faint suspicion did, it was with poor result. One farmer they
about her husband's symptoms. relieved had only seven and sixpence about him,

Half an hour later shc was summoned to her which he was so loth to part with, that Dick
husband's room. She found his daughter seated swore at him for a cur, and then, observing his
by the bedside, the doctor standing by her. pained countenance, returned him his money,

Her husband was propped up by pillows, and adding a guinea.
looked at her with astern and rigid expression He rode off hurriedly to avoid the man's
of countenance. thanks—Tom King laughing.

“Woman l" he began; “would-be assassin! The next man, s. stout, jolly-looking fellow,
leave my house. If you are found here or any- tolerably well dressed, had nothing but an old
where near in half an hour, I shall give you watch, about the size of a moderately large
into custody. Go to your worthy husband and

‘

turnip.
fellow-criminal, Simon Frazer!"

i

“ Keep your ticker, my good fellow," said
She glared at him with fierce eyes-—eyes with . Dick, laughing ; " and has-k‘e, my friend, don't

an appalled expression. be down-hearted—here’s a guinea to drink my
“ Yes l" said Dr. Elliott, holding up a bottle ; health."

“here is the poison found in your desk. The The man glared. unable for one moment to

phials you now have contain an antidote; as speak. It was so unexpected.
to your claim to he my friend's wife, here is

i “ Well," he said presently, dashing a tear
the certificate of your marriage to Simon Frazer from his eye with his great rough hand. "I
eight months before the false ceremony between thank you, master, and may be l’ll serve you.
yourself and Mr. Peters." Ever hear tell of Lawyer Tillson Z"

The woman was too utterly crushed to make “ No l" replied Dick.
any defence, or even saya word. She turned “Well, he’s a rich man; holdsmortgages on
and slunk out of the room, packed up her be- | most little bits of land about here," the man
longings, and was driven to the residence of went on ; “got one on mine for twenty guineas,
Simon Frazer, whose rage and fury knew no which my crops can't pay. Now, he's at the
bounds. ‘Blue Posts‘ -— everybody knows him about
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 187

here; but
stopping; and I'd swear my atlidavy, if you
did, you'd find a thousand guineas in notes and
gold about him, sewn up in his great coat, or in
his portmanter."

"Well, my honest friend," replied Dick, “if
you’ll put us up to him, I'll pay of! your mort
gage.“

"Denial" said the other. “I'll ride back to
the ‘ Blue Posts’ with you and point him out.
You'll find him a shabby sort of looking fellow
—but he'll lend anything from a shilling to a
thousand guineas—if you can give security."

“Trot on, my friend," continued Turpin.

‘l‘{_We'll
make something out of this," he said to

ing.
“ it aint a do l" mused Tom.
“Oh, no l" said his friend; “ we're not

known about here. Besides, that man is a
simple yokel if ever there was one."

Tom replied that he hoped Dick would never
fall a prey to his own foolhardiness, and bade
him go ahead and be hanged to him.

The “Blue Posts" was reached, and their
farmer friend was invited to join them in a
drink, while their supper was getting ready.

“ Better have a bit of supper, too, Mr.
Garrett; it will look as if we have business to
gether."

The man nodded his head gratefully, and the
three went in. Nothing was said until they
were seated, and then one whispered sentence
was enough.

" Him a talking to the seedy chap."
Dick never turned his head, but gravely gare

orders for supper at once, and three tankards of
ale while waiting.

He then, with his tankard up to his lips, eyed
the two. The lawyer was a poor, mean-looking
fellow enough, with a lantern-jaw and keen
grey eyes, but the man speaking to him was
something peculiar to look at.

He was a very tall, thin individual, whose at
tenuated body was clad in one of the seediest
of frock coats, such as some lawyers used to wear
in those days, patched and darned, and mended,
to such a degree, that little of the original re
mained; his long thin legs, encased in an old
pair of check trousers, and the said trousers
being at least two or three inches too short,
acquainted one with the fact, that although he
was in possession of some sort of apology for
boots, he was nevertheless without stockings.

Ills collar, whose reminiscences of the laundry
were gradually fading through the lapse of
time, was absolutely yellow, and he wore a
cravat that a rag-picker would have disdained
to cross the road for. Yet, in spite of all these
disadvantages of wardrobe, he bore on his face,
careworn and dissipated, and even cunning,
though it was, the indelible stamp of one who
had seen better days.

"Shabby, very,"
gentleman once."

“ You‘ve got an eye as sharp as a needle, sir,"
retorted the other ; “ he was once Squire
Denton, of Denton; ran through every penny,
s0ld—up, ruined; Tillson got all the fat loans,
mortgages, everything; and now, I'll bet, he’s
trying to make old skinflint lend him a ti-itie."

“ Why," whispered Tom; " that's Joe Faker,
who gets his living by writing letters for people
who can’t write. Does a good business at times
—starves at others.”

said Dick; “but been a

you wouldn’t think him worth‘ " It is no use talking, Mr. Denton," said the
lawyer, raising his voice, “I owe you nothing.
My accounts are all clear and correct—to the
last penny. I cannot afford to give away
money."

“Scoundrel l“ cried Denton, rising. “ I tell
you that you owe me seven hundred guineas on
that last mortgage. You got a receipt for a
thousand when I was drunk—and only gave me
three hundred. You'll swing for it yet. No

i highwayman is half such a rascal as you are—
J and you know it. Thief—robber of the widow‘
and orphan, beware l"

And he turned towards the door. “ You
threaten, beggar l“ splattered John Tillson.
“ I've a great mind to give you in charge l”

“ Give me in charge l" exclaimed Denton,
with withering contempt ; " why, you paltry
thief, I’ve a great mind to thrash you within an
inch of your miserable lifel But everybody
knows what a contemptible cur and hound you
are, and a whipping would not degrade you
lower than you are."

With which he walked out, slamming
door behind him. Many present would have
liked to befriend him, but for reasons best known
to themselves did not move.

There was one exception, and that was, Dick
Turpin, who whispered to Tom.

“I won't be long. I have a good notion l"
and running out he was in time to see Mr.
Denton going down the steps.

“ Excuse me, sir," he said respectfully, “ but
may I have a word with youl”

The other stared. lt was a long time since
he had been addressed as " sir."

“ You must be mistaken l" he said, in a low
voice, still trembling with passion.

“ N0, sir l" continued Dick. " I am not mis

taken ; this is not a large village; do you know
any other house 1"

" I know another," said the other, bitterly;
“frequented by tramps and poachers-—wn_ere
they would not refuse to receive me, even if I
had not a shilling. The landlord -was a tenant

of mine l" _ _ _“ My object in speaking to you, sir, is a busi

ness one,” continued Dick ; “ it
‘

we could have a

private corner, I would explain. In the mean

time, will you take this guinea on account. We

have met in London at the ‘ Mews.‘
"

This was a rendezvous for beggars, for men

who want letters written for them, for cadgers,

and all the lower class of vagrants.
Denton coloured violently. _“ I do not mean to pain you," quietly continued

Dick. “ What you did there was honestly dune,

and every body knows that Joe Faker never did
anything on the fly." _

"Follow me," answered Denton, putting the

guinea in his pocket, and leading tne way to the

end of the village, where up a lane was a small

inn of the lower class. _
Denton hurried iri, followed by_ Dick. _

lie
nodded to the landlord, and, throwing a guinea
down, said :—- _“ Send some cold meat and bread, with a quart
of ale and half-a»pint of brandy, into the blue

room, also the change.” _ _" Yes, Mr. Denton,” replied mine host, trying
not to look astonished. _

And they passed into a small room where, 15

a very few minutes, the things ordered were

brought. Mr. Denton at once attacked the

the
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188 THE BLUE DWARF ;

vlands, with the air of a man who had been
some time without food. Dick filled a glass ot
ale and drank it in solemn silence.

“Now, Mr. Denton," he began, when the other
had satisfied the rough edge of his appetite, “ I
will explain to you as far as I can. I am here on
a secret mimion—for which I am well paid, to
make Mr. Tillson disgorge some of his ill-gotten
gains. He has robbed a friend of mine in the
same way he has robbed you."

“ Scoundrel l" muttered Denton.
“ Do you know a solicitor in London, a re

spectable and decent one f"
“Yesl almost the only friend I have," re

plied the other.
" Well-no matter what I am going to do—

how I am going to do it. I mean to have the
miserable mortgage held against my friend,
which means ruin, in my possession to-night.
Now, at the ‘ Blue Posts’ you threatened Mr.
Tillson, and if anything unpleasant happens to
him to-night, you might be blamed.”

" But you don't mean
"

“ His carcass is safe—th:\t I pledlle you my
word-but have that mortgage I will. That is
my business."

“ But what do you want me to do 7" asked
Richard Denton, rather anxiously.

“Go to London at once,“ said Dick, putting
down five guineas, " the night-conch leaves in
half-an-hour. You’d better go and book your
self at the office and start from the ‘ Blue
Posts.’ The moment you reach London call on

your friends, the lawyers—what name did you
say f"

“ Newton, James 8: Sons."
“ Best mm in London-; honest as the day,"

continued Dick ; “take care to allude to the day
of the month and the hour."

“ You puzzle me," said Denton with a smile,
very seldom seen on his face; “but after your
behaviour, I cannot refuse. We have no time to
lose."

Both rose and went out, the landlord bowing
as they did so.

Denton walked about twenty yards up the
High-street and then stopped at a shop, asking
the other to wait a moment, and shortly re
turned with a rough warm cont and a cheap
slouched hat.

On nearing the “ Blue Posts," Dick went in
first, and walked up to the bar. He had not
more than ordered a glass when Mr. Dcnton
followed, and going up to a small private bar
threw downa guinea.

"I wish to book for London, outside. Put
down Richard Denton, and give me and Mr.
Tillson a glass of brandy.”

“ Certainly, sir,” said the landlord. civilly.
When Denton was well off he had been a

splendid customer, and his old freeness had not
been quite forgotten.

And there Denton stood until the coach came
up. One or two old acquaintances came in and
went out, but something in the ex-squire s face
did not encourage familiarity.

Dick Turpin re-entered the parlour, spoke to
the waiter about the beds, and then ordered
three more glasses.

“ But I must be going,” said Farmer Garrett.
“ Drink first, and then give me your address.
“With pleasure," answered the other; “it's

Stoke Farm, Hayley -- not two miles from
here ; any one will tell you."

" But I hate asking," continued Dick.

“Well, then: ride a mile and a half along
the road to York. till you sees a sign post,
marked Hayley. Go down the lane, and the
second house is mine."

“I shan't forget," remarked Dick—and he
did not.

Presently, the London coach came up, and
Denton, to the surprise of several lookers-on,
got on the top, wrapped in his warm outer coat,
which kept him from the night air, and con
cealed his fearful ahabbiness. Two minutes
later they drove off.

Tillson, the lawyer, remained up until about
a quarter to eleven and then retired. Dick and
Tom had pumped Garrett. As he put up almost
every week and sometimes twice a week, at the
“ Blue Posts," he always had the same room.

The house was very seldom full and the
accommodation cost the landlord very little
trouble. Though he spent very little money
himself, his numerous clients spent a great
deal.

The house did not close until twelve, and
neither Dick nor Tom felt inclined to retire until
the others did.

As they entered their room, the clock‘ struck
twelve. They had secured a double-bedroom,
and as luck would have it, it was next that
occupied by Tillson. As soon as they had taken
ofi their boots, Dick made use of a trick often
practised by him before. There was only a
wainscot between the rooms.

Producing from his never-failing portmanteau
a gimlet and a bottle of oil, he lubricated that
useful instrument carefully, and then began to
use it. He put his lamp somewhere in the
shade, and then began boring the partition.

It didn't take long, and when he withdrew it,
he peered in. At a long table sat Tillson, his
bag open, and on the table a number of papers,
which he was keenly examining.

"Ah! ahl" he said aloud, clutching some
papers tied up with red tape; “ why be a fool,
Mr. Denton 2 there's the title deed and here’s
the mortgage, and here's a receipt for tho
thousand guineas. No, Mr. Dick Denton, you
aint the man to fool me. Not a penny of my
money—no; all for my girl, my Clara l"

Dick smiled sardonically. This unprincipled
attorney, this thief, this robber of the widow
and the orphan, this callous hard manof the
norld bad n soft place somewhere.

Still he watched.
Now he saw that Tillson was packing up his

papers, which presently he thrust into a bag,
and prepared for bed. After a short interval, he
was in bed. Then they
able signs showed that he was asleep.

The house had long been silent and quiet.
The highwaymen now got ready, Before. how
ever, proceeding vrith our narrative, we wish to
explain something which is not generally
known. In the early part of the last century
there wasa league of bandits in Paris, whose
speciality was to rob the dead and dying. Their
great haul was during an epidemic or contagious
diseases. It was always a wonder to the
faculty that none of the gang evcr seemed to

‘

fall a prey to the illness of their victims.
One day one of the gang—there were four of

them,——left behind a bottle which vrne found to
be filled by a powerful aromatic vinegar. On
being analysed, it struck the doctor as worth
trying. It was afterwards found that pne of
t/he gang was a clever chemist, and to this day

waited until unmistak- -
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRUIE. 18$

the vinaigra des quatra 1'ul'o:u'r has !'0'l.innd | “No! but u drink would do no_ harm,"
its reputation as the best safeguard against iu~ l lanzhed Dick.
fection ever invented.

In England, burglars and others inrentedn. |
|

Mrs. Garrett now returned.
"Let us have a jug of ale,” said her hus

soporific, which. if applied to a ma.u.in his sleep, I band, " and the brandy bottle. and then find a
would steep his senses in oblivion for hours, lsbake-down for my friends. We have ha.lf-an
rendering him incapable of resistance, and com- | l1our’s business."
pelling him. to remain as still asa corpeefor more 1'

| fireplace.than an hour.
Dick was in the secret and always carried I I

bottle of the soporilic with him.
They opened their own door cautiously, closing

it again behind them, and soon by the use or‘
their perfect imp‘ements were in the room. The
lamp
light. Dick at once went to the bedside and
saw that the lawyer slept with his mouth open.
Without a mornent’s delay or hesitation he poured
the contents of a small phial down his throat.

He gave one deep sigh, and then lay like at
corpse on the bed.

Dick put his hand under his pillow and found
his trousers and the inevitable purse heavy
with gold. Then he searched his coat and found
the equally inevitable pocket book. Then he
joined 1l‘om, who was examining the contents of
the table.

It was covered with papers, I.O.U.’s, title
deeds. memorandums, mortgage deeds, which
Tom King, who had been a lawyer's clerk, at |
once identified. Then Dick caught sight of one
IiPd with rtd tape on which was written
“ Richard Denton."

“ Where's your bag?” asked Dick. and when 5
he produced it, shovelled _the lot into the re- I
ceptacle, closinu the bag.

EDick now walked to the window and opened
it. It looked out on the stable yard, and he ;
left it open. l

Both now hurried to their room, not their:
boots and their own portmanteaus, and hurried 1
down stairs. They did not attempt to open the |
front door, which might have oi-ea.-ioned a noise. i

Dick alwayshadasafe retreat behind him. Hehsd l
carelessly examined n side entrance to the stablc- =
-yard, which was easily opened. While Tom went |
to the stables, Dick went for a ladder, which !
he placed against the open window.

Of COUPE: suspicion would fall upon them,bnt l
this would complicate matters. In five minutes '

Tom brought out the horses, and in ten minutes ,
they were on the road.

They followed exactly the directions of Farmer 1
Garrett, and before half an hour drew rein |
close by his cosy little farm. Dismounting, ,
Dick rapped loudly at the front door, and soon g
a head peered out, and a Shfill voice cried : '

"‘Go avvsy—what do you want Z"
"We went Farmer G.irI.‘elt——sa_v his friend ,

from the ‘ Blue Posts‘ —important business,"
Wns the reply.

Mrs. Garrett, who had not only heard of
Dick's kindness, but had, with her children, ex
perienced it in the way of food, at once went
down and opened the door.

“ She had awakened her husband," she said,
“and would take the horses to the stable her
self."

She did so, and in a few minutes the farmer
himself came down. He was very m:ch sur
prised, but also very glad to see them.

“ We want shelter, but want half an hour's
business first," said Dick.

“
All right, sir," he Answered ; “can you eat

anything I"

They were in a. large kitchen with a yawning

" It's rather chilly," said Dick; “ just rake up
the fire."

Garrett obeyed, and threw on a faggot, which
soon crackled in the fireplace.

Mrs. Garrett now returned with the drink,
burnt still, giving a sort of dim religions I and then retired to get a small spare bedroom

ready, her husband intimating that he would
show them to their sleeping chamber when they
wished to retire.

“ Bolt the door," said Dick, and when Garrett
had obeyed his orders, he took up his bag and
poured the contents on the table before the
astonished eyes of the farmer.

" Now, Tom," said his friend, “you’re the
scholar, so read out the names."

“ That's my lease!" cried Garrett, grabbing at
a parcel lied with dirty tape, and opening it

,

he
displayed two documents, and then continued :

" This is the lease, and this is the loan paper."
“ They are yours ; do with them as you like."

said Tom, and quick as thought the loan paper
and mortgage went into the flames.

“ Here's s. whole batch of I.O.U".-," continued
Tom, “ about a hundred of them."

“ lnto the fire with them.” cried Dick, laugh
ing, " we'll have a regular bonfire."

The rest of the papers, apart from letters,
which were all burned, were carefully examined
by Tom King, and the names rend out. They
all seemed familiar to Farmer Garrett, and he
volunteered to take charge of them.

“Not one will spli:," he said, emphatically:
“the lawyer chap is hated. Everybody will
scream with delight."

“ All right,” replied Dick ; “ all I want is the

papers belonging to Richard Denton. I know
him. and will put them in his hands. As we
must be ofi early we must now retire.”

Garrett at once rose.
“ I promised," said Dick, “to pay your mort

gage, you know, and here's the money. You
just do as you like with it; only take my advice
and don't give it to Tillson."

Garrett laughed significantly, and then Gi
corted them to bed.

At their desire he called them early-very
curly ; and satisfied with astirrup cup, they rode
ofi, determined to breakfast on the road, when
at least twenty miles from Hayley.

I.-raving them to get away with their plunder,
which in notes and gold exceeded a thousand
guineas, we will return to the " Blue Posts."

About eight o'clock everybody in the inn was

more or less aroused by a violent ringing lrom
No. 9

. A waiter rushed up, to find lillson
dancing with rage on the floor in his nignt
shirt,

"Thievesl robbers! murder l” he shrieked:
“ my money’s gone! all my papers are gonei
l'm a rained man I I'll hang everybody in thu

house. Where's the landlord i“
“ l’ll fetch him, sir,"said the frightened domes

tic. glad to get out of the room. _
lie returned with Mr. Johnson, pn_le_ WI!-ll

terror, and actually shaking Wllh trepination._
“ I am very sorry, Mr. Tillsoa,” he began, m
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190 THE BLUE DWARF;

. landlord.

..
.

a. humble tone, “ but I really and truly do not
feel that any blame rests on me." _“ No blamel l‘ll see if I can't flx it on you

“or somebody. Where's that sconndrel Denton T"
" He went to London by the night mail," said

Mr. Johnson, respectfully; “ a dozen people
saw him start."

" And those two fellows who“_came:_in with
Garrett?” he howled.

“ They are asleep in the next room," replied
the landlord, and rushing out he tried the door.
It opened ireely—the room was empty l

Tillson stormed still more ; declared the
“ Blue Posts" was a rendezvous for highwaymen
and burglars, and that he would expose the

He still stuck to the assertion that
Denton had committed the robbery in conjunc
tion with his two coadjutors from London.

"Send for Malcolm l" he now yelled, “ and
leave me to dress.” By the time he came down,
the constable was there, very civil and very
grave. Tillson was clerk to the magistrates,
and had great power.

Having calmed his nerves with some brandy,
which the landlord brought him without charge,
the lawyer told Malcolm all he could, and fixed
his suspicions on the two strangers and Denton.
He bade the constable inquire about the two
strangers, while he would direct the coach

people to see if the other went to London with
out stoppage.

We may as well say that as far as Richard
Denton was concerned there was no difficulty
in proving an alibi, on the evidence of coach
man, guard, or Messrs. Newton, James Sc Sons,
the solicitors, in London. It wu waste of time,
therefore, to accuse him of any connection with
the robbery, when he was far away from Bet
ford, at the time.

But who were the two strangers? Garrett
was interrogated, but all he knew was that,
riding along the highway he met the two
strangers, who asked him the way to the " Blue
Posts," at Retford, and that on his oiiering,to
show them, they insisted on his coming in and
having supper.

All the inquiries which were made tended to
nothing else. But on market day Tillson
found most of those who owed him money very
complacent and not at all obsequious. A day or
two later, he found that every one of the twenty
seven farmers and small tradespeople round
about that district. from whom he expected
money, had received their securities back. He
now stormed like a madman, and insisted on
their paying, under penalty of a criminal prose
cution. They simply laughed in his face, and
told him to produce their receipts for the
money, without which they would not pay.

Tillson had no resource but to retire in con
fusion, vowing unheard-of vengeance against
sundry persons and everybody._

CHAPTER LXXXVL
mcrrs rnor.

On reaching London, which they did with ex
traordinary rapidity, allowing no time for the
grass to grow under their feet, the two at oncc
went to one of their haunts, left their horses.
and sallied forth, after resting and refreshing
themselves.

Tom King resolved to go and see one of his

lady friends, while Dick determined to call on
Mr. Denton's solicitors. Dick could always make
himself look what he called portly and respect
able. He had made a neat packet of the docu
ments abstracted from the lawyer's bag, which
he directed to“ Richard Denton, Esq."

The firm occupied the lower part of a respect
able house in Lincoln's Inn Fields, and employed
numerous clerks. Dick Turpin entered the front
room and bowing, took ofi his hat. The firm
were well known for their courtesy and urbauity,
and, as a matter of course, their clerks were
civil and obliging.

“What can I do for you, sir i" asked one ot
the clerks, descending from his seat, and ap
proaching him politely.

“ I wish to see Mr. Newton," replied Dick
Turpin, equally polite.

“ I am afraid, sir, unless you come hy appoint
ment, Mr. Newton will not be able to see you,"
remarked the other.

“ I come on urgent business connected with
Mr. Richard Denton," was the answer.
“I will see Mr. Newton and hear what he

says," replied the clerk, and went out, returning
in a moment, saying, “This way, sir."

Dick was now ushered into a neat but formal
room, surrounded by shelves, on which were law
books and tin cases or deed boxes. At a table
sat a genial-looking, middle-aged gentleman.
with gold spectacles, and a general air of solid
respectability.

“ Be seated. I am very busy this morning,"
he said ; “ but if you really have any business
in connection with Mr. Richard Denton, I shall
be most happy to hear you."

“ Well, sir," replied Dick, “ I, tco, am en
gaged on urgent business, but as, under very
peculiar circumstances, I have come into posses
sion of some papers which appear to interest
him, I have hastened to bring them to you——your
name being mentioned in one of the documents.
May I ask if you have seen Air. Richard lately 1"

“ Not for some weeks," replied Mr. Newton,
taking the packet from his hands.

“ Please, when you see him, hand these
documents to him," said Dick ; “ and say they
are sent by his friend of the ‘Blue Posts’ at
Retford.”

And Dick sidled rapidly out of the room. Mr.
Newton stared after him as if he thought he
were mad, and then opened the packet. It con
tained the title deeds of an estate well worth
two thousand guineas, and a mortgage deed,
setting forth that on this estate James Tillson
had advanced twelve hundred and fifty guineas.

“The scoundrell and all Dick had was three
hundred guineas l" he muttered. " At all events
he's no longer a pauper, and can_come to terms
with Tillson."

And he put the documents in the drawer just
as the door opened, and lllr. Richard Denton
appeared.

" Come in," said Newton, as he saw the figure
of Denton standing modestly behind. "‘ Sit
down—glad to see you."

“ Well, Mr. Newton, I will not detain you
long; I come on a very strange account. It
almost appears to me the object is that under
certain circumstances I may be able to prove
an alibi. For the life of me I cannot tell why
nor wherefore," continued Denton.

" Explain yourself.”
Richard did clearly, briefly, and succinctly.

Mr. Newton listened to the whole narrative, his
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 191~
interview with Tillson, the insult, the inter
ference of a stranger in his afiairs, his offer of

money, and his earnest wish for him to go to

London openly, andtocome to him immediately
on his arrival in the metropolis.

“ Well, your mysterious friend was right. Your
being able to prove your departure from the

‘Blue Posts’ at Rstford, is a matter of very

great importance. You really did come by that
coach 2"

“Yes i I travelled the whole way with an

old college friend, Captain Dawson,” continued
Dentou ; “and only got ofi the coach for re

ireshmeuts."
"Well, well I that's all right l but it's deuced

lucky for you. Somebody's committed a

burglary at the ‘Blue Posts,’ I suspect, and
stole his bag. Your mysterious friend must.

have rode post haste to London, and beat the

stage, for he's been here-—just gone in fact, and

left these.”
-

And he threw the two deeds before him on the

table. Richard Dentou took them up and stared

wildly at them.
“What does it mean T" gasped the other, in

open-mouthed astonishment.
“ Well," said Newton, deliberately; “it ap

pears to me that there has been a burglary com- |
mitted-—that your friend is a highwayman or

something of that sort. What his motive is, we
cannot even suspect, but you clearly benefit by it,
This man Tillson clearly robbed you of nearly
8 thousand guineas, and must be made to
smart.”

'

" What do you advise doing I "
asked Dentou, ,

in some trepidation.
"Lying quiet for a few days. Then I will

write a brief letter explaining that, under cir
cumstances you do not understand, you have

come into the titles of your Darling estate, and

that, having raised three hundred guineas from
him on it, you are willing to pay that I

"

"How ‘l
"

gasped the young man.
" I will see to that. Then on this document I

will advance you all you require. You have an

excellent chance, and may do something for

yourself. Your friend Dacres, who lives near
Retford, is willing to help you in starting
afresh.

“Yes, I will go, but——" glancing at his
habiliments.

“ My dear sir," said Newton, taking his cheque

book from a drawer, “that is easily settled.

Shall I say fifty, to begin with?"

_"Newton, you are my best, my only friend,"
cried Dentou, gra=ping his hand. .

“ You forget the mysterious stranger," laughed

the lawyer. “ Let go, or else I cannot write."
Dentou did so, and received the cheque.
“Now, if you are returning to Betford, I

would not let Lawyer Tillson suspect my identity.
I should fig myself up a little, a la militairc, as

the mounseers say. Clap on a moustache as

soon as you zre ready to start. You had better

draw some more money, something may turn up.
Now be off and change your skin.” '

Richard Dentou obeyed, and four hours later
none would have recognised in the thin, pale,
elegant ofiicer-looking gentleman, with white
teeth, short curly hair and whiskers, and a slight
moustache, the quasi-beggar of a few days

before.
Newton was quite astonished, wished him

good luck, pressed a purse into his hand. and

started him oil.

' I appear to

Little did he imagine the consequences which

were to follow from his advice.

CHAPTER LXXXVII.
ran cotmrr BALL.

Under the name of Captain Thornton, Dentou
reached the “Blue Posts," and took up his

quarters there without being suspected. During:

part of his downward career he had been a

strolling actor, and was an excellent mimic.

could imitate any voice, and keep up any cha

racter.
Having installed himself in the country inn.

he hired a horse and rode out to the bachelor

residence of Mr. Arthur Dacres—a very good

friend in days past, and one always ready to

serve him.
He rode up tn the door ot the house, a very

neat residence of modern erection, surrounded

by a small park—Dacres’ money was invested in

business—and sent in written on u piece of

pasteboard, “Captain Thornton, favoured bv

Richard Dentou.” He was at once admitte-.1

into the other's sanctum. Mr. Dacrcs was n.

youngish man, who took little part in business,

being content to leave that to his elders. Re

was luxurious and indolent, but by no means

extravagant.
“Welcome, sir; any friends of Dick Dentou

are always. Have you any message from him '2“

waving his new acquaintance to a seat.

"Well, Arthur," laughed his friend, “I did

not think I should take you in. I thought you

would see through the masquerade at once."
“ Why, gracious goodness, Dick! What's up

—what does it mean! Tell me at ence; I'm

dying to know."
“lt’s along story, Arthur," was the grave

reply, “ and a curious one."
" Well, you're nearest the door,” said Dacres -,

“ring the bell. Wine and cigars, James, and

get ready a bed for my friend."
Cigars were just new in England, though they

came in when Charles II. married an infanta of

Portugal, who brought enough of India for her

dower to lay the foundation of our Indian

empire; and as Arthur Dacres was nothing if
not luxurious, he indulged in them.

“My story is a very extraordinary one,"

began Dentou, “ and I don't quite understand it.

be taking advantage of a crime—hur.

Newton says it'sall right, and that I am in no

way to blame."
“ Out with it; I'm dying to hear it," continnecl

Dacres, filling up two tumblers of claret. “ New

fire away.” _ _
Dentou required no twice telling, but told his

story in every particular exactly as it happened,

his friend only interrupting with approval and

laughter. When he had finished, he spoke

frankly and warmly. _
“I don't see how you are to blame in any

way," he said. “Tillson is such a consummate

rascal that whatever has happened to him serves

him jolly well right. Now what do you mean

to do Z”
“ I want you to try and get me that situation

you spoke of. I want work; I want, if I can,

to make money," wu_the reply;
“ and by de

grees regain my inheritance.'_' _
“ All right. I shall be going to London in a
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192 THE BLUE DWARF;

‘ ball; we'll go.

week," returned Dscres. “We will go together,

a
fi
id by hook or by crook I will get you some

t ing."
“ I am very thankful, old friend."
“ In the meantime we must amuse ourselves.

You will stay here. To-morrow is the county
No one will know you. You

look thin, pale, and interesting. Catch a heiress
—harder things to do than that."

“I'm in your hands, Dscres; do with me as
you will," replied Denton.

“Then we'll dine, drive over to Polworth,
get a ticket, you can hire a court suit, and the
thing is done,” cried Dacres; " I'll find you
plenty of partners."

And so it was settled.
The two friends dined, and drove into Pol

worth, the county town, and went to the Royal
.Hotel. As they went up the High Street they

‘, passed T11lson‘s place, a large but gloomy man

|sion, at which Denton scowled, but made no

‘remark. At the drawing-room window was a
‘very handsome girl. As he saw her, Dacres

dslirlilled.
A sudden thought seemed to strike

" They sauntered into the public room, where
many acquaintances of Dacres happened to be,
some who in former days had known Denton,
but not one showed any sign of recognition
when he was introduced as Captain Thornton.

Presently, he called to see the costumier
of Polworth, and was measured for a court
-dress, which, as it happened, had been made for
,him four years before. It was iordered to be'

sent to the hotel. _
Captain Thornton then recognised his new

'friends, with whom he spent u very glorious
‘evening, wound up by a supper. Cards were:
introduced; but out of London few peoplei
played for high stakes. so that it was impossible
1o lose much. At twelve they retired to Dacres '

Lodge.

'~ Next evening, at an earlier hour than is cus
tomary now-a-days, the two friends entered the
really fine Assembly ltooms, which were already

, beginning to fill.

'_ Dacres introduced his friend, who readily found
partners. He was handsome, young, with a

distinguished air about him, and he was well
introduced. Dacres was not a man to be seen
piloting about a nobody. An hour passed very I

agreeably, Denton laughing in his sleeve while
eonversing with old friends with whom once he
had been intimate.

v About ten o'clock, Dacres came up with a

smile on his face.
“ Thornton," he said in a low tone, “such an

eventl A romantic young lady has taken a
fancy to you--romantic young 1ady—plenty
of money and all that. Come along and let me
introduee'you. She has asked me to do it.”

And he led him up to where sat a really
handsome girl—pleasing, interesting, and, as
far as outward appearance was any guide, very
amiable and innocent.

“ Miss Tillson," he began ; “ my friend, Cap
tain Thornton. I think you will make a very
bright and handsome couple." :

And Dacres retreated, laughing, leaving his ll

friend in a maze of astonishment. And this.‘
was the daughter of his enemy, of the man who l

had helped him in the downward road to ruin. ,

Well, it was not her fault, and he would make |

the best of it. He begun talking, and foundi
her, though very shy, both sensible and feeling.

but rather romantic in her notions. He became
interested, he scarcely knew why.

He got hold of her tablet, and put himself
down for several more dances, with the obvious
approval of the lady.

After the second dance he led her to her
chaperone, as he was engaged for the next
dance, and then sought his friend, whom he
found chatting at a kind of bar-counter with
some companions. As he saw the other ap
proach, Dacres came, to meet him.

“You're a pretty fellow, Dacres, to let me in
like that," he said; “do you mean to say that

is Tillsou's daughter 2"
“ Only child and heiress i" replied Dacres. “A

very nice girl, well brought up by a worthy aunt.
Here's a revenge for you. Tillson loves her as
the apple of his eye. The man who wins her
will have all his money."

“ But," mused Denton ; “he can easily revoke
his will."

“ I doubt it; but she's afair fortune in her
own right," went on the other; “ enough to re
lease all your property."

" Then, by heavens! I'll try
all right," added Denton.

“ My cousins, the Fairfields, say she is a most
charming girl—unassuming and good," said

Mephistopheles, fanning the flame.
Denton said no more. but marched away. All

those who have studied the memoirs and fiction
of the last century, must be aware that our
female ancestors, however worthy and amiable
in some instances, were very easily led to be
lieve the utterances of male admirers. Denton
set to work on her susceptible heart all the
evening, and finally obtained a promise from
her to meet him at twelve o’clock next day, in a
well-known walk outside the town.

We have no excuse to make for Clara, but that
she was young and inexperienced. Still, all

it on l She seems

‘clandestine love affairs are tarred with deceit
and falsehood, no matter under what circum
stances. The laws of marriage were shamefully
lax in those days; in these days they are not
much better. England would be a happier and a
greater country, if no man were allowed to get
married before twenty-five, or women before
eighteen.

Ruskin is right. While we allow earlier
marriages—a man has scarcely done growing
before five-and-twenty—the race will continue
to deteriorate. Half the sickness, misery, and
vice of London is caused by too early mar
riages.

At twelve next day they met. Captain
Thornton was pressing, warm, and ardent. He
was not a poor man, he said, and not a rich man,
but her father would object, would make delays,
do anything to prevent her marriage with him.
Doubtless he had some one in view I

Well, with a shudder, she confessed there
was an impecunious old baronet, who would
make her “ my lady."

Captain Thornton laughed the idea to scom,
and urged her to put a complete bur to such
misery by marrying him. What has Shake

speare, wisest ot all cynics, said : “Frailty, thy
name is woman." Clara resisted feebly, then
wholly surrendered.

The gallant captain made another appoint
ment for six o'clock, when he would have a
postchaise ready, and away for Gretna Green,
which was only eighty miles distant.

Thornton hurried away to his friend, who
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THE BLUE DWARF;

4 . found the

roared with laughter at the quickness of the revenge, he started after his erring daughter
courtship.
'5“I shall start at half-past six. I hope '1‘illsou'
will not discover our flight until to-morrow,"
said Denton; “anyway, we shall have a fair
start. He will spare _n0 expense on this oc
casion, I know."

-" Leave all to me. There's a dinner on at the
‘ Royal ’—magistr-ates’ dinner,” chuckled Dacres.
“ I'll ‘ply him—don't mind drinking when it
costs nothing." ‘

And so it was agreed.
“Got enough money 7" presently asked Dacres.

“ I've a drawer full of loose cash.!'

_
“ Plenty! thanking you heartily all the

r-same," replied Denton;,,and the two friends
..- eat down to dinner.

'

:....; J-it six o'clock, Miss Clara Tillson tripped
down the stops of the lawyer's house with .a
small bag in her hand, which contained her
-jewellery—very valuable—and some money, not
an inconsiderable lump. Clara had heard that
very ardent lovers were often in pecuniary
straits, and wished to be prepared for all
contingencies.

She found the chaise waiting in a dark side
alley, was handed in by Captain Thornton, who
was very nervous, and then away they went.

As we have not much more time to devote to
this love episode, we will briefly tell the

'
end.

They duly reached Gretna Green about ten,
were married, and had secured a small cottage
on the outskirts, there to wait with tolerable
equanimity the paternal fury. Interference was

~‘too late. They were bound by ties which death
alone could loosen.

'
Meanwhile, Tillson had gone to the magis'

tr-ates‘ dinner, which was always a grand affair
in the county town. The sharp old attorney was
always on these occasions at his best, affable,

-humble, polite, bowing and scraping to all.
He found himself next to Dacres, whom he'

knew, though not familiarly. Dacres was chatty,
.agi-eeable, and conversational. He took wine

uwith Mr. Tillson several times, and towards the
lend of the evening he was tolerably merry,
'-jhough not intoxicated quite. "

_'
__ At this moment, one of the attendants came

to"‘lii.m and said a servant from his house was
-_.waiting to see him.

_
VTillson staggered up, struck by some warning

of--evil, and, aided by the man, tottered out to a

waiting-room, where he found his old house
~=keeper in a state of frantic alarm.

" Oh, sir; Miss Clara l”she gasped.

,- "What of her 1" he cried, in a wild tone.
“ Speak l or I'll strangle you."

“ She's not been seen since six,-when she went
out. They do say," she went on, in aterrifled
tone, “ she was seen on the road toficotland with

a gentleman."
" What are you staring at, you fool T" he cried,

to the gaping attendant. “Brandy—a post
chaise I"

The attendant retired and gave his orders.
He presently returned with a bottle of brandy
and a tumbler, which the lawyer filled to the
brim and drank off. Scarcely had he done so,
when he sank back on a couch helplessly in
toxicated.

And there he lay until morning, when, waken
_ ing to a sense of his desolation and misery, he

postchaise ready. He took hasty
refreshment, and then, burning with hatred and

and her seducer. .

On reaching Gretna Green, he found that
they were duly married and residing at Wood
bine Cottage, on the outskirts of the pretty little
village where so much misery and wretchedness
has been forged.

Burning with rage, he had himself guided to
the hut-like habitation, at the doorof which he
knocked first, and receiving no answer, entered,
to find himself face to face with Clara Tillson
and Richard Denton.

He stood still, appalled, and turned asif in‘
search of a weapon. There was a poker in the.
small stove; at this he flew, but Clara inter
vened.

“Papa, allow me to introduce you to my
husband, who is all that. is good and kind. I

love him very much, and cannot be happy with
out him," she said. ,,.,-""

“ Introduce me to him I I' knew him before
you were born," cried the irate lawyer; “ this

is that nnhanged thief and bankrupt, Richard
Denton."

“ I know it," she said, quietly; “ he has told
me all. We are quite willing to do without any
of your money—i£ you will only forgive us."

"Believe me, Mr. Tillson," put in Denton,
quietly; i“ that had I not fallen overhead and
ears in love with your daughter at first sight this
would not have happened. I do love your
daughter, and will make her happy —of that
you need have no doubt."

The lawyer reflected. James Tillson was no
fooL His daughter had married well, a gentle
man of ancient lineage, and capable of filling

afgood
social position. He must make the best

0 it. '

"What is done cannot be undone," he said,
holding out his hand ; “be good to my girl, and
there is an end of the matter. You had better
stop away a week, and then retum to Denton
Hall ; I will have it ready for you."

And he sat down to join them at their meal.
Shortly after he left, escorted to the small inn
by his son-in-law.

Before ten days were over the marriage of
Richard Denton and Clara Tillson was a nine
days’ wonder, and then the young squire re
sumed his right station in society, and all thanks
to Dick Turpin, to whom he wrote an account of
the whole affair, inviting him to come and see
him whenever he was that way.

Dick did not get the letter for some time, but
when he did, determined to avail himself of the
invitation at an early date.

CHAPTER LXXXVIII. V
'

A PEKILOUS ADVENTURE.
About the time of the elopement, Dick and

Tom were jogging along the road, after a furious
spell in London. They had not spent all their
money, but were tired of riot and dissipation.
So, leaving all but a few guineas in a safe
deposit in London, they started ofi for a canter
along the Great North-road in search of fresh
air, adventure, and health;

They were in no hurry. These two were
always methodical in their habits, except when
actually engaged on business.

It was their second day, and they wereseated
at the window oi a public room enjoying them
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 195

selves, when a carriage drove up—-a kind ofl “ Honoured friend," it said, " I shall be ready
open vehicle of a nondescript kind-—from which l on Thursday with the two thousand guineas to
alighted two well-to-do looking citizens. Dick
and Tom sat unconcerned, but their eyes took
in their quarry.

These two men, fat, their faces beaming over
with the unction of money, with only one coach
man as guard, were just the men to suit their
plans.

They entered the house and at once ordered
dinner, in the same room in which the highway
men were seated. These two laid down their
pipes and entered into conversation.

Presently, Dick sauntered out into the yard
to look after his horses, and saw an ostler
grooming those of the citizens.

“ Goiugtomakeastay 7" asked the highwayman.
“No, sir l only having a rest."
“ I shall want my horses in half an hour,”

resumed Dick, and went back to the house,
which, after a while, he left in company with
Tom King.

They had contrived to find out that the
citizens were bound for Norwich, and trotted
that way, looking out for a good place where to
conceal themselves. The roadside for some way
was lined by hedges, but at last they came to a
spot where an old dilapidated barn stood a
little way ofi the road.

Into this they entered, half closing the door
behind them, but leaving suificent space for
them to squeeze through. Here they sat
erect upon their horses, like centaurs, their
ears expectant of every sound.

Half-an-hour passed, and then they distinctly
heard the rumbling of wheels. They at once
saw to their pistols, and put on their crepe
masks, which were usually turned up inside
their hats.

The vehicle came along with a rumbling
sound, and was soon close to the barn, the
coachman driving, the citizens ensconced in the
back seats. They looked fat, jolly, and com
placent, as if they were at peace with all the
world.

Out darted Dick and Tom, deftly knocked the
coschman ofi his seat, and then presented their
pistols to the heads of the two astonished
travellers.

“ Shell out, my friends," said Dick, in a hoarse,
feigned voice ; " no banter nor delay."

The men were pale with terror, and at once
fumbled in their pockets, bringing out ap
parently well-lined pocket books and purses.

“ Watches l" cried Dick, sententiously ; “can
accept anything."

They obeyed, and the two highwaymen turned
and with a light laugh rode off.

They did not go far before they examined
their capture. It was not so rich as they ex
pected, but there was perhaps fifty guineas'
worth in all. Still, everything was grist to their
mill, and they struck ofl into a cross road, nor
halted until they reached an alehouse, where
they agreed to pass the night.

They ordered a double-bedded room as usual,
thinking it safer not to be separated in case of
any accident. Two such men as they were
worth a dozen ordinary individuals. This done,
they secured refreshments, determining to sup
later on. Among the contents of the pocket
books were some letters, which they now ex
amined.

(_)ne was addressed to Mr. Boustead, banker,

lend on the mortgage. As. however, the roads
are very much infested by highwaymen and
footpads, I shall put on a shabby coat, and ride
a scrubby horse, putting only a few bits of gold
and silver in my purse, hiding the rest in my
big riding boots, and Ishall reach Leicester
about twelve on Thursday."

“ And this is Wednesday," cried Dick, after he
had read the letter. “ Wheuce comes he l" and
looking, he saw it was a small town in the
direction whence the citizens had come.

“ It will be a rare game,” smiled Tom ; " how
he'll stare when he finds we know. Does he
sign his name l"

" Yea l Stephen Mowbrsy," replied Dick.
It may easily be imagined how these two

gloated over this marvellous discovery. They
revelled in the prospect, and ordered an extra
glam on the strength of their expected wind
fall. Later on they supped, and retired when
the house closed for the night.

After a late breakfast they started on the
expedition in their usual light-hearted way, as
gaily as some might have gone to a ball.

This time they selected a small but dense
wood as the scene of their ambush, as they had
a motive for so doing. Dick planted himself
where he had a good view of the road, leaving
his horse to feed on such herbage as he could
find in the forest.

Presently they saw a solitary rider coming
along the road. He was mounted on a kind of
lean Rozinante, while he himself was not very
stout. His clothes, as he approached, seemed
very much likea bundle of rags, but his riding
boots were unusually large.

Dick Turpin vaulted into his saddle, and the
two sallied forth and went straight for the
traveller, who, the moment they touched his
bridle, began to speak in piteous accents.

“ I’rn a poor man," he muttered ; “ not worth
a guinea."

The highwaymen made no reply, but dragged
the terrified traveller into the wood, where they
bid him dismount. No sooner did he do so, than
Turpin knocked him down, and despite a feeble
resistance, pulled off his boots. In less time
than it takes to tell, they found at the bottom,
under a false sole, two rolls of notes and gold.

“ Have pity on a poor ruined old man l" cried
the other, piteously

“ Squire Mowbray," cried Tom King, " don’t
think to impose on me; you are as rich as
Crcesus ; you have mortgages all round, and this
little sum won't hurt you. Thank your stars,
it's not ten thousand.”

The miser, for such he was, declared in tones
of abject grief that he was utterly and hope
lessly ruined, to which remark neither of the
knights of the road paid the slightest attention.

Securing their plunder, they mounted and rode
oi}, utterly regardless of the fearful impreca
tions, oaths, and ejaculations of the discom
fited miser. They wcre, however, well aware that
no sooner would the man get anywhere where he
could make a declaration, than he would set the
officers of justice after them, and spare no pains
to capture them before they got rid of their
plunder.

Where to go l
This was the important question; and, after

some hesitation, they determined to retrace their
steps by the cross roads, and get out of the line
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196 THE BLUE DWARF ,.

which connected the highway, and lie perdu “ may I ride a short distance with you? I have
for a day or two, when they would find an

asylum in the safest place known to them in
London.

Half way to the main road they sought tem
porary repose in an inn, where they were quite
unknown, and entering the parlour determined
to stay there some hours, perhaps all night. That
would depend on circumstances. If they found
the accommodation good, and all_they could
desire, they would stay. _

They copiously indulged in refreshments, but
always took care not to exceed the bounds of
prudence. Few men were so hard headed as
these comrades; but then, they were equally
good trenchermen, which makes all the dif
ference.

About six in the evening, several persons being
present in the public room, the door was pushed
open, and a tall, handsome-looking fellow,
of about thirty, entered the room. He was
evidently very much excited.

“ What’s the matter, Jim 1" cried one of those
present; “anything wrong?"

“ Mowbray won't let me have the mosey,” he
cried, in anxious and excited tones; “he says
he's been robbed on the king's highway—robbed
and half murdered, and until he catches the
criminals, will part with no more coin."

“ That's bad," said his friend ; and all present
joined in their

sgr1i?pathy-one
adding, “what

are you going to o
'

“ Give up the farm," sighed the young man;
“it's terribly hard, but can’t be helped. The

stelvfvard
would give me time if I could pay

ha .
Dick and Tom exchanged glances, but made

no remark. They were both sorry for the young
man, it is true; but what was to be done?

“May I ask who that young man is I" pre
sently demanded Dick Turpin, of one of his
com nions and friends.

“ Farmer James Lewis, a capital fellow," re
marked the other; “but he's taken a bigger
farm, a little more than he can manage. He
owns a goodish bit already, but wanted to buy
a vacant one which was once in his family."

"Oh, indeed," was all Dick said. A few
minutes later he rose, and, leaving the room,
went up to the bedroom which they had secured
in case they determined to stay. Tom King
followed him.

“What do you say 7" asked Dick, when the
two were alone. “Shall we give the poor
fellow a thousand of the money l"

“ This sort of thing won't do, you know," said

Tom King, with a grimace. “I don't see the

use of our risking our necks, and then giving up
the swag like this."

" Well, we’ve got two thousand, and you shall
have the greater part of the thousand we are

going to keep," continued Dick : "let me have

my_way this once, and it shall not happen
sin.

agTom reluctantly yielded, and returned to the

public room, where he found Farmer Lewis
about to take his departure. Having wished his

friends good bye, he went out, closely followed
by Dick.

While waiting for his horse, the farmer stood
cooling his heated brow in the road in front of
the inn.

Dick went up and politely touched his
beaver. _ _ _

“A word with you, Mr. Lewis,” he said;

something important to say."
James Lewis stared at him curiously, and then

responded—
“ I see no objection."
Dick had already ordered his horse, and it was

brought. They rode for a few moments side by
side, without speaking.

“ Mr. Lewis, I understand that you expected
an advance from Squire Mowbray T" asked
Tur in.

“ did; but it is useless discussing the sub
ject," retorted Lewis, wearily.

“Well; but I have something to say, con
tinued Dick; “ you said that a thousand would
save you."

“Yes! because, if I paid that, I could have
time for the balance," he sadly remarked.

“Well; Imust ask you to demand no ex
planations," said Dick ; “think what you please,
so that you keep your own counsel. In this
parcel you will find a thousand guineas in notes.
I would not change them hereabout — good
bye l" and thrusting the parcel into the
astonished farmer's hand, he rode ofi, summoned
Tom, and was away before anybody could have
sto ped them.

hat Farmer Lewis, having heard so much of
the other's exploits, should an t how the
money had come into his hands, t at, in fact, he
should suspect him to be Dick Turpin, we believe
was the case. However this may be, he acted
with caution, went up to London, and changing
the notes for gold at a foreign Jew money
changer's, at a slight loss, returnedjto his native
place and paid half of the purchase money of
the land. Three months later he married a girl
with suflicient money to enable him to pay the
balance, and Squire Mowbray did not get a

mortgage on that property.

CHAPTER LXXXIX.
A ssanow ssosra.

Anxious to get away from the neighbourhood
of the irate money-lender, who would set the
minions of the law on them without mercy, they
returned to London, and took up their quarters
at the “ Blue Lion" in Gray's Inn Lane. a house
noted for selling fine ale, and crowded every
night with a motley assemblage of visitors,
among whom were many thieves, sharpers, and
other desperate characters, with their doxies.

Gambling with cards and dice was rampant in
this place, and many a young man who came in
innocently enough to see what he called life,
dated his ruin from that hour.

Dick and Tom only came there for a change,
it being out of their beaten track. As soon,
however, as it was dark, they rose, wished such
of them as they knew good-bye, and crossing
Holborn, went to one of the most flash of the
notorious houses frequented by the “ family "

as
all those who belonged to the dangerous classes
were called.

Here the company was a little more select,
that is to say, was composed of persons who had

more money than the poorer class of visitors
who frequented the “ Blue Lion."

Here they also met some m lasses to whom
they were well known and enjoyed themselves
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very much, on that and one or two other oc—
i

casions.
On ihe fourth night, they were in one of their

favourite resorts, when Tim Roach entered hur
riedly, as if in search of them.

He seated himself next to Dick, and whispered,
“ Sspsthwa wants you. I will come back in
half an hour. I have mother message to take."

And he went out hurriedly.
Dick and Tom now finished up what refresh

ment was before them, and prepared for action.
They were willing to obey the Blue Dwarf, but
just then were more inclined to have finished
their London orgie. Still they were bound
to their extraordinary employer, and never
thought of deserting him.

Very shortly Tim Roach returned, and they
departed with him, having already sent for their
horses.

As soon as they were on the road, Tim Roach
explained himself. Both Brian Seymour and
Robert Woodstock had been seen on the road
between Lewes and Brighton. That they were
on the track of the earl's place of concealment
seemed likely. But who could have betrayed
them 7 Could Joe Askew have broken his oath 7
The other emi ‘s fatal death exonerated him.

“ I fancy Joe Askew, scoundrel, thief, and
tracker, as he is, would scarcely run the fearful
risk of breaking that oath,“ observed Dick
Turpin ; “true he's only a flash-kiddy, and one
can never know." '

“ Well, at all events, they have been seen that
way. I believe Teddy put them on the track,"
said Tim, “before he died. My lord is anxious
not to move."

“ I propose," retorted Dick, “ we had all three
better disguise ourselves and go diiferent ways
we can meet on the road, say at Cuclrfield;
then we can disperse again, and make another
rendezvous."

This was on, and all adjourned to
Dick's private apartments, where they selected
some of his numerous disguises, which between
them, they managed to make very complete.
Dick made himself a very respectable cattle
dealer, with a rather large beard on his chin ;
Tom made up for a city man, while Tim was
turned into a very respectable jockey. He had
been brought up as a groom and knew all about
horses.

They kept together until out of London, and
then separated. Their plan was to examine
every public-house and inn on the way, these
being divided between them.

Tim stopped at the first, Tom at the second,
and then Dick rode on to the next, and con
tinued in this way until he reached Cuckfield.
Here he selected the “ Horse Shoe," a noted
house of very respectable character. He stood
in the bar for some little time, and then sauntered
towards the parlour.

As he did so, he d the ta -room, the door
of which was partly open. Dic started, for he
at once was attracted by talking, and recognised
first the voice of Brian Seymour and then that
of Joe Askew.

He stood still and listened.

' hiddy is a this! of the lower order, who, when he is
oreechedby a courseof successfuldepredations,dressesin
the extreme of vulgar gent-ility, and affectsa knowingness
in his air and conversation. which renders him in reality
an object of ridicule; such a one is pronounced by his
associatesof the sameclass a rlcuhkiddg/,or a rolling biddy.
Jly I-iddy is a familiar term used by these gentry in nd
dressmgeachother.

“ I tell you, I will have no more to do with
the matter. It would be certain death. Besides,

‘ I have taken a solemn oath, which I will not
break," earnestly cried Joe Askew ; “ how you

' found out they are somewhere on the coast near
Lewes, I cannot tell-but remember I gave no
information."

“ But you could," retorted Brian; “you are
betraying us l"

“No, I am notl
cannot be for you,” urged Joe.

“ Well, yon‘re afool l” exclaimed Brian ; “ but
mind you don’t betray us, or I'll be one on
your toe (be even with you some time) ; any
way, I am going to try this new village of
Brighthelmstone."

Dick waited to hear no more, but backed out,
took another glass at the bar, and mounting,
rode to the “ White Lion," where he was to meet
his companions. Going to the public room he
was shortly joined by his friends. They met
as strangers, but speedily contrived to make
acquaintance, and sit at the same table.

They snatched a hasty meal, Dick telling them
what he had heard, and as soon as that was
despatched again mounted, nor barely drew rein
until they reached Brighthelmstone.

The two highwaymen put up at the old farm
house turned into an inn, while Tim went round
to report progress.

The residence of the earl was somewhat in
the character of a fortress, so well was it
guarded and barred. Ever since the birth of
the child, greater precautions than ever
had been taken. Windows were barred, shutters
securely closed at night, and no loophole
left unguarded by which an entrance could be
effected.

Tim Roach hurried to the house, made some
signal previously agreed on, and was at once
admitted to the presence of Sapathwa, to whom
he reported.

“So they have tracked us again,” said the
Blue Dwarf, with fire-flashing eyes. “I can
scarcely keep from tearing them to pieces. I
will see the earl—wait here."

And he went out to where he expected to find
the young nobleman alone. He did so. The
countess at that hour generally visited the
nursery. He told him what Tim had reported.

“What do you advise 2” asked Shelton, in a
dejected tone.

“Trick these rascals into some trap, and then
return secretly to Elphick Castle. By using the
utmost circumspection, and watching by day and
night, we may defy them. Or," he continued,
" go to London, and live the next seven months
under an assumed name.”

“ Oh l here comes the colonel,” said the earl,
m0urnfully—“ explain."

A long conference was held, to which Lord
Jermyn was summoned, and it was resolved to
wait a few hours before deciding. In the
meantime Brian and Robert should be watched,
and an attempt made to discover if they had

| tracked the fugitives to their hiding place.
I Tim Roach went ofi to the farm-house inn

and reported his instructions to Dick and Tom,
who at once set their wits to work. It was
decided that the two highwaymen should re
main where they were while Tim Roach scouted.

He at once started, and wandered about the
roads that led to the sea shore, Dick and Tom
securing a room for themselves. It was small

| and incommodious, but it was private.

I am not against you—I
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198 THE BLUE DWARF;

Tim, after a time, seated himself on a fallen I got hold of has seen a spoony young couple,
tree and waited. Not for long. He heard the a nurse and a baby, while two middle-aged
canter of horses along the road, and soon made
out two horsemen, who in another moment were |
upon him. On seeing some one seated on a
fallen tree, the riders reined in. _" Eh, my lad," said Brian, “ we're strangers in
these parts. Who lives about here 7"

“ Stranger myself—don‘t know," replied the
other, and subsided into silence.

Tue men rode on.
“ We're on the right track," whispered Brian,

in an exulting tone ; " that's Tim Roach, X0!‘ 8»
guinea ; he’s well made up, but I knew his voice.
'1‘hev're not far otf."

" Let us make sure," cried Robert, “ and re
turned at once to where the other had been
sitting." But he was gone.

" You were right. Now, where can we
pitch and pick up some information 7"

Brian looked uronnd.
" There appear lights in yonder farm house,"

he said ; “ we'll try."
And they rode up to the inn, where Tim Roach

had preceded them. Entering. they found that
it was a place where man and beast could get
refreshments.

They sat down, called for what they required,
and having being served, asked if a family had
recently removed into the neighbonrhood—a
lady and several gentlemen.

The host replied that many families from
Lewes lived there in the summer, but nobody in
particular had come there of late.

“ Could they have beds?"
“ Nol Their only room to spare was already

let.”
“Where is the nrarest place we can get ac

commodation 2" asked Brian, very much an
noyed.

" ' Half-way House,’ on the Lewes road," was
the reply.

And paying for what they had had, they went
out, followed in the distance by Tim, who, seeing
them safely housed at the “ Half-way House,"
returned to report.

Nothing rnore could be done that night, so
Tim left Dick and Tom to let the Blue Dwarf
know what had happened. Again a brief con
ference was held, after which Dick was sum
moned to the house.

It was arranged that all should wait to see
what was attempted on the morrow. Nothing
would he done until night. This Dick returned
and intimated to Tom. They presently retired
to rest and lay late, knowing that Tim Roach
would soon arouse them it anything should
turn up.

But night came again without anything hap
pening. Tim then came round with instructions
for them to keep a sharp look out from some
good vantage point, one on each side of the
house.

They had not long to wait. About seven in
the evening they saw Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock. clad in rough frieze coats. come
across the fields towards the house, which was
enahrouded in darkness.

Dick was ensconced behind a wood pile in a
stooping position. The two rnen approached
close to where he was, and gazed up at the
house.

“ It looks very dark," said Brian ; “ but I am
assured at the inn that it is inhabited, and by
just the people we are looking for. That woman

gentlemen often are seen out on horseback to
gether."

“ But they seem fully on their guard," replied
Robert, significantly.

" Yes; and yet we might get in some nirtht.
I wish we had Jim, the Cracker, down here,"
Brian went on ; " I have a great mind to fetch
him."

“He's good at cracking cribs, I must say.
The house looks pretty strong, but it has no
doubt its vulnerable part," observed Robert.

“ The delay is what I think of ; but it would
be idle for us to venture," said Brian ; “ we had
better return and make terms with him."

"I am heartily sick of the whole business,"
retorted Robert; “ as long as that infernal
cripple exists, we shall be defeated."

" Curse him,” added Brian, “ his cunning has
defeated usasyet, but let me but once get him in
my power and 1 will destroy him as I would a
rat. But it's no use talking ; we must get back
to town and hunt up Conkey Cracker, as some call
him."

With which they moved away, after launch
ing sundry warm epithets at the house and its in
dwellers.

Dick waited until they were out of sight, and
then joined his companion. Once l0g8Lhe'l,
they went up to the house, and pulling a
bell secreted in the ivy, were at once admitted
by Tim Roach and taken to the presence of
Sapathwa.

Dick without circnmlocution told his story, to
which the Blue Dwarf listened with the deepest
attention, chuckling in his terrible way at what
was said about himself.

" Forewarned, forearmed," he said ; " but now
as to this Conkey Cracker. Do you know him Z"

" Yes, sir l" replied Turpin, "the cleverest
burglar in England. He's done some fine starts,
butis in hiding now, as the otlicers have sworn
to have him dead or alive."

“ Couldn't yon watch and let as know when
he is coming down 2" asked Sapathwa; " we
would then be ready for him."

“Certainly; can we take Tim with us?"
asked Dick.

“ If you wish. As to money 7"
“ We don't want any just now. We shall bc

happy to be paid when we have done the work ;
we shall be proud," answered Dick.

Sapathwa smiled his wan and almost ghastly
smile, and then offering them some refreshments,
they shortly after took their leave in company
with Tim Roach, who thoroughly enjoyed the
spirit of adventure.

Their object was to reach London in time to
see Conkey Cracker before the others, and make
terms with him. Ii he was willing to help in
defeating their machinations, Sapathwa was
willing to reward him most handsomely.

Both Dick and Tom knew him well and were
cognisant of his different haunts, and kncvv
where to find him.

They proceeded towards Cucktield, where they
put up about midnight, and started after break
fast for the great metropolis, which they reached
by easy stages.

They used every precaution to avoid comi: g
across Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock.
their errand to London being one that depended
on these two arch conspirators being ignorant
of their wh"reabouts.
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CHAPTER X0.
ran: anacnans‘ LAIB.

After putting up their horses and making
arrangements for the night, they took their way
towards one of the worst dens in Shoreditch,
where they had heard Conkey Cracker had taken
refuge. His last burglary had been of an un
usually audacious character, and had brought
Jown such animadversions on the heads of the
Bow Street department, that the oficers had ex
pressed their determination to capture Conkey
at any price.

He had, therefore, secluded himself for some
time, begging his friends to keep his place of
concealment dark.

Nobody ever for one moment would have
suspected Dick and Tom of splitting, so they
easily obtained a clue to his lair when they ex
pressed a wish to see him on a matter of private
business.

We will allow them to go forward while we
explain a strange coincidence, which might
have ended badly for our two friends and
others.

Some days before, a gentleman named White
bread, residing in Saville-place, had lost a very
beautiful little King Charles spaniel. He put
an advertisement in the papers ofiering two
guiness reward for the recovery of the dog.

A man named Sargcant then called upon him
and informed him that he knew where the dog
was, and if he would give him something extra
beyond the two guineas, he would say where it
could be found, but the two guineas would have
to be given to the man who had it.

Mr. Whitebread asked the man how he came
to know where the dog was, and he replied:
“ To tell you the truth, I saw the dog stolen.”

Mr. Whitebread, on hearing this, said : " You
are a partineps oriminis in the act, and, unless
you produce it, I shall give you into custody."
The man refused to say where it was, and Mr.
Whitebread then sent for the watchmen and
charged the man with the robbery.

He was taken to Marlborough-street and
brought before the magistrates. He still re
fused to say where it was, and was then re
manded for further inquiries.

After being locked up for some time he sent for
the oflicer, and told him, if the two guineas
were forthcoming, he would take the watchman
to where the dog was. The magistrate directed
two watchmen, named Goddard and Clements,
to accompany the prisoner in a hackney coach,
and he then took them to a most notorious
house opposite to Shoreditch church.

The front part was a noted public-house; but
at the back of it was a large den of thieves of a
most fearful description.

Here it was that Dick Turpin and Tom King
had gone to seek an interview with Conkey
Cracker, who received them in a private room,
for which he paid a good price.

The two officers had no idea of the dangerous
gang they were going among, or they would
have been better prepared and gone in greater
numbers. \Vben the man Sargeant arrived with
the officers at the house, he first stipulated that
the two guineas should be handed to the land
lord to hold while the dog was fetched.

The money was accordingly given up to him.

Sargeant then sent a message to bring the dog.
When it was brought, the otficers requested to

be informed who they had to give the money up

to. fthere were several in the gang, and tl.ey
said '/.he money was to be left with the landlord,
and they would divide it among the praper
parties.

The watchmen replied : “ They must take the
dog, then, and the two gnineas, back. The little
dog in the meantime had been fondling and
playing, and seemed quite delighted at seeing
his master, a serving-man, there, as though glad
at the prospect of gctiing home again.

As none in the gang would personally claim

it
,

the landlord gave the two guineas back to the
watchmen, and they at once prepared to leave
with the dog.

Upon this a great row ensued between the
watchmen and the thieves, and a struggle for
the possession of the dog followed.

A whistle was now blown, and a door at the
end of a passage was opened by some robbers
concealed in a secret room. It was, in fact, a

regular robber‘s den.
At a signal given, thirty of the most desperate

cut-throats came running out, all armed with
long-bladed knives, swearing with the most hor
rible imprecations to murder anyone that inter
fered with any of their body. In the terrible
struggle which ensued they tried to cat ofl the
head of the poor terrified little animal. and they
declared that, unless the money was left, the dog
should not go out of the place alive.

The landlord, seeing the serious nature of the
conflict that was going on, at once jumped over
the bar, and, opening a side door that was gene
rally kept locked. stood between the exasperated
thieves and Mr. Whitebread’s servant, whom he
let out with the dog undo: his arm.

Having got into the street safely with the

dog, which was considered exceedingly valuable,
he at once made his escape with it to his
master's house.

The whole gang of the thieves, however, com
menced to set on the watchmen in the most
brutal manner. They knocked them down and
trampled on them, and with the most horrid
curses threatened to stab them with their
knives.

The landlord now interfered, and other aid
from the outside being obtained, the otlicers

were got away from the murderous gang.
Further assistance was now procured by them,
and Sargeant was taken back to Marlborough
street to be charged with being an accessory
after the fact, in stealing the dog, and with the

assault on the watchmen.
In the meantime, Dick and Tom had intro

'

dnced themselves ascoming on business; Conkey
Cracker bowed, and mildly suggested that, being

very short of the mopuses, he should like some

thing to eat. _
With the same frankness as he had exhibited,

Dick ordered some cold meat, a jug of ale, and

a pint of brandy. _

A portion of this being disposed of by the

accomplished burglar, with the brandy _betw_een
them, Mr. Conkey Cracker politely inquired
their business.

“ Honour brightF—no splitting." _
"No faking, Whatever you trust me with

‘ mum's the word,‘ ” he said. his eyes apparently
cast downwards, but ever and anon glancing up

at them with a searching and curious look.

Dick now explained that two men whom he

robably knew, Brian Seymour and Robert
Voodstock, would, as soon as they could and

him, propose a burglary to him.
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200 THE BLUE DWARF;
.2‘“ It won't be much of a ‘ crack’ in the way of

‘5V_VBg,"’_ said Dick; “ but he wants to steal a
Chlld which stands perhaps between himself and
an earldom."

_
“ Not in my line," replied Conkey, with a

virtuous shake of his head.

“_Well, I think they’ll make it worth your
fvhlle,” continued Dick ; “ while, if you play
1nt_o our hands, we’ll pay. The father of the
child

'W1ll pay handsomely. All we want to

know is, when it's coming off. When they come.
adjourn the job until a fixed day, and then tell
me the date."

“ N0 grabbing," mused Conkey.
_“ Under the armpits,” said Dick, holding out

his hand.
“Then, it's settled," replied Conkey. “ Ah l

What’-'8that l Are the dabs upon us I”

And he ran out to see what was the matter,
returning with rather a disturbed look." Some fool has let the beaks send some

Charleys here fora stolen dog,” he said; “ but
don t be uneasy ; if the worst comes to the
worst, I have a way out. Anyway, as this crib
1s blown, I shall move out to-night."

And he sat down to help finish the brandy.
The contest was not of long duration, but

when the thieves and robbers returned, the noise
for some time was stunning. But our friends
were used to this sort of thing, and waited until
it had toned down, when Dick gave Conkey
Cracker an address, and retired with Tom.

On the second night after this, while Dick and
Tom were enjoying their evening meal, a boy
came in, and putting a bit of paper in the high
wayman's hand, retired without a word.

“ The sixteenth, at midnight," was made out
with some difiiculty.

'_I‘hi_sgave them four clear days to work. After
€l1]0yl!1g themselves for another hour, they
rose, fetched their horses, and started for
Brighthelmstone.

CHAPTER XCI.
THE BURGLARY

It was a dark and gloomy night, the wind
blowing fresh and the rain falling in slanting
sheets, when three horsemen with heavy cloaks
and slouched hats approached the mansion
known as Pershene House.

It was envelrped in darkness, save that, as the
house was near ed, one light was to be seen from
a window of t'.ie first-floor.

Dismounting near a shed, the three men put
their horses under shelter, and got as near the
residence as possible.

All on the ground floor was dark and gloomy,
the shutters fastened on the inside, as Conkey
Cracker easily made out. But the burglar was
not very easily to be baulked.

The window where the light was had a

balcony, and this rendered his task easy. He
was always prepared for such contingencies.

Under this balcony were two pillars, up which
crept some plants. Conkey removed his cloak,

put it under cover, and began the ascent, which,
being wiry am": agile, he easily made.

In amoment more he was on the balcony and
had hooked a ;f"')8 ladder to it

,

by which Brian
and Robert easilyaseended.

Then they peered in and saw that the room

woman in an arm chair, who had falieu asleep
beside a cradle containing a child.

“ ‘Sdeath l" cried Brian ; “ luck. is on our side
—open the window l"

This Conkey Cracker did without difiiculty,
the iron grating usually closing the orifice having
been unaccountably allowed to fall back against
the wall.

Brian stepped into the room, followed by his
comrades, and hurried to where the woman sat;

Without hesitation he snatched the baby from
the cradle, habited in its long clothes as it was,
and then, with an exuperated curse, threw it on
the ground.

It was a bundle of rags dressed up to repre
sent a baby.

“ D—-n l" he cried, in a tone of bafiled fury,
as he shook the woman violently, “ What does

it all mean 7-hell and furies l"

The woman, like the baby, was an inanimate
lay figure.

“Hal hal ha l" laughed a hideous voice, as

a door flew open, and the Blue Dwarf entered,
followed by three closely-masked men.

Conkey Cracker, with aterrified yell of fright
and despair, darted for the balcony, and slipped
down before anyone could stop him ; but Brian
and Robert were pinioned by their opponents.

“ And now," said Sapathwa. in his shrillest
tones, with a terrible air of menace not un
mixed with dignity, “ we have got you, burglars
and abductors, and mean to keep you. Secure
them while I send for oflicers."

And despite their struggles, the two were tied
with ropes, which their captors were provided
with in readiness.

It was Sapathwa who had arranged the ludi
crous comedy to disappoint and punish these
evil doers.

As soon as they were safely secured they were
lifted on to the bed and left to their reflections,
which we may be assured were not of the most
agreeable character.

Meanwhile, Dick Turpin hurried down, and
caught Conkey Cracker in the act of mounting
his horse.

“ One moment," he said; “ here’: your re
ward. Don't be in a hurry for a moment. Take
this purse.”

Conkey Cracker did what he was told without
any hesitation.

“ What horrible thing was that l" he then

gasped ; “I shall never sleep again."
“ A very amiable gentleman, and a great friend

of mine," replied Dick Turpin ; "I must go back
to him. Your friends have had a precious fright,
so if you like you can release them."

“ Is it gone 7
‘

asked Conkey Cracker, with an
uneasy glance.

“ Yes; you have nothing to fear," replied
Dick ; “ you can go up at once and let your
companions loose. Give what explanation you
like, so that you allay their suspicions."

Conkey Cracker saw the necessity of this, and
no longer hesitated. He secreted his money with
care, and then slowly reascended the rope ladder
to the balcony.

He gazed into the room, and saw the two men
extended on the bed, uttering wild imprecations
and curses.

He approached the bed, with a knife in his
hand.

"Away l base and cowardly assassin l" velled
was-a bedroom, but occupied just now by a, Brian; “bar-k—help—murderer l"
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. $01

“ Hush you fool I
" cried Oonkey Cracks, “ or

I'll leave you to your fate. Do you want to

bring that monster back l"
And with these words he

bonds, and again fled to the window. Without
one moment's delay they followed.

Conkey rushed for the horses, and, all three
mounting, took their way over hedges and fields
until they wereon the main road to Lewes, and
daahing up the hill for that quaint and ancient
to wn.

So fearful were they of being pursued, that
none halted until they drew rein before the
" Btar and Garter," where they fancied they
would be tolerably safe.

They only, however, stopped for refreshments,
and than made for London.

But no lesson, no punishment hught Brian
Seymour anything. All he thought of was, that
the time was paasin fast indicated in the will,
andthatthisoncee psed all hishopesof rank
and wealth would pass away.

It was a bitter thought, and at once he began
in his

intriguitrlg
braui to plot something which

might provefa to the earl.

y cut their

CHAPTER XCII.
JOE ABKEW PLANS A ROBBERY.

Joe Askew, being compelled by his compact
with Dick Turpin to abstain from aiding and
abetting Brian Seymour, found himself at a

verHy
low ebb.

e was up to all the dodges of the metro lis,
but hesitated at going in for crime on a Ergo
scale.

He had no objection to area sneaking, to join
ing hocussers, mobsmen, or swell mobsmen, or
even aneaksmen. He had been a shofulman, a

r of bad money, a flat-catcher or ring
pper, and at one time had aided and abetted

a gang of reeurrectiqnists.

One evening, when in the “Blue Lion,” in
Gray's Inn Lane, he came across some of his old
friends, who, though rather short of cash, stood
him a drink.

After the drink was over, the resurrectionists
took Joe Askew on one side and proposed to

lii
m what might prove a very lucrative piece of

un.
The head man, whose name was Prober, told

Joe Askew that they were without a body, but
they knew that one Dr. Maurice was in want of

a subject.
“ Now," said Prober, “ you're but a little

fellow, and we could easily pack you in a hamper
and sell you as a corpse."

"Not if I know it," cried Joe.
“ But, my dear fellow, it will be the rarest fun

out," urged Prober. "The doctor can do nothin .

We'll see you well provided, and nothing will be
easier than to escape.

Well, it is needless to enter into details. After
some hesitation, Joe Askew agreed to play a
corpse, for this occasion only.

Prober at once went to_Dr. Maurice, and in
formed _him ‘that they had a tine, healthy, fresh
subject, a strong muscular fellow, about five and
forty, whom nobody owned.

The doctor having heard the description of
him, and being in urgent need of such a subject
for a lecture he was going to give in a few days,
consented to purchase the body for ten guineas.

4

“ You won't fail to bring him to-night, will
you I" said the doctor, when the bargain was
struck.

"No!" said the snatcher; “ you ahall have

E
lm here

sartig,
by

¢;iIlln0'Cl!')¢k
to-night. Which

oor-shall we ring to "
“Take him round to the back door," said the

doctor, “and give him tothe servant if I am
out. Don't tell her what it is though, or she

inay
be

frightensid,
and

if
I am not in 1 will

eave the money or you.
“Youshall have him right eno h,master,"

re lied the snatcher ; “ ten o'clock, ."

e snatchers returned to their highly
delighted with their

'

_ When the time
camethey edJoeAakew1nalarge

y d vuith straw, in such a
could be tolerably comfortable'

to the anatomical school.
oe had been provided with some bread and

ghleese, atliaskof l;trandy,and
a clasp knifie in'

t m .

It wase thlhii:g‘l: b
y
e

the rngchers that after
they had received their coin the hamper and

M’
22:“

'*

*2
:

some er room
would be deposited for the night; and then it
was arranged that as soon as Joe Askew found
that the doctor and

hisufamily
had

gople
to

band,or that he found himse in a room one, t

he should cut the string of the hamper-lid,
pocket anything that he could see

in the place,
and then, bolting through the window, make his
escape.

All

hamper
tion that he

uring his car

parties laughed heartily at what they
thought would be a fine practical joke on the
doctor, and a capital sell.

When the proper time arrived the anaichers
started ofi with Joe Askew in the hamper, and
arrived at the doctor's house at the time
appointed—preeisely at ten o'clock. Wlrm they
arrived at the house they rang the bell, and on
the servant answering they inquired for the
doctor and found him at home.

The doctor, to get the girl out of the room
while the was brought in, Int her for
change, and while she was out the hamper was
brought in and deposited in the servants‘
kitchen.

The snatchers, in order to counteract any
sus icions that the doctor might have, unfastened
the strings of the lid of the way round, and,
showing him the bushy hair of Joe Askew's
head, assured the doctor he wu one of the finest
subjects he had ever seen.

The doctor, who was in a hurry to get ofi, as
he had an engagement out, just took a hasty

lance at the top of Askew's head, and the
snatchers immediately sewed down the lid with

'ng needle and string.
Meanwhile the servant returned with the

change. The doctor paid the snatchers the ten
guineas, and they immediately left, leaving their
confederate sewed down in the hamper, along
with the servant in the kitchen. .

The doctor, having told the servant to let the
hamper remain there untouched for the night,
then put on his hat and coat, and went hurriedly
ofi to the engagement at which he was expected.

In this packed-up condition Joe Askew re
mained for a considerable period quite undis
turbed, with the exception that he every now
and then felt the warm breath of the doctor's

huge mastiff, as it frequently put its nose to the

hamper, snifing and smelling around.
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202 THE BLUE DWARF;

As the snatcher lay thus curled in the hamper
he could plainly see through the wicker the form
of the dog pacing the kitchen to and fro, and he
could also see Mary, the servant, sitting on her
chair, busy with her needle on a piece of em
broidery. .

After a little time a gentle tap was heard at
the kitchen window, and the girl, rising from
her scat, at once opened the kitchen door and
let the visitor in.

The visitor on this occasion was one of the
cupboard-loving Charleys of the day,who, instead
of being out on his beat, keeping watch
during the night, frequently thought it more
comfortable to be sitting by the aide of Mary,
the doctor's maid, whom he professed to love
from the bottom of his heart.

" Who's at home, Polly I "
said he, in a jovial

tone, as he proceeded to place his stafi in one
corner, and to deposit his old horn lantern in
another.

“ Oh, there's nobody at home to-night,
Charley," said Mary, catching hold of his two
hands and stretching them as far apart as she
could, while she brought her li in close
proximity to his. “ I'm so deligh ."

“Aiut there nobody at home? Oh, I'm so
gladl " said he, as he began to kiss her, first on
one cheek and then on the other, while he
stood before her, with his watohman's rattle
hanging half out of his coat-tail behind, like a
great rattlesnake lubricating its prey previous to
gorging it down.

‘" .\
'

ice occupation for a Charley," thought Joe
Askew , “

pretty way of spending their nights."
“ What have you got in the larder, Poll, to

night?" said the Charley, after another very
energetic burst of cuddling and kissing.

'~Oh, l‘ve the half of a splendid young duck
and some nice cold pudding," said Mary, as she
bustled about and placed the things on the
table for the Charley's meal.

“Capitall" said the Charley; “them’s the
things—cold duck to make a feller‘s affections
grow, and cold pudding to settle his love ; that's
the way to bring abont the matrimonial day."

While the Charley was tucking in the duck,
the cold pudding, and stout, the snatoher still
lay uncomfortably tucked up in the hamper,
getting considerably cramped and stifl, and
anxiously wishing for some turn of events and
change of circumstances which would give him
a chance of escaping from his unenviable posi
tion, out of the door or out of the window, for
what with the fear of detection by the doctor,
and an attack on him by the dog in the night if

he attempted to escape, he began to realise the
danger he was in.

At length the Charley, having done ample
justzce to the llesh of the duck, and left nothing
but the bones, got up to go, and, having again
armed himself with his staff and lighted his
lantern, he bestowed another battery of kisses
on llIary’s cheeks and lips, and then finally
wished her good-night. As he took his depar
ture he began singing, in his usual nasal
twang, “ Past twelve, and a starlight morn
ing l" as if he had been assiduously on duty
the whole of the evening.

Mary now quietly settled herself down asain
to continue the embroidery, which her love
episode with the Charley had interrupted.

While she was anxiously waiting for her
master and mistress to come home, the wind
gradually began to rise, and the shr/_ters outside

to creak, and she fancied she heard other noises
about which she hardly knew whethtr caused by
the wind or not.

“ Oh dearl I wish master and mistress would
come l

"
said she, as she leant back in her chair

and looked at the clock with a mouth wide
open and a re ular sleepy yawn, as she fancied
she saw a tabe move, then a chair, and then
first one thing and then another.

“ Time always goes so quick when Charley's
here, and I gets so frightened when he's gone.

I fancies I hears all sorts of things, all sorts of
noises, and sees all sorts of things move in the
room. If it wasn't for r old ‘ Tear-‘em,’ the
master's mastifl, being ere, I am sure I dare
not stop at all—not for the world.

‘

“ Upon my word, if I don't think I've seen
that hamper move two or three times to-night I

But, then, I suppose it's all my foolish fancies.

A hamper couldn't move, and so I must be silly
to think that. I wish master and mistress
would come; I've got to be up by six in the
morning, and now it's nearly one o'clock.

“ Upon my honour, I think I saw that hamper
move again. What with the creaking noises at
the windows, and my fancying I keep seeing
that hamper and other things move, it's enougn
to make anybody believe the house is haunted.
But, there, I suppose it's all my imagination."
And she rubbed her eyes and gave another
wide-mouthed yawn. “ I'll go and stand at the
front door, and run in if I see master and mis
tress coming."

Saying which, she opened the kitchen-door,
and, calling the dog, went out.

Joe Askew breathed more freely, and. as the
door closed, out with his sharp knife, and in a
moment the lid of the hamper was oil and Joe
on his feet. He did not wait one minute, his

footsteps hastened by a loud knock at the door.
Out of the door he bolted, hid in the area

until the front door was shut, and darted ofi to
the rendezvous of the body-snatchers, where he

'

found them feasting.
They heard his story amidst roars of laughter.

The girl, the dog. and the Charley were too
much for them.

They congratulated him, however, on his
lucky escape, and plied him with a stiff glus of
spirits, after which he was comforted.

Meanwhile the girl had gone down to the
kitchen with the dog, and the first thing she
saw was the empty hamper and the straw all
scattered about.

The dog unified at it and began to bark and
growl, bringing the doctor down to see what
was the matter.

His astonishment was too great for words.
" I thought," said the girl, " I saw the hamper

move, and that made me nervous. There was a
man in it. We might have been robbed, mur
dered, and God knows what l

"

“ I think there was a man in it," the doctor
remarked. “ A shameful trick has been playc-_1
on us. But lock up now and go to bed, while l

go round the house with ‘Tear-‘em.' "

The girl hastened to obey, and soon crept to

the attic. The doctor, as we well know, found
nothing; but shrewdly suspected that the body

snatchers had put a live man in the hamper,
robbed him of his money, and meant to rob him
of more.

He promised himself to have nothing more to
do with the gang.
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CHAPTER XOIII.
THE Fm! AT THE OLD BULL AND GATE Di'N-—

ON THE BOLD AGAIN’.

It will have been guessed by our shrewd and
intelligent readers that, before the trick on
Brian Seymour had been played, the fugitives
had started for London, where they intended
stopping for some time.

The Blue Dwarf was sure that both these re
lentless foes would seek them at Elphick Castle,
and all determined to remain away from there

yet awhile.
‘ '

An agent of Sapathwa's took a house for them
in Westminster, in a fashionable street, where
they could have every comfort. It was in the
neighbourhood of the parks, and, by dressing
plainly, the countess could risk going out with
the nurse and child.

As they were not known in society, they were
able to take private boxes at the theatres and go
about a good deal, taking care, when going to

public places, to be plainly habited, as if belong
ing rather to the middle than the upper classes.

Dick and Tom retired to an inn in the neigh
bourhood, one of those old-fashioned taverns
which are so fast disappearing before the relent
less hand of modern improvement, which may
be useful from a sanitary point of view, but is
sadly detrimental from a picturesque standpoint.

This inn, known as the “ Bull and Gate," was
situated in a crowded thoroughfare, and was
ap reached by a large gate under an archway.

t stood around the four sides of a court, and
two of its wings were connected by a narrow
wooden bridge.

This was the first floor, consisting wholly of
sleeping fipartments.

The lower floor was partitioned out into
dining, supper, and other rooms, with a bar near
the entrance. Dick and Tom, in the character
of country gentlemen, had secured a private
apartment, but made use of the cofiee and
dining rooms when it suited their purpose.

They received no visitors, as a rule, and spent
the greater part of their time out of doors, as in
their character of strangers to London they
would naturally do.

Their principal real occupation was visiting
some of their noted haunts, where they found
amusement more congenial to their tastes than
could be had at a place where they had to play
a rather demure part.

Demure for them, as society in those days was
by no means particular. Fighting, drinking,
and gallantry were the principal occupations of
what it was the custom to call “pretty men,"
while those who aflected a more sedate de
meanour, were regarded as milksops.

On the third evening of their sojourn at the
“ Bull and Gate,“ Dick and Tom stayed at
home, having received an intimation from
Sapathwa that he would pay them a visit.
Though the Blue Dwarf was not very susceptible
to the pleasures of the table, the two highway
men did not neglect to order a succulent supper
for three.

About nine o'clock their guest arrived in a
hackney coach, wrapped in a cloak with a
hood, as usual, and entered the inn unnoticed.

Before he took oif his disguise the supper was
ordered to be placed on the table.

"We would be private," said Dick; "if we
want anything, we can ring.”

The drawer retired, casting curious glances at
the stranger.

Full justice was first done to the meal, and
then the three associates, having sent for a bowl

9%
punch, entered upon a full discussion of their

ans.P
It is unn to explain these, as they

will appear as we proceed with our narrative.
The conversation, however, extended so far

into the night as to make it expedient that
Sapathwa should remain. The two high tobies

ofiered to see him home, but the Blue Dwarf
declined. As the tavern was very full, the new
guest had to content himself with a small room

near that occupied by our modern Damon and
Pythias.

They retired to their respective chambers

somewhere about twelve, and were soon in a

sound slumber.
The Blue Dwarf was ever a light sleeper, and

on this occasion it was merciful that it was so.

He had been in bed about two hours when he

was awakened by a crackling noise, and astifling
sensation.

Leaping out of bed—he never undressed in
strange places—-he rushed to the window and
saw at once that the opposite wing was in flames,
which were making their way in his direction
with fearful rapidity.

He bounded from his room and knocked at
the door of that occupied by the two highway
men, who, believing that the least thing that
could have happened was their discovery by
Pooly, at once secured their weapons. Then,
reassured by the voice of the Blue Dwarf, they

opened the door.
No sooner did they realise their position, than

Tom King hurried down stairs to give the

alarm.
It did not take long to r\ use the terrified scr

vants.
“ Go for the watch," said Tom King to one of

the ostlers; " andpyou other fellows rouse the

lodgers."
'

Some obeyed, while others thought only of
their own escape.

The " Bull and Gate“ dates from a very early
period of our history, and was built chiefly of
timber, which was old, honeycombed, and sub

ject particularly to the action of the flames.

The progress of the fire was so rapid as to

threaten to consume the entire fabric.
Soon the whole building seemed to resound

with cries and shrieks, made more terrible by
the rushing of an excited mob into the court
yard.

"

The appliances for putting out conflagrations
were very wretched and incompetent in those

days, which some persons absurdly call the good

old times.
The fire of London and that generated by the

Lord George Gordon rir .s prove this to demon

stration. _
The watch came, ml a rushed in with ladders,

men came on horseback ; the ladders were short
and useless ; the watch waved lanterns and

sprung rattles ; carts were backed into the yard.

But nothing really was done.
Meanwhile, on the side where the conflsgra

tion had commenced, windows were thrown up
and men and women, girls and boys, appeared,
half dressed, appealing for help.

The stairs were inaccessible -; theyhad been
some time the prey of the flames, the fire having
begun in the basement.
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“Help 1 oh help l" cried twenty voices.
Dick had gone down into the yard, and at

once, aided by willing hands, clambered on a

cart, in the hope of reaching the windows.
Meanwhile the Blue Dwarf, closely followed

by Tom King, had dashed across the wooden

bridge, itself already burning, and reached the

opposite side.
A very beautiful girl appeared at one of the

windows, and towards her the Blue Dwarf made
a rush.

Alarmed as she was by the fire, she was still
more so at sight of the monster who was coming
to her rescue.

She fainted, but the Blue Dwarf catching her

up in his arms, rushed to where Dick Turpin
stood, ready to receive her and bear her to a

place of safety.
Proper ladders were now found, and after

superhuman exertions the whole of the inmates
of the tavern were saved.

Sapathwa and his friend now returned to their
own rooms, but reflection made ihem feel that
to remain where they were would be unwise.

The extraordinary figure of our titular hero
had excited universal attention, while among the
watch there might be some one who would re

cognise in the other twothe celebrated highway
men.

A quiet retreat was therefore decided on, and
the three presently decamped without beat of
drum.

Just in time.
They had not been gone ten minutes when

there was a hue-and-cry, a rush up stairs, but
the birds had llown.

The Blue Dwarf took them to one of his own
private retreats, and there they found repose.

It was decided in the morning that a further
residence in London might not be conducive to
their health at present.

So they determined to

Elphick Castle, as by this means they might
find outif Brian and Robert were still follow
ing up their unfortunate and persecuted kins
man.

They started about mid-day, fixing their first
halt at a well-known inn, where they might
perhaps find some news useful in their line of
business.

lt was dark very early now, and they pulled up
about six o’clock, at once ordering a hearty meal,
and joining the guests and travellers in the

public room.
They lool. ed keenly about, as they us.‘ally did,

i’\‘l‘fl1l1llll&!'f8C8B,Wl'1lOh they studiously a voided ;

bu. no one they knew rewarded their ea \mina
tio'.\.

'1hey accordingly enjoyed their meal, Urank
as usual, and then joined in the pipe, which
every day was becoming more fashionable.

Then presently somebody roposed one of the
popular round games, whic proposition was
agreed to.

Dick and Tom in this sort of society were
always on their guard, and never attempted
those tricks which, if discovered or even sus
pected, would have brought down a storm on
their devoted heads.

Whi'e they were playing the door opened,
and in came the miser, Squire Mowbray, who n
they had robbed of two thousand guineae ‘n f,,.v
weeks before.

The two men exchanged meaning glances.

go down towards

They knew him at once, though he was not
quite so badly dressed as before. He walked in,
glancing to the right and left, and occasionally
exchanging a nod with one of the natives, to all
of whom he seemed to be known.

He then seated himself, and called for re
freshments. His chair was drawn up to the
same table at which Dick and Tom were seated.
As they were total strangers to him, he ex
amined them su iciously and closely. They
stared in return insglank surprise, as if astonished
at his vulgarity and im udence.

“ That old gent wi l know us next time
he sees us," muttered Tom, in an audible
whisper.

Dick nodded and laughed, very much to the
discomfiture of Squire Mowbray, who thought a

great deal of himself, and was accustomed to be
treated with great deference by his satellites
and customers.

The friends took no further notice, and con
tinued their meal ; but to both of them came the
same thought, “Is it worth while to rob him
again 7"

A man who sat next to Squire lilowbray, and
who appeared to know him very well, now
accosted him.

“ Well, Squire lllowbray," he asked, "never
got no trace oi them thieves who robbed you
some time ago 7

"

“No!” said the other, snappishly; “ but it

seems odd how Farmer Lewis got the money
to pay for Dell's Farm. Can't make it out. The
two thousand guineas were for him."

“I suppose," said a person at no great dis
tance, “that there are other people who lend
money besides you, Squire Mowbray I Farmer
Lewis went to London when he found you
couldn't let him have the stufi, and got it

there."
"Ah l" bitterly responded Mowbray; “so he

ma."
“ And so he did l” remarked Farmer Lewis,

who had been in the room some time listen
ing. " You’d better be careful what you
say, Squire Mowbray,” he added; “there's no
proof you ever were robbed at all."

There was a slight titter at this, and Farmer
Lewis took advantage of it to seat him
self near our two friends, whom he had recog
nised at a glance.

“I only came in for a glass of ale," said
Farmer Lewis to the waiter. “ I'm orf home
after that."

lie paid, drank his beer, and rising, went out,
making a sign to the friends to follow, which
they did without any apparent haste.

They found him in the portico.
" You will excuse me," he said, "if I am im

pertinent or mistaken, but as I came in, a man
went off for the oflicers, saying Dick Turpin and

| Tom King were inside. ‘ I'll have the reward,’
he said, as he rushed out."

" We thank you very much. Which way did
he go?

"
The farmer pointed with his whip.
“ Ride on, we will follow," said Dick; “perhaps

you may helptus." '

Tom and Dick hurriedly secured their horses,
which in five minutes more would have been
locked in the stables. As they rode out of the
yard, there was a hue-and-cry from the tan
room, but both Dick and his fr end dashed ofi,
their whips ominously clubbed.
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206 THE BLUE DWARF;

'- down a narrow
~~wood, along which he rode until they reached a

‘Across-road.
l

like to pass the night there, you can.

~
At the corner of the road they found Farmer

Lewis waiting for them. ‘
“We have twenty minutes," he said, gravely.

“ I have nothing to do with _who you are, hut_ I
owe you a deep debt of gratitude, and will dis
charge it." _

He trotted on some distance, and then turned
pathway leading into a deep

“ My house is not far ofi," he said; “if you
I will put

the horses in a shed at adistance. As we cannot
know what the ofiicers may do, I should keep

good watch." _“ You are very good," responded Dick, “ and

we are heartily thankful. Still, it may perhaps

get you into trouble."
“ I will risk that," said the farmer, and rode

on until he came to a secluded, but neat house.

He called a man, who at once appeared to take

his orders.’
“ Take these gentlemen’s horses to the old

barn," he directed ; “let them be well attended

to, but don’t take ofi saddle or bridle. They may

start at any time." ‘,
He then led themein, and introduced them to

his wife as friends from London, who had helped
him when Mowbray refused to lend him the

promised money. _
The good woman received them most courte

ously, and pressed refreshments on them. They
accepted liquids, excusing themselves from eating
on the ground of having just dined.

" Would they sleep there 1” she asked, on hos

pitable thoughts intent.
Her husband explained that perhaps they

might, but until their business was settled he

could not say. Still, she might get a room

ready.’
Mrs. Lewis at once retired, and left the three

men together. Thechildren had gone to bed

save one son_ oftwelve, who came in at this
moment. .

‘ ~

"John," said his father, drawing him on one
aide, “ these are friends of mine, as I will explain
to you another time. What I want you to do is

now to obey me, without asking any questions.
Their business is private, and they don’t want
their presence known at present. I want you to

go to Gable Point, and if you see any horsemen
coming towards the farm, run as quickly as you
canaud let me know." "

V
-

__.§_l'he'boy, a shrewd, sharp lad, simply nodded,
and, quite proud of his expedition, went out.

-The farmer now explained that in consequence
of _a legacy of three thousand guineas he was
quite in clover. The new farm was paid for,
and ho‘ had a good balance at his banker's.

“Now Ican
gay

you that thousand guineas in
a lump;" said armer Lewis, “if you wish it

,

or a hundred at a time, just as you like."
“ Well," remarked Dick, “ just now we are

not in want .of it. W'e_are on private business,
for which we are paid‘ well, and money would
embarrass us. If at any time we need cash, we
will let you know."

“ As _-ycu1-lwish,” continued Lewis; "
when

cver‘€L>u_1want

ilg
‘

come, and it aha‘ll'b,é'yom-s,"
D,‘ expressed his thanks, andfatthat moment

in darted John. '3‘ "’ ‘

“Iiive
Vmen, guided by

coming thiswray," hesaid,1>antingfor'breath.
"This way, gentlemen," answered his father.

Bill Hodge, are

“ Don’t say a word, John, about any visitors."

, Earlsleigh, where there was an inn.

And he went out at the back, where they
found the man.

“ Take my friends to the old barn, and show
them the way to the horse ferry," whispered
Lewis; “ I will return to the house."

And he hurriedly re-entered the house, and,
when the officers came up, they found himself,
his wife, and son, sitting quietly over their
supper. _

" Eh, Farmer Lewis I " cried one of the
otficers. “Seed two men, splendidly mounted,
come this way? Be quick—there’s abig reward.
They be Dick Turpin and Tom King."

“ Well," answered Lewis, deliberately,
while Mrs. Lewis and John looked astounded
and horrified, "just as I reached Gable Point
two smart-looking fellows did pass me, riding
hard. They followed the main road."

“ Thanks,” cried the ofiicer, bustling out and
leaving the inhabitants of the farmhouse in a
state of excitement and confusion.

"Husband!" gasped Mrs. Lewis.
“Yes, wife, and you, my son, those two men

were the well-known highwaymen, Dick Turpin
and his comrade, Tom King. Once they did me
a great service, which I will explain to you.
some day, my boy. “In return for that, if ever

I can be useful to them I should. To-night
they were in danger. I warned them, and now
have, for the time being, saved them. They are
terrible men, but they did me and mine a great
service once, and I have but done my duty."

“Yes, my man," re lied his wife, “I know.
They cannot be all b , you know." ,

“ You are right, Mary," he went on; “ no
man is all bad. We must speak of people as we
find them."

“ Dick Turpin l" gasped John, “ and Tom King
—oh l "

“Don’t speak of this, John," said his father,
earnestly; “ if it was known I helped them ever
so little, I should get into trouble."

“ I won't mention it," the boy answered, and
he studiousiy kept his word, though very much
exercised in his mind as to his father’s connec
tion with two men so universally known as
Dick Turpin and 'I‘om_K.ing.

'

i

CHAPTER XCIV.

‘

nonsr: ssnar.
Meanwhile, under the guidance of the man,

the two fugitives had found their horses. and
been guided through the thick and closely
grown forest towards a stream that run through
the wood. Presently it was reached, and the
two highwaymen saw themselves on the border
of a rather wide stream.

The man pointed out the ferry
the water was not two feet deep. Once over, if

they followed the bank they would come to a
cross-road connecting the towns of Abingdon and

The road.

_-a.

and told them

was not very much frequented, except on‘ market
days.

" '

"Thank you, my lad," said Dick Turpin,

l giving the fellow s guinea, which he spat upon
for luck, and then the two men rode into the
stream and easily got across.

They found the road-side inn open, and easily
procured supper and‘ a shake-clown for the
night.

The two highwaymen felt pretty safe with the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 207

oflicers ofi the scent, but determined to be under
way early in the morning, when they would
ride ofi in a difierent direction from that which
they had intended. They would have to be
cautious for a few days, as once the hue and cry
got about, there would be a general hunt, and
as their description would be carefully given,
they would have to exercise great caution and
discretion.

It was barely daylight when they started
alter swallowing a stirrup-cup—leaving their
breakfast to chance.

Cutting along bye-ways and following leafy
lanes, they found themselves in a small village,
with a few shops, and, of course, one inn. It is
to be hoped the day will never come when, as
desired by fools and fanatics, a village will be
without its ale house.

Temperance is good; but a tyrannous inter
ference with the liberty of the subject is another
thing. Besides, as coercion promotes crime, so
does the tyrannical closing of places of public
refreshment promote drunkenness.

At the “ Granby Arms," they found good plain
refreshments, and decided to wait for an hour
or two before starting.

They had quite made up their minds to lie quite
still for a few days, but where they had not as
yet determined.

About twelve o'clock, several men looked in of
the small farming class. The two friends took
no notice of them. Presently, however,a casual
word attracted their attention.

“ Squire Mowbray be a born fool," cried one,
indignantly.

“Why?” asked another Boeotian.
"To brag in a tavern about his money and

diamonds,” returned the other; “ he was speak
ing about them rascals, Dick Turpin and Tom
King, and saying
again like he was by them ruifians."

“Hal hal ha l" laughed another; "that was
a bit of a lark. Should a liked to have seen
the fun. The old man nearly died with rage."

“Well l so would I," continued the first
speaker; “ and now he brags that with ten
thousand pounds worth of money and diamonds
in his house, he defies Dick Turpin, Jack
Shep ard, and Tom King. to find them, even if
they roke in."

'

“ He be a fool," the other speaker said; “ but
he baint his self just now. He's taken a orphan
niece to live with him."

" Ahl but Jones," replied the other; “ she
may be a orphan ; but she's got n stiff lot of
money, and he’s her guardian."

" Oh I oh l" laughed the previous speaker,
whose name was Morgan, “now I twigs. Now,
who do you think I seed to-day l“

" Can’t say," replied Jones.
“Wilfred Mowbray, the uevvy, as he hates,

‘cause he's his heir," continued Morgan. “He
looked rather ill, as if he had come down for a
change."

"And to see his cousin Maud," the other re
marked. “I seed ‘em both together in the park
-—wouldn‘t the squire be in a rage if he knew."

And all the lot laughed.
“Who is this Squire Mowbray, and where

does he live? if I may make so bold," asked
Dick ; “ he seems a bit of a character."

“ You may well say that,” put in Morgan.
“ The Mowbrays is a big family hereabouts ; live
about a mile behind here, in the forest. The

that he'd never be tricked '

. free race, until James came to be master. Thcy
do say he were jilted by e girl, which made him
turn rusty they think."

“Very likely,” returned Dick'; “excuse my
curiosity, but we Londoners are main curious.I beg your pardon."

“No offence," hastily answered the hearty
countryman, glad to be useful to strangers.“ Got any nice little farms to sell about here l“
continued Dick; “me and my mate was think
ing of settling, if we found something cheap."

All now s ke at once. The subject came
home to their hearts, and ten minutes later
the two highwaymen were hail-fellow-well-met

’

with the farmers, who cordially accepted their
ofier to drink all round. -

When the landlord announced that dinner
was ready, the bucolic residents, unmindful of ~
business, agreed to stop. Dick, who, unlike Tom,
was not taciturn, had exercised a spell over
them which quite entranced them.

They were easily induced to stay until even
ing, when the farmers promised there should be
a jolly night of it.

To keep up the appearance of having busi
ness to attend to, they rode out in the after
noon to the nearest town, where they well knew
resided one Manasseh, a Jew receiver of stolen
goods, who also provided hiding room for men
after whom justice was seeking.

Both the knights of the road knew him well,
and were received with a hearty welcome. They
were as usual free with their cash, and bought a
fine set of instruments which had been left in
the Jew’s possession some months before by the
notorious Blueskin. '

He, however, made a bargain that they would
return them when “ they had no further use for
them." This promise Dick Turpin very readily
gave him.

A very jolly evening was enjoyed, carried on
so far into the night that Dick and Tom did
not rise until mid-day.

CHAPTER XCV.
run mimosa.

The village of Hadleigh, where the high
waymeu had located themselves, was a very
quiet village, surroundenr by extensive farms
and the mansions of country gentlemen. One
of these was Mowbray Hall, the residence of
the squire of that ilk.

About eleven o’clock in the evening, a young
girl might have been seen crossing one of these I
parks, coming from the village. She evidently
was acomparative stranger, and was not very l

familiar with her way. She looked around her
several timcs, as if anxious, but presently found
herself in an avenue leading to a large mansion,
which at once let her know she was on the
right road.

The moon was rising, and as she walked along
the winding path, she could see on either side

extensive grounds, dotted with large clumps of
trees ; she could hear, too, the murmur of running
water, and the sighing of the wind among the

naked branches.
Presently she halted, hearing footsteps, _s0

concealed herself in one of the thickets which
skirted the avenue. In another moment she

rushed out and into the arms of Walter Mow
Mowbrays date as far back as history--a noble bray, the squire's nephew and heir.
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208 THE BLUE DWARF ;

" answered ; “ they

~
“Well, Maud; what sire you doing here so

late 7” he cried.
" I've been to the village to postaletter to

you l" she answered. “ I thought you were not
coming to-night." _" What was premng 7" he asked.

“Well, this afternoon three men, one old
the other two young, called_to see uncle on busi

ness,” she answered. “I did not like the look
of them. After dinner uncle asked them to
mp."

“ Very strange." _ _ H
“Yes ; but Walter, not I thmk wilfully, she

seemed to have some power
over him-that is, he seemed afraid of them."

“ Then you were quite right, my clear. Still,
Iknow nothing in my poor uncle’s past career

that he could be ashamed of," continued Walter.
At this moment they heard the sounds _o

f
voices at no great distance, and t_hen the noise

of a light conveyance reached their ears. There
was an opening in the thicket where

a footpath
had once run. They followed this and were

soon beside the stream, near a small hollow,
thickly set with trees, and affording a welcome

place of concealment. _
Here they paused and listened, neither of them

able to comprehend why they were so anxious
and disturbed. In after years both declared

they must have been endowed for the moment
with second sight.

They paused and listened, but for a few
minutes they heard nothing but the soughing of
the wind among the branches of the trees and
the murmur of the waters. Then, as they grew
calmer, they heard the sound of the vehicle
hurrying forward, and then they heard it sud

denly pull up.
Neither spoke.
But both strained their eyes and ears, and

then distinctly heard a horse snorting and
pawing the ground, as if impatient to proceed ;

at the same time there was a shuflling of feet

and some low-toned conversation. They had

stopped—-stopped near the opening through
which they had passed; and presently, there

were hurried footfalls among the crisp withered

leaves which strewed the narrow path leading
to their retreat.

They crept further down the hollow, and
crouched among the lranches.

They soon found that their ears had not de

ceived them. Nearer and yet nearer came the

sound of advancing feet; they were evidently
coming along by the hedge—in a few minutes they
would be in the fir grove. They withdrew to a

part of the hollow where the underwood was

more dense, and concealed themselves among
the bushes.

The footsteps sounded quite near by this time.
and the girl thought afterwards that she must.
have made some slight noise, for a grufi voice
asked in a tone of alarm-—

“ What was that T" ~

“A hare among the underwood, you fool l"

said another voice—a harsh voice, with a strong
Yankee accent.

Then there advanced into‘ the heart of the
hollow, to within a few paces of where they lay,

a party of four men carrying something rolled
up in a rug, They paused, laid down their bur
den, and glanced furtively around. Presently
the man with the gruff voice spoke again :-—

“ Yesl This will do. To work I”

Two of the party stepped to a spot where

the ground was spongy, covered with tangled
undergrowth, and surrounded by felled trees.
They carried spades, and began to dig vigor
ously; aud while they were so employed the
other two drew uide and conversed in low tones,
but not so low but that they could hear a great
part of their conversation.

They still kept silent, and stood there dread
ing nothing, only listening, and yet both half
conscious of some impending tragedy.

They could seethe faces of the men, although
not very distinctly. The one who seemed to be
the leader of the party had a square~shaped.
face, deep-set eyes, close-cut beard, and spoke
with a Yankee accent. His companions were
young men.

“ Dig deep," said the elder man, as he stood
over them, “ and be quick about it."

The two men went on in silence, and then,
pausing, wiped their brows, for they had worked
with a feverish and desperate energy, and looked
to the elder man as if for further directions.

He beckoned to them and all followed him to
the cart. From this they took a rug in which a
heavy burden was wrapped. There was nothing
in the shape of it to suggest what it was, yet
their horror-stricken senses seemed to tell them
that rug contained a human body.

They seemed unable to take their eyes
from it as it close to the spot where they
lay, and they noticed that the colours of the rug
were scarlet and black, and that it was fringed.

Maud’s heart gave a great bound. She recog
nised the quilt which covered her uncle's bed.

The coarse Yankee-looking man put down a.
good-sized carpet bag beside the yawning grave,
and helped the others. As he did so, one of the
younger men let go his hold upon the rug, and
the bundle dropped from their hands. As it
rolled from their hands the covering fell aside,
disclosing the battered, blood-smeared head of
a white-haired old man.

llaud could no longer restrain herself.
“ Oh, my poor uncle l" she cried; and before

Walter could restrain her, she had cast herself
on her knees beside the lifeless form of her
uncle.

The young man at once advanced into the
open, to be felled to the ground by a blow from
the brutal Yankee.

"What's to be done 1
"

gasped one of the
young men. -

“Shovel them all into the hole," cried the
American, one of the early settlers expelled from
New England for blackguardism, and, as it was
afterwards proved, a distant relation of Squire
h-Iowbray.

“ I don't like killing her," said the young man
who had first spoken ; “ let us swear her to
secrecy."

“ Not to be thought of,” answered the other,
savagely ; “ we can’: stand here all night. Are
you going to do it

,

or are you not? Make up
your minds and have done, else you’ll find your
selves in the wrong box presently."

“ Here they are, the villains 1
"

shouted a
stentorian voice close at hand ; “come up—
we'll have the wretches l"

Without a word, the three assassins fled to the
cart, leaving the corpse, the inanimate body of
Walter, and the fainting form of Maud.

They never turned once.
But the strangest part of the whole afiair was,

that the owner of the voice never came forward,
and the wooded glade relapsed into silence for
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 209

some time, during which Maud recovered herself,
and did her best to restore animation to her
cousin.

While so occupied, there suddenly came upon
them a posse of servants, the gardener, the
house steward, a stable boy, and another, who
were armed with an old gun, a pitchfork, and
other such primitive weapons.

They gazed with wonder and awe at the

open grave, the corpse, the lovely girl, and the

_ young man.
“ Here's a pretty to do," said the house

steward, who was an old and faithful friend of
the squire, " how could you do it, Mr. Walter 'l"

“James l" cried Maud, indignantly, “ how
dare you make such a charge’! It's those men
who came to see uncle this afternoon."

“ I saw master let them out four hours ago,”
retorted James, sadly ; “ anyway, you must both

come to thehall and wait until the constables
come.”

They had no choice but to obey, and both

walked slowly to the hall accompanied by two of
the party.

Next day both were committed for trial, as at
all events accomplices in the crime.

There appeared for them before the magis
trates the family solicitor, Lawyer Brinsmead,
who advised them both to plead not guilty.

“ You'll only be in prison nine days," he said,
“and meanwhile I'll find the murderers."

It was impossible to conceive a more courteous
and yet more equitable man than the magistrate
who heard the case, but appearances were

strongly against them.

_“ It is by my advice, Sir Henry, that my
chents,” began Lawyer Brinsmead, “simply
plead not‘ guilty. I have a clue to the real mur
derers; but I wish the matter kept strictly pri
vate.”

“ I shall be most happy to aid you to the best

of my ability," replied Sir Henry Howard; “ but

I must do my duty."
" You could do no less," observed Walter,

quietly, “though how anyone could suppose a

frail girl and slight delicate man like myself
could murder the poor old man, carry him into
the park, and dig the grave, is beyond my com

prehensiou.”
“ I cannot discuss the matter," said the magis

trate, mildly ; “ of course, the theory is that you
had accomplices.”

And so the prisoners were remanded and

sent to the county gaol, where the governor
was so satisfied of their innocence, after a brief
interview with Brinsmead, that he gave them

accommodation in his own house with his wife
and children.

CHAPTER XCVI.
rna aszsnnr.

Lawyer Brinsmead‘s oflice was not a cheer

ful-looking place, even on a bright summer day.

The little sunshine that found its way there over

the surrounding dingy house-tops and smoking
chimneys only showed up its cracked wainscot,

finger-marked door, dirty paint, and gas-blacked
ceiling.

But on a dark and gloomy morning, with the
wind whistling in fitful gusts down the chimney
and blowing the smoke into the room in blind
ing clouds, and with the rain dashing against
the window, it wasstill more gloomy.

Here, in an old-fashioned arm-chair well worn,
and covered, like the table, with morocco, sat
Lawyer Brinsmead, on the morning after the
murder, thinking deeply.

Suddenly a clerk entered, and told him a
farmer-looking man,who gave no name, wanted
t0 see Mr. Brinsmead at once in reference to the
Mowbray case.

“ Show him in," cried Brinsmead, eagerly, “ at
once l"

And our old friend, Dick Turpin, entered, clad
in good and simple homespun, looking-singularly
respectable.

“ Sit down, sir ; and tell‘me at once what you
have to say, Mr. "

“John Palmer, sir," said Dick. “ Now, I wish
you to understand before I speak that I do
not want to appear in this matter unless abso
lutely required. Of course, if my evidence is
positively required, I will waive my objections
and appear."

“ I will keep you in the background as much
as possible," urged Brinsmead, “but I am on
tenter hooks."

“ The accused are innocent.
the wood sweetheartiug," Dick went on.
myself was crossing the wood, and, hearing an
advancing noise, did what the lovers did—con
cealed myself."

He now told all the reader knows, and
described the murderous assassins minutely.

“ Jack Mowbray l" cried Brinsmead. “Why he
called on me the day before yesterday, asking
fo_r the squire's address. He said he had been to
New England, and disliked the stiffness and
hypocrisy of the people so much he got tired of
it. Go on.”

“ I have little more to say, sir. When I heard
that man threaten the girl with death, I roared
out, as if heading a crowd, and the cowards fled
to the cart and disappeared.”

“ That cart must be tracked," said Brinsmead ;
“ as you saw all this, you may not object to
identify the men if caught.”

“ I will help to track them if needed," replied
Turpin; “if you will send an oflicer with me,
we could examine the track of the wheels. The
weather was damp, and they would leave
traces."

“ Come to the Town Hall at once," continued
Brinsmead, rising.

“ One moment," answered Dick, producing S
black bag of goodly size. It was open, and con

tained jewels, notes, and gold to a large
amount

Brinsmead stared at the other in utter amaze

ment as he placed the bag on the leather
covered table.

“It was a great temptation," said the su

posed Jack Palmer, “toa poor man; but 'e
was at stake."

“ You have acted nobly, air," retorted the
lawy
be well rewarded."

They were in
ll I

“ I wish I could trust you fully, as you would
then understand my very delicate position,"
said Palmer.

“ I am as close‘ as a father confessor. You
can trust me as you would your priest. Nothing
spoken privately within these walls ever goes
beyond," returned Mr. Brinsmead.

“ My name is Dick Turpin, and I was in the

wood for the purpose of committing a burglary
at Mowbray Hall," was the quiet reply.

“ My God I" said the astounded lawyer; “ you

\

er, shaking him by the hand, “and shall __
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210 THE BLUE DWARF:

‘don’t say so. Dick Turpin, indeed l You are a
fine fellow, anyway, if you are a damned rascal.
But 1'11 shake your hand. You have done a
noble and generous thing, and when-—" here
the lawyer hesitated

“ I go aloft," smiled Dick.
" Ycs—l'll tell the truth about you ; I will.

Have no fear, but come with me."
And these two strangely-assorted beings went

out, and half an hour later Dick and Thomas
Rankin were riding side by side to the park. Dick
took the oflicer-a queer-looking character, a
short, thickset man, with a fiery and rugose
complexion, not unlike the aspect of a mulberry,
to the spot where the grave was still open, and

pointed out where the cart had stood.
They, as Dick expected, saw the marks of the

wheels on the avenue, and they followed them
to the lodge. Here they questioned the aged
woman who opened the gates, and who pointed
out the direction taken by the men.

Dick and Thomas Rankin rode that way, and
found traces of the cart all the way to Melrose,
where the men had left it at the “ Bull Inn,"
going ofI on the early morning coach to London.

It was on their way to call on Mr. Brinsmead,
which they did alter the magistrates’ meeting.
He at once bade them hurry on to London, and,
if ssible, secure the suspected men.

K
i)

. Brinsmead handed Rankin ample cash,
and they at once started, Dick calling at an inn
for his comrade, Tom King.

Dick had kept to himself one feature of the

case. The ugly man, with the Yankee accent,

might be indeed Jack Mowbray, but he was

known by sight to Dick Turpin as Ramper Jack,
\ very low-class burglar and thief. He had only
been pointed out to him once, but with his repu
tation he was familiar.

He was careful, however, not" to betray his
knowledge to Rankin.

" I believe that I know a man who has seen
this fellow, Jack Mowbray, in London," he
said ; " but you must let me go about it my own
way. You shall have all the glory of the cap
ture," he continued, “as,if I am seen in it, I

shall get into hot water."
" Mr. Drinsmead told me to trust implicitly to

you." was the reply.
Dick nodded, and little more was said until

they reached London, when Dick conducted his

new friend to an inn in Holborn, where he bade
him await his return. He then took his way by
the Turnstile, and proceeded through Liucoln’s
Inn Fields, at the right-hand corner of which he
found, as the reader will now find, a frowsy

_ little p.-mags with two or three starveling shops.
Here was, and is now, a slum rivalling in all
detestable particulars anything to be discovered
between Whitechapel and Limehouse Hole.

He went at once into the “ Black Jack,"
the well-known haunt of Jack Sheppard, and
went upstairs. He was well known to the land
lord, so no obstacle was placed in his way.

The door was open, and there sat the four men
caronsing ata table. Dick did not go in, but

entered a side room with a small table and two
chairs. where a waiter soon followed him. He
gave his order, and when he was served drank it
ofi, remarked that the friend he was looking
for was not there, went down stairs, and out of
the house.

Half an hour later the house was invaded by

a large body of Bow-street runners, who dashed

upstairs, and, without resistance, captured the

whole four. All were known to the olficers,
Ramper Jack as a low burglar, the others as
pick pockets and thieves.

They were at once taken before a magistrate,
identified by Mr. John Palmer, and immediately
committed to Derby gaol, with directions for
them to be sent heavily ironed.I I O I I

It was the morning of the assizes at Derby.
The trials of Maud and Walter began, and

had lasted about an hour, when there was a
terrific shout outside, as a post-chaise and four,
guarded by six Bow-street runners, halted close
to the court-house.

“ What is the matter?” asked the judge.
Ere anyone could answer, those in court were

themselves cheering lust-ily.
"What is the matter?" asked the judge,

angrily. “ I shall commit somebody."
“My lord," said the counsel for the defence

in the case of the Mowbray murder, “the
people are cheering with delight at the arrival,
under heavy guard, of the real assassins of Mr.
Mowbray. They are going before the magis
trates."

“ I shall adjourn the court for half an hour,"
continued the judge, amidst great excitement,
and, passing through a doorway, entered the
other court just as the manacled rnfiians were
placed in the dock.

The oflicer was first witness, then Brinsmead,
who told the story of the six thousand guineas
stolen by the assassins, and its return intact by
a respectable farmer, who would identify all the
prisoners.

John Palmer was called, sworn, and told his
story. _

“Send for Mr. Walter Mowbray," suddenly
said the judge, approaching and taking his seat:
on the bench. Every judge is ex oflioio a magis
trate.

He was obeyed without a word.
Walter entered, looking ill and half-dazed.
"Mr. Walter Mowbray,” asked the judge,

quickly, “ do you recognise those men T"
“ Yes, my lord, as the murderers of my uncle ;

and that man," pointing to Ramper Jack, “as
the man who knocked me down."

“What do you mean to do, Sir Henry? "
asked the judge.

“ With your lordship's permission," replied
Sir Henry Howard, “I shall commit them for
immediate trial."

“ Very good l" said the judge, and returned to
the other court, where he at once ordered
Walter Mowbray to be brought before him,
with Maud, his cousin.

The crowd cheered lustily, and when silence
was restored, the judge spoke

" I have great pleasure, Mr. and Miss
Mowbray, in discharging you. The real mur.
dcrers have been discovered on the most
undoubted evidence. I shall require, when the
case comes on, which will not be until to
morrow, your presence to identify the prisoners.”

Bewildered, amazed, relieved beyond descrip
tion, the lovers were led out of court, where
Brinsmead, with a carriage, awaited them. This
took them to the “ Bull " Inn, where the friendly
solicitor ordered an extempore lunch, at which
he introduced them to Dick Turpin.

“ To Mr. John Palmer you owe all," said
Brinsmead, and he told the whole story.

“ And more. But for your friendly inter
ference we should both be dead,” added Walter,
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 211

warmly; “dead, and buried in a nameless
grave."

“How can I show my gratitude?" asked
Maud, as each took a hand of his and pressed it.

John Palmer had never been so afiected in his
life. He drew his hands away and passed them
over his eyes.

“I think I might suggest, as Mr. Palmer is
not a rich man and has saved you nearly six
thousand guineas, you might make him a present
of a thousand, and, sure ot your acquiescence, I
have brought it with me in notes."

“Give them to me—at once! Mr. Palmer,
this is but a slight mark of my gratitude," cried
Walter, pressing the money on him. “My
esteem and friendshi "

“Are not for me," said the other, humbly.
“I am one hunted of men; a criminal; the
notorious Dick Turpin."

“The greater the merit," gasped Walter,
while Maud looked with mingled wonder and
admiration on this man of many parts.

At this moment a servant entered with a note
for Mr. Palmer. He opened it hastily.

“ I must leave you all. My presence is sus
pected in the town; an ofiicer from London
has circulated a description of me. You must

(louwithout
me on the trial," he urged, regret

fu y.
" You must go," said Walter. “ Your conduct

has been too noble and generous for you to risk
anything. Go at once."

Again they shook hands, and Turpin hurried
down stairs, accompanied by Brinsmead.

The note was from Tom King, informing him
that Pooly was in the town, making inquiries
in a case, and had put about some bills, offering
the usual reward for Dick Turpin.

“I'm ofi—meet me at the ‘Beehive’ on the
London Road," he wrote finally.

Dick pulled his hat over his eyes, hastened
along the streets, secured Black Bess, and was
rattling along the king's highway in less than
half an hour.

His evidence was not needed, as one of the
gang turned king's evidence, and the other
three miscreants were duly hanged.

Before another year Walter and Maud were
married, and often then and afterwards talked
of what they owed to gallant Dick Turpin.

CHAPTER XCVII.
BRIAN SEYMOUR AND ROBERT WOODSTOCK
VISIT ELPHICK CAS'1‘LE.—A \\'ABM RECEPTION.

Meanwhile, Dick Turpin had rejoined his com
panion, who was delighted to see him. Tom
was always afraid of Dick’s quixotic enterprises
turning out badly.

He was, of course, much rejoiced at the wind
fall of a thousand guineas, which, as per agree
ment, verbal ii not mitten, was equally divided

_ between the two.
They resolved to put a long distance between

themselves and Pooly, whose ambition to cap
ture Dick Turpin was well known. His patience
was, apparently, nearly exhausted. The high
wayman kept at a respectful distance from him,
but he appeared resolved to have him at any
piice—-red-handed or not.

It was time now they communicated with
the Blue Dwarf. so they determined to get down
as soon as possible to Elphick Castle, make

l

inquiries about Brian and Robert, and return to
London.

They had ample means to last them some
time, so that they would be able to lie in hiding
for awhile; in fact, Dick intended to spend
some little time at home, putting away some of
his money in the bank.

Elphick Castle was reached the second day,
and quarters secured at the nearest inn. They
had credentials in the shape of a letter to the
steward, and they walked up in the evening.

Mr. Morris had heard nothing of the two
adventurers, but he did not go out very much ;
and, after entertaining his visitors very freely,
they returned to the “Duke of Marlborough,"
and settled in their quarters for the night.

Next day they rode about the neighbourhood,
calling in at all the inns and taverns, but with
out hearing anything of Brian or Robert.

Upon this they determined to return to
London and report that Elphick Castle was no
longer the centre of observation.

Early next day, soon after dawn, they started,
halting for breakfast at a wayside inn. They
always selected a room with a good view of
the road. It was a private room as it luckily
happened, for they had not been seated many
minutes when Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock rode up, dressed in fashionable

attire.
The iriends drew back and finished their

breakfast, after which they paid their score and
rode ofi in the direction of Elphick Castle,
which they reached without drawing rein. They
made their presence known to the steward, who
at once asked them in and housed their horses.

Dick at once explained why they had come,
adding that they thought if these two fellows
became disagreeable their presence might be

useful.
Morris thanked them heartily, and put them

in the small breakfast room, while he ordered
lunch to be prepared. If there was but simple
rations in the way of food, there was ample
compensation in the way of brandy and wine, a

bottle of the former of which the steward at

once put before them.
Time passed and no sign of the adventurers.

Lunch was served, and Morris himself presided
at what proved a most successful little meal.

They were just proceeding to open “t‘other
bottle," when there was a loud knocking at the

door.
“Lock yourselves in," said Morris, “ and it I

want you I will call.”
And he hurried away to receive the visitors,

whoever they might be, parleying at the gate
with the sturdy boy, who with him shared the

duties to be done in the deserted castle.
" Who are you, and what do you want!"

asked Morris, in a stern tone.
“Visitors to see the earl," retorted Brian

Seymour. “ You know me very well."
~'Oh yes, Mr. Brian, I know you very well,"

replied Morris, sardonically. “Open the door,
Taflie.”

The boy obeyed, and the two men were ad

mitted. They entered in an insolent and blus
tering way, which made the steward feel very
indignant.

-‘ What may you please to want,” asked

Morris, in a stifi, cold tone. _“ To see the earl ; conduct me to himat once,”

cried Brian.
"Not only isn't the earl here at all, but I
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212 THE BLUE DWARF ;

ven’t heard from him for two months. The
t letter said he‘d started on a continental tour
d wouldn’t be back until he was of age and

ble to make his will."
. Brian swore a fearful and bitter oath, but in a

unuttered tone.
' " I suppose you can give us some refreshments
—some cold meat and wine, anything, in
act, you have in the house," continued the

laimant, haughtily.'
“There never was any stint in this house,”

replied Morris, quietly. “ Please follow me,” and
e led them to the dining room, where he left

them while giving orders for their refection.
- " There does not seem to be anyone here ex

pt servants," said Brian, savagely; “ but I
ropose stopping all night and making a search.

t frightful cripple is deuced cunning," he

,"ad‘ded. _" Yes, to my sorrow, I know it. If we could
rid ourselves of him, I would settle the other
matter with ease."

“Ah! but he's always on his guard," said

{Brian
; “ he has the spirit of tho devil in him."

r At this moment Morris returned, accompanied

;-by Tafiie, who carried a tray, while a smart ser
vant girl brought up the rear with a couple of
bottles of wine.

“ I presume, as we are tired and have a long
zreturn journey before us, you can accommodate
us with beds to night," remarked Brian.

! “ You are my lord's kinsmau,” responded
Morris, “and, of course, I have nothing to

object. I will order two bed-rooms to be got
ready."

And he retired, leaving the confederates to
enjoy their creature comforts as best they
might.

“I fear we've come on a wild goose chase,"
observed Brian, as he helped himself to a cut of
cold roast turkey; “that scoundrel, Sapathwa,
is rather too much for us. He has the cunning
of Satan, and the impudence of Mephisto.'.'"

" Well, yes, and the wretched little imp is so
well served," sneered Robert; "no onecan move
without his knowing it. His agents are every
where. Shouldn’t be a bit surprised if he knows
all about our being here."

“ I wish we could catch him alone," muttered
Brian, in a bitter, savage tone. “I'd end his
career."

“He’s too infernally cunning," said Robert;
‘“ when he’s about there's always somebody else
about too."

When they had finished a copious lunch they
rose, and, taking their hats, sallied forth for a
walk in the grounds:

_ Both were suspicious enough to think the
steward was deceiving them; but they gained
nothing from their notion. Everywhere the
same quiet and repose existed, and not a trace
of the family was to be seen or heard.

English country houses were dull places
in those days for Londoners. There were no
billiard rooms, nor anything of the kind, so the
two plotters were reduced to great straits.

Mr. Morris, however, at their request, found
them a pack of cards, with which they pro
ceeded to amuse themselves until dinner time.

After dinner they resumed their occupation
until late—about eleven o'clock was late in
those days—when they determined to go to bed.

Morris had had them shown to their bed
rooms in the afternoon ; they were adjacent, in
a long corridor on the east side of the building.

They had both been drinking, but both pretty
well knew their way.

Brian held a lamp in his hand. Now, it
happened that he took a wrong turning, and
went up a small flight of stairs leading to
another range of rooms.

Suddenly he paused, hearing voices as he
thought. He groped along cautiously until they
came to an open door.

In front of them was tho Blue Dwarf gesticu- _
lating as it seemed to himself.

~'-'We’ve got him now," gasped Brian, mad
with rage and drink, and, drawing his sword, he
rushed at him, followed by Robert Woodstock.
‘-'Down, down l" he yelled, “hideous monster!
to that hell from which you came."

At that moment the two enraged adventurers
received each a blow on the back of his head,
which knocked them forward on the floor.

When they scrambled up, with aching bones
and cracked sconces, they were alone in the
old picture gallery of Elphick Castle. For
tunately their light was not extinct.

“Fiend! abortion! hell-hound !" exclaimed
Brian ; “ shall I never have revenge on this vile
instrument and false pretender?"

“ Never ! unless we slay him l"
“ Ha l ha ! ha !" came from behind some hidden

panel. “Beware ! murderers and assassins, lest
the gallows be your fate."

They waited to hear no more, but, finding
their rooms with difficulty, slept soundly until
morning, when, after a very hasty breakfast,
they started for London, burning with hate, fear
and detestatiou for this terrible demon of the
family.

Later i.u the day, after abrief conference with
Sapathwa, Dick and Tom also started for the
metropolis.

CHAPTER XCVIIL
A STERN CHASE.

Dick and Tom took their time. They had

plenty of leisure, money galore, and were tem
porarily free from any business confided to them
by the Blue Dwarf.

They therefore determined to enjoy themselves,
though, of course, if any professional business
turned up, they would not neglect it. So they
trotted on side by side, chatting and enjoying
themselves to their heart’s content.

Both were in the prime of life, with powerful
constitutions, and quite able to cope with any
two opponents unless they were taken by sur
prise. Against this they guarded by their keen
sight and sharp hearing.

Though anxious to reach London, or the bor
ders of London, at anearly period, they agreed
to give the scene of their late exploits a wide
berth. They had s very wholesome respect for
Mr. Pooly’s experience. Doubtless by this time
it was known or guessed at, that the man who
had ferreted out the real murderers of Squire
Mowbray was Dick Turpin. The moment the
witness was described Pooly would recognise
him as Dick Turpin, and he had no wish to be
made the victim of some amateur detective,
anxious to make a name, and win the much
coveted prize.

On reaching New Eltham, where the road
branches off, they took the left-hand road which
leads to St. Albans, and went on until about one
o‘c!ock, when they halted to bait their horses as
well as to refresh themselves.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

1
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 218

Dick and Torn could stand a good deal of
refreshment in a quiet way, though they never
kicked over the trsees except when in the
secrecy of a quiet hauntin London. They rode
into the stable-yard, bade the ostler rub the
horses down, wmh their mouths, and give them
a feed of corn,and then entered the _house,
going into the public room.

As luck would have it they sat in a low-win
dowed room which gave them a good view of
the road both ways. While drinking their rum
mers they chatted lightly, until Dick leaped up,
crying out as he did so :— -

“ Pooly, by the lord! Let us be ofi at

They rushed
once."

Not one minute was to be lost.
out the back way, mounted their horses, which
were ready for a start, dashing through a gate
which led into a back lane that did not allow of
two abreast.

They had not got a hundred yards down the
lane when they heard a londwoioe halloo be
hind, and knew that they were pursued and had
been recognised. Possibly the ostler had
guessed at sight of Black Bess who was her
rider.

At this moment they darted into a farm-yard
where two men were at work, and where ducks,
geese, and pigs, were feeding. The pigs began
to grunt, the geese to hiss, the cocks and hens
to scream, and the men to swear, but the two
horsemen without a moment's delay gained a
field, over which they darted in the direction of
a very high five-barred gate, which was luckily
0 en.
pThrongh this they rode, Dick coolly stopping

to close it and to fasten it securely. Then, on
they went up a steep ascent which appeared to
lead to a road. This was gained, and looking
back they saw the runners working at the gate,
which they were trying to open.

With a triumphant shout they at once put
their horses to their utmost speed, their object
being to put Pooly off the scent and act as cir
cumstances directed.

Death and ignominy were behind, while
liberty and life lay in front.

Where they were going to neither knew. It
was an utter no-man’s-land to them, but would
doubtless, in time, bring them to some familiar
highway. On they went, scarcely, however,
using whip or spur, which were seldom needed
by their noble beasts, except on especial emer
gencies.

They had by this time lost sight of their pur
suers, and looked keenly to the right and left for
some means of doubling on their adversaries.
Half an hour elapsed—an hour—and then they
found themselves dashing through a small town,
where a market was being held.

Dire was the confusion and the hubbub, as in
their reckless course they knocked down stalls
and upset donkey-carts and one or two old
women. With yells and imprecations they were
told to stop; but Dick and Tom only shouted
more lustily for them to get out of their way.

In less than five minutes they were clear of
the town and bowling along a smooth way,
at a rapid pace.

Ten minutes, or a little more, after the high
waymen had passed through the town, up came
Pooly and his men.

They drew rein and addressed one of the
excited crowd-—

“ Which way did they go l "

“ Who go? "
asked the bucolic, answering one

qumtion by another.
“Dick Turpin and Tom King I "

was the
savage reply of the oflicer.

The man pointed with his hand, and, without
further ado, away went the horsemen in hot and
eager pursuit of their prey.

The two fugitives kept on steadily, looking to
the right and left; but, seeing no sign of any
place of concealment, they hurried on. At last
they came in sight of some celebrated ruins
those of Bolton Castle--which lay to the left, in
some woods about half a mile distant.

Dick Turpin knew them well.
Just at this spot a stream crossed the road. It

was, of course, shallow; but it afforded Dick the
chance he wanted.

“ Follow me I "
he said, turning his horse into

the river, and sending the water flying on each
side as he urged him forward up stream.

Tom followed, and soon they were out of sight
of the road and between two high banks, through
which the small river flowed rapidly. These
banks extended for about a hundred yards, and
then the stream was bordered by meadow land
for a short distance ; then the soil grew dry and
arid, extending right up to the tower and other
ruins.

The ruins were considerable in extent, and
parted from the stony expanse by a deep but
narrow moat. The only way of crossing this
was by a rude but stout plank about three feet
wide. Dick bade Tom dismount, which he did
himself, and .then led his horse over by means of
the primitive bridge.

In a moment more they were in the castle,
and comparatively safe. They sat down on a
stone and waited. Not for long. All of a
sudden they saw Pooly and his force crossing
the meadow and coming rapidly for the ruins.

“Heave away!" said Dick, and at once both
applied themselves to the beam, which their
united strength hurled into the moat just na
Pooly came in sight close to the edge, discom
fited and furious.

“ Surrender l "
he cried, as he and the others

levelled a pistol each.
“ Hal hal ha l "

laughed the highwaymen,
and disappeared in the ruins.

As we have said, they were extensive, and
Dick, who knew them well, led his companion
right through them until they reached the moat
again. Here the moat was almost choked up by
fallen earth and stones, across which they easily
took their horses.

“ Mount, and away l ” cried Dick, who always
assumed the command, to which Tom King's
more inert nature had no objection.

Both were at once in the saddle and dashing
down a narrow path bordered by high hedges,
once the main entrance to the fortress. It soon
brought them into an open green lane, with a
church steeple in the distance.

As this indicated the habitations of men, Dick
rode on until the houses became visible, and
then diverged to the right over fields, leaping
hedges and ditches, until they were once more
on the king's highway.

They were now two miles from a. quaint little
village called Kingsford, near which was a place
called Kingsford Chase, a large park, through
which there was a road, open to the public.
This road Dick intended to follow if they could
do so unobserved. Both horses and men would
be the better now for food and rest; but none
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214 THE BLUE DWARF;

could they allow themselves, with the Nemesis

of law at their heels.
The village was passed and the gates of the

chase reached. They were open, and the lodge
stood back some distance, so that, confident of
not being seen or heard, they trotted along con

, gratulating themselves on their good luck.
They came at one moment in view of the

house, but did not sveu then turn their heads, as
all their thoughts were intent on escape.

Right through the park they went, nor halted
until they reached a small inn on the high road,
where they allowed themselves a quarter of an
honr’s rest.

Dick saw to the horses himself, and gave them

corn and as much ale—good, old ale—as they
chose to drink. He and Tom only drank a

good jorum of ale. This settled, they again
mounted and trotted along the road until they
came to a place in the park palings where a gap
had been made by the fall of a tree. The tree
had just been removed, but the paliugs were not
repaired.

-‘This way," cried Dick, and dashed into
the park, here very thick with trees, just as
the clamour of horses’ feet in the rear made
itself heard.

They both concealed themselves in the thick
ness of the wood and waited, where, however,
they could see what passed along the road.

Three minutes later Pooly and his party swept
by, and they knew they were temporarily saved.
After a brief pause, they determined to “track
back," reach the road through the park, and
follow a different route to London.

They moved slowly across the turfy soil until
once more they had a glimpse of the house.
Dick deviated a little to the left to avoid it

, and
suddenly they found themselves face to face with
a gentleman richly apparelled and of imposing
mien, about forty years of age. By intuition,
Dick knew this was Lord Kingsford.

He and his companion both took ofi their
hats.

“ Are you aware, my men," he said, in a severe
tone, “that you are trespassing?"

“ Yes, my lord l" replied ready-witted Dick.
"But we wanted to reach the road by a short
cut, as we were in a hurry.”

" Oh, then, you’re the two rascals, Dick Tur
pin and Tom King, the officers are after?” he
-continued, in an amazed tone.

Dick and Tom bowed.
" Be ofi with you," he retorted, laughing ;

“you never did me any harm, and lam not a
thief-taker. Go away at once."

“ Thanks, my lord, and may you live till I

rob you on the highway," answered Dick, with
-unblushing efirontery. “ I will endeavour, if

possible, toequal your lordship’s politeness."
The earl turned away to hide a smile, and the

two highwaymen stole off quickly, mounting as
soon as they reached the road, and riding ofi‘.

They intended to reach Barnet at night
fall, seek refuge in a house where they were
well known, until late, when they would be
guided by circumstances.

They passed through one village some hours
later, where they took refreshments hurriedly ;

then they sought a deserted barn, where they
lay concealed until it was dark as Erebus.

An hour later they were safely housed at the
inn of Joe Barton, who in his day had been one
of the fancy, and had now retired to keep a

public house and live on his savings.

Here they were made welcome, and treated
with that lofty consideration which their high
position in the profession entitled them to. Joe
Barton quite understood their desire to be in
cognito, and himself waited on them, bringing
in a supper which made the highwaymen twice
as hungry as they were to look at it.

Mine host remained with them, leaving his
house to the charge of his betu-J--half and his
daughter, who were well able to attend to the
wants of their customers, and to prevent any
riotous proceedings when the drink was in and
the wit was out.

The trio for some time talked of old times,
and then Dick returned to business. He pro
posed to leave the horses with Joe Barton for a
fortnight or more, they going up in the garb of
drovers in one of the daily waggons which
passed.

Joe Barton readily agreed, and after supper
went out himself and got them loose smocks,
boots, and slouched. hats, suitable to their as
sumed parts.

A jovial evening was d
, and next day at

ten, in their new characters, the highwaymen
started by road for London, easily procuring a
seat inside the Waggon, with plenty of straw for
them to lie on.

They happened to be the only travellers, and
made themselves so jolly to the waggoner with
their stories, their good cheer, meat, bread, beer,
and brandy, that Tom Sutton was sorry when on
the sixth day they alighted at Edgwars and
bade him farewell.

Hers they put up at a rough inn, procured
whatever they needed, and started to walk the
distance that separated them from the farm. On
the way they got rid of their smocks, and then
were quite like superior cattle dealers or far
mers, in a day when costume did indicate a man's
position in life.

They were joyfully received by Mrs. Palmer
and the newly-married couple,—explaining
their appearance on foot by the excuse of their
having left their horses at the farrier's.

They were just in time for dinner, which was
of the usual hospitable and abundant character.

As he had been away so long, Dick thought
he would stop at home that day, though he
hinted to his son-in-law that his presence in the
evening with a few merry friends would be ac
ceptable.

Of course, all who were asked came, and a

jovial evening was passed, until Dick had to be
carried ofi to bed, and Tom ditto.

But they were up and out early, ready after
breakfast for a good ride to whet their appetites,
and pay some money into the bank where Jack
Palmer's account was already a warm one.

CHAPTER XCIX.
DICK AT HOME.

The presence of John Palmer at the farm was
a source of general satisfaction to the family and
all their friends. Dick was popular everywhere,
and among none more than among the poor, to
whom he and his wife and daughter and son-in
law were always kind. John Palmer took an
interest in his neighbours, and on many occa
sions was called on to decide disputed questions,
and even settle family disputes.

Among Jack Palmer's most particular friends
was Farmer Carlton. His history was rather
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 215

mysterious. He had appeared amongst them
suddenly, from whence nobody knew. He had
bought the lease of Brown Beeches, but appeared
after he had paid the purchase-money to have
very little capital with which to work'it. But
Farmer Carlton had a good assistant in his
young wife.

Rumour said that he' was the scion of a
noble house, while his wife had been a

{armer'a
daughter, from whom he had much to

earn. ._ .
But at the end of a very brief period he knew

as much as she did, and with hired assistance
the farm became quite a celebrated place for
good management, and profit, too.

Farmer Carlton had but one child, and at the
time of which we speak his only daughter was
eighteen.

Hitherto Farmer John Herbert Carlton had
been a prosperous man; we say had been, for
about two months before Dick Turpin returned
to his home there had been a change.

Misfortune seemed to dog Carlton's footsteps;
his crops failed, and he was compelled to look
around himgfor help. He feared a complete
reversion of the good fortune which had hitherto
been his, and was uneasy and alarmed.

On this point there was no secrecy between
husband, wife, and daughter. The father,
however, bade them be of good cheer; he had
friends in the neighbourhood of Manchester,
especially the family solicitor, and he would go
down there and see what he could do.

He, however, had a little business to transact
before he started, and resolved to await the
finishing of this before he set out.

His factotum on the farm, a man on whom he
had for some time depended, was a youth named
Edgar Wharton, about twenty-one, whom chance
had thrown in his way, and whom he had
befriended. He was clever, industrious, and
good-looking—-strong and capable withal.

For reasons best known to himself, he chose
to lodge in the village of Finchley, in what used
to be the Hog Market; but he had the run of
Brown Beeches, and was there not only in busi
ness hours, but whenever else he liked.

The elder people liked him very well, as he
seemed industrious and earnest; but Jessie
Carlton in no way liked him. In fact she had
a perfect antipathy to Edgar Wharton for all
his politeness and winning ways, and what she
called servility. It was the old story, a case of
“ Dr. Fell," she told her parents; she could not
tell them why she did not like him, but she did
not»—his eyes were too close together, and his
lips were too thin.

She could give no reason for her antipathy ;
the young man was always scrupulously polite
to her, and gentlemanly and even refined in his
manners. He never spoke of his relatives, but
insinuated that they belonged to a very high
family.

Mr. Carlton only smiled, but made no remark.
As long in Edgar Wharton did his work he did
not care, He little suspected that this young
fellow was madly in love with his daughter, and
was only restrained by her coldness and stern
ness from making a declaration. On one
occasion he had ventured to touch upon the

disagreeable topic; but Jessie Carlton met his
advances with simple scorn.

The generality of women are very cruel to
men they do not love. Gentle as a lamb when
her desires, or what is called love, is aroused, she

is coldly insolent when a man arouses neither
feeling in her breast.

But Edgar Wharton was one of those men
who bide their time. -

“Wait till I catch any of you napping," he
said to himself.

About this time, Mr. Carlton announced his .
intention of proceeding to Manchester.

Strangely enough, it "occurred to Edgar-—why
he could not tell—"-this visit to the north
aflorded him a chance to get his employer
in his power.

'
Farmer Carlton started on his journey, and two

days after his departure Edgar Wharton stated
to the farmer's wife that he had a sudden sum
mons to see u.sick friend. He knew a man who
would take his place during his absence.

Mrs. Carlton was one of the most gentle and
unselfish of women, and at once allowed him
to go. , ,

She little thought that a private conversation
overheard b him, between herself and her
husband, h prompted this sudden journey.

Jessie Carlton was one of those sweet En lish
girls, or, as the Scotch would say, lasses, a ut
whom hangs a halo of beauty and love. She
adored her mother, but she worshipped and
looked up to her father. To her he was the
perfection of manhood. -

The wife, who, if the truth had been known,
had cost him fortune and position, he ever
treated with devotion and love. Few men,
after the first magical glamour of passion is
over, ever forgive the woman who has made
them sacrifice worldly weal and all the mible
contingencies of the future. But if this were
the case with Carlton, he never showed it.

The two women were left alone. It is seldom
that mother and daughter ever loved one ano
ther like these two ; but then, perhaps, this arose
from the fact that Mrs Carlton had never had
any other children-Jessie no brothers or sisters.

She looked very charming in her serge dress
and beaver hat as she stood before her mother
on the day when her father was expected back.

“I shall go down to the cross road and see
the coach come in," she said. “If pa notices
me he will get out and see me home. I am sure
he will bring some good luck.”

'

“ You may bring him home, my dear, but no
luck, I am afraid. I'fear your father is too
sanguine and enthusiastic. I am almost sorry
he went."

“Mal I believe he will have luck. We are

to have luck ; don‘t you know what old Marian,
the gipsy, said 7 Didn’t she bless the house and
everything in it, and call down all the blessings
under heaven on us, because father picked her

out of a muddy ditch one night I"
“When, my dear, she had had too much to

drink," smiled Mrs. Carlton.
“Still, mother, blessings

than curses," replied Jessie.
The mother, who for twenty years had suffered

from trouble and care, could hardly have the
same faith as Jessie.

“I do not want to damp your hopes, my
darling, but I have no faith in luck. You said

this moming that a black cat, a strange one,

came into the house; but then, my dear, cats
are very fond of cream.”

Jessie laughed, put her soft arms around her

mother’s neck, and made her look up and smile

back at her. It was a faded, wan-looking face

that she kissed so lovingly. Pretty and placid

are always better

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

1
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



216 THE BLUE DWARF;

it always would be, but the cares of twenty
years had left their impress on it, and it was
touched here and there with the lines that tell
their own story. The hair that lay softly
smoothly on the fair forehead was almost white ;
and yet Mrs. Carlton was not quite forty.

"The lady," everybody who saw her called
her instinctively, and a true lady she was in
every sense of the word.

She dried the tears on her cheeks, and kissed
her daughter as she stooped over her, and then
asthe slight form disap
of the house, she bent her head again and shed
passionate tears over the ruin she believed could
not be averted. She loved her home and all in
it with clinging affection.
grow from the tiny beginning that two well- '

nigh penniless people were able to make into a , were very intimate.
comfortable-almost luxurious--place, and it
was very dear to her.

It was as dear to Jessie, whose heart was
aching with a sick dread as she walked along, in
spite of her brave words to her mother.
dreaded meeting her father, seeing his face, and
hearing his voice. She felt sure there would be
no good tidings for her.

Presently she reached the point of vantage
whence she could see the coach coming.

There was a rustic bench, on which she seated
herself and waited. Soon the expected stage

l

l

and |

“ Borrowed 7"
“ Yes,” he cried ; “ but my creditor will not

press me. I will explain to-morrow. I am
tired, and should like to have some refreshment
and go to bed."

But he pulled out his pocket-book and showed
her money—-crisp notes of the newly-established
Bank of England, and thankful tears filled her
eyes and ran down her cheeks as she kissed him
with heartfelt sympathy.

Jessie was satisfied to know that her father
round the corner had obtained the money somehow, and was not

to be pressed for immediate payment. She
asked no questions about the business, but went
about the house singing like a bird in the very

She had watched it i lightness and thankfulness of her heart.
Next day Jack Palmer called. The two men

Jack noticed that his friend
looked worried.

“Still that same trouble! "

"Why don't you let me lend you a thou’? I
have plenty lying idle, and you shill pay

said Palmer.

She interest for it
, if you like."

“ My dear fellow, I have more money than I

know what to do with. My worry is over ; bit

I have other sources of trouble," replied Carlton.
"Jessie, my dear, let us have a jug of your best
home-brewed."

And so" the subject dropped, though Jack
Palmer could hardly find a rational explanation

hove in sight, drew up, and from the inside g of his looks.
came her father with a black bag in his hand.

Jessie advanced and looked eagerly in his
face. It was pale and tired-looking, and cer

l In the evening Edgar Wharton returned, and
was full of congratulations ; but to Jessie there
was a false ring in his heartiness, and a curious

tainly there was not atrace of gladuess in it
,

as look in his eyes as he watched her father’s
he stooped to kiss her and return her greeting.
Silently, and not daring to ask him a question,
she walked by his side for a while, indeed
until they were well on their way home.

“ Papa," she then said, softly.
“ My dear."
There was no firmnessin his voice. It was like

his looks, weary and trouble-laden, and her
heart sank.

“ Is it,—have you—I mean, can anything be
done 7” she asked.

'

"About the money? Oh yes, my dear, that is

all settled."
"And we shall not have to give up the

Beeches l" she cried, eagerly.
" No, my child, our home is safe. Don't look

at me with such very wide-open eyes. It is all
right, and there will be no trouble about the
money. It is mine on very easy terms. We are
saved from a very great misfortune."

He said this gladly, but still he did not seem
like himself. The old cheerfulness seemed to
have gone out of his voice, and there was no
gladness in his face a.s he looked at her. Mrs.
Carlton was too much agitated and overcome to
notice that her husband was not at all well.
Their home was safe, and she could realise
nothing else for the moment. Presently, how
ever, she too noticed her husband's preoccupied
manner and grave face.

" My dear. it is nothing," he said gently ; " it

is only reaction. No one can tell but myself
whstl have gone through during the last few
days. I thought I had ruined you, dear one, and
lost our home."

" And it's quite safe now, Carlton l"
asked.

“ Quite, little wife. We are better off than
ever we were—quite free from debt. I got my
money on very easy terms."

she

l
l

face.
“ You are very fortunate, Mr. Carlton," he

said, as they sat in the living room after supper.
“ Such a large sum of money is not often easily
obtainable."

“ It is not," said Carlton, drily, and in a tone
which intimated a desire to close the subject.
“ It was obtained under very exceptional circum
stances."

After some further talk, the two men smoking,
and sipping nut-brown ale, while the women
plied their needles, Edgar Wharton again spoke.

“ Do you know Messrs. Wilcox and Heavyside,
of Manchester?" he asked.

“ Intimately I They are related to my agent
in Manchester," replied Carlton. “ What of
them 7 "

Wharton pulled out a broadside—0ne of those
sheets published at uncertain intervals, which
then served the purpose of second editions
and evening papers.

“Great robbery at Manchester l ” it was
headed.

Carlton rend down the sheet, which gave full
details of the crime, saying that a great robbery
had been very cleverly perpetrated at the place
of business of a private banker. A large quan
tity of local and Bank of England notes had
been abstracted ; but they were all marked, and
could only be got rid of abroad. The thieves
had also stolen a very rare ring, of great value,
antiquity, and rarity. It was a large cat’s
eye stone, set round with coloured gems, and
having an Arab inscription at the back.

A hundred guinea note had stamped on the
back, “ Keziah Hardwicke."

“ A very odd afiair," said Edgar, when
Carlton laid down the paper.

" Yes," was the quiet answer; “and I am
very sorry for Wilcox and Heavyside. The
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‘I

thieves will never let that ring or note out of
their hands. I should think."

" I should think not," answered Edgar.
Next day he went to work as usual. His

business lay out of doors, principally; but he
had the run of the house, often writing letters hr
Hr. Carlton’s room. This man had made up his
mind to make Jessie his wife, exactly how he
could not say, as she ever repelled him, sternly
and coldly. _

He met her next day in the grounds near the
farm, and tried to resume the subject; but she
repulsed him with such indignant scorn that he
hastily retired, resolved to gain her somehow,
and have revenge besides.

The very next day Farmer Carlton harnessed
his stout cob, put it in his gig, and started ofi to
London with his wife. Jessie went into her
father’s room to put it to rights, singing merrily
all the time. While dusting his desk she noticed
a very unusual thing-that the keys were hang
ing in it. She tried it and found it open,
looking as if some papers had been disturbed
and hastily thrust back.

She went to put them to rights, and as she
did so, something fell on the ground—-a heavy
substance folded in paper.

She was about to stoop to pick it up, when
Edgar Wharton, who had come into the room,
forestalled her. »

“ Allow me I" he said, and clutched what was
indeed a prize to him, for opening the parcel he
held before her the note on which was stamped“ Keziah Hardwicke," and the Arab ring.

Jessie gave one faint cry and swooned. When
she came to, she found herself on a couch, with
Edgar Wharton beside her. He had called no
one, but had simply bathed her face and forced
some b18ll(lyld0WD her throat.

CHAPTER C.

ran, nxrcsuan.
Jessie gamed wildly around. He still held the

note and the ring in his hand.
“Give them back to mel " she said, in a

“They belong to my the unfortunate girl.husky, choked voice.
father. You had no business to come prying
here."

“I had no idea-of prying," he replied, still
holding up the ring, and gloating over it

,

with
aliind of a dazed, surprised look; “ but how
came it here?

"
~'What?” she said, faintly.
“ The note and the ring.

well as 1 do.
of I/he robbery at Manchester.

is offered for their discovery.
lhullld be found here.”

“My father sill explain, of course," Jessie
said. her breath coming in gasps, and her whole
heme trembling. She was beginning to under
4-stand what the finding of these two articles
musttrcan.

"GIVE them back!" she cried, passionately.
“I had no business to touch the drawer. Oh 1 if

they would only come home l "
" It is quite as well he should not come home

and sec these things in our hands," was the
quiet response. “Don't look so frightened,
Jessie. my darling. Ahl forgive mel
not mean to let the word "slip out. But you : me-—

_ tone.‘

these little articles. I wonder a man of his

; common sense should have

| father.

| hands."
You know them as I

You heard me read that account l

A large reward t _lt is odd they» I will swear to any oath you like that not a

know what I feel—what I shall feel to my
dying day——-foryou will always be my darling,
treat me as you will. I will not talk of that
now, only of what we have discovered. Why
did you not destroy them? But even now we
need never know anything about it."

He spoke half to himself, looking gravely at
the ring he held, and Jessie staring blankly at
him, the whole meaning of the discovery begin
ning to break upon her.

The money which her father had procured
from somewhere—neither she nor her mother
knew where—his evident low spirits and pre
occupation when he came back from that
journey to Manchester, and a certain nervous
ness that seemed to have been upon him ever
since—-all came before her with terrible 511:
gestiveness, and seemed to chill her to the heart.

Ah! if she had only left the desk alone and
never opened it

,

or if she alone had seen what
was hidden there! Half of the horror of the
dreadful discovery would have been taken away

if it had been hers alone; but Edgar Wharton
had seen what she had found.

Edgar Wharton was poor, and to him the big
reward that was ofiered would, indeed, be an
object. What would he do? Would he de
nounco her father? Much as she disliked him.
she could scarcely believe this. Her loved and
honoured father, to whom the very thought of
dishonour was as impossible as to an innocent
child to whom the meaning of the word was
unknown, he would explain. . '.‘.'.'

“ Give me the note and ring," she said, hbld~
ing out her hand. “ I will put them back back
before my father comes home. He will tell ya
then what he is going to do with them. Of course,
he found them." I _ . .

“ 01‘. course l " replied Edgar, in a sneerine
“ lllr. Carlton will know what to do with

put them where his
daughter could find them."

“Mr. Wharton, what do you mean?" gasped
Jessie Carlton, wildly. '~ -

“ I mean that your father's good name—even
his very life—are in our hands. It is for ‘It! to

I decide what is heat to be done."
" Surely you would not betray him ? " gasped

“‘ Belray ’ is an ugly word, Jessie,” he said,
with the utmost efirontery.
the secret on one condition."

'

"And what may that be?”
“You have it in your power to save your

His life and honour are in your

“ What do you mean 7" she cried, in an angry
tone.

“ I mean that I will be silent on one condition.

breath of what we two have seen shall ever pass

m_v lips if “

He drew her close to him as- he spoke, and

whispered the remainder of his words in her
ear. She looked at him one moment in undis
guised amazement, and then recoiled, with fear
and aversion in her eyes.

“ Never l" she gasped, in n faint and trembling
voice. “ I would gladly die first."

“ Do not say your ‘ no’ too hastilv," he con
tinued, quietly enough. “Think over what I

have said to you. Your father's life and

I did 1 honour are wholly in your hands. If you refuse
n

“ But I will keep
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 219

“ Well," she asked, trying to speak calmly,
with a calm she did not feel ; " if I do 7"

“Then I go to Manchester with this ring in
my hand and claim the reward oflsred from the

magistrates. I have the bill here," and he dis
played it. It was headed

“ FIVE HUNDRED GUINEAS Bl-ZWABD."

“ Yes, I know, Mr. Wharton," she said, with a

wild and choked gasp. “Edgar, have mercyl
Whatever have I done to you that you should

ask such a price at my hand for one little
favour T"

“ I/ittle.’ " he cried, with a hoarse laugh.
" You have curious notions of the value of
things, Miss Carlton. Most daughters would
think nothing too much to give for the service I
will undertake to render you for that little word
‘ yes.’ The price is not at all a heavy one. What
I should get from the government would be of
far more money value to me."

"Perhaps," she said. bitterly; “you would
like the money better," she added, with utter
scorn. “ You had better go and earn it

,
Edgar

W’harton. It is some horrible lie; my father is

as innocent of what you fancy as I am. It can

and will be explained."
“Net easily, I believe. There are already

ugly rumours afloat about the money which he

found just at the right and convenient time. I

have only to open my mouth, and that which is

mysterious will at once be clear to all. Now
then, decide at once whether I shall speak or
not."

“Nol nol no l" she fallered, bursting into
passionate tears, her self-control now a thing
of the past.

“ I cannot—l will not."
“Very well," he said, coldly ; “ you have

chosen, so do not blame me ; " and he moved as if

to go.
“ Sto l" she exclaimed. “ Give me time to

think. t is too, too horrible. I must have time
to think and understand ; it can all be explained.
My father will—- “

“Your father will not thank his daughter,"
sneered the other, "for condemning him to the
consequences of his crimes. Oh, you begin to
wince at that word. It is a plain one to use, but
itis right, is it not? Mr. Carlton in prison will
have plenty of time to reflect on the humanity
and generosity of his child, who could have
saved him, and who wou1dn't."

“Cruel monster! You would have the child
stoop to hopeless degradation to save her beloved
father," she half shrieked.

“ If you consider it as hopeless degradation to
marry me," he said, sternly and coldly, “ I will

o.

'

g

" No-no—but do wait until to-morrow," she
urged. “ Give me time to think."

“ No. A good smith strikes while the iron is

hot. Decide at once, and leave me to do my
best and worst. You can have five minutes to
decide. Is not that enough to decide whether
your father shall hang or not? Will you decide
at once T"

“ You leave me no choice," she answered. in
choked accents; " but if I agree, I must make
my conditions."

-‘ Anything in reason."
“ In the first place you swear solemnly to keep

this secret," she began.
“I will swear any oath however solemn. any

oath you may impose," he said, earnestly, " and

I will swear to keep it."

“ Will you swear to let me alone ; never to
approach me until I give you lesve, never to
allude to the compact between us, nor betray me
to anyone 7"

“ I will swear it with the greatest of pleasure,"
be said, smiling ; “for 1 know the day will come
when you will remove the veto you have placed
upon my actions-when we shall be as if this
miserable secret had never entered into our lives.
Give me your hand upon it."

With a look of unntterable loathing, but with
a gesture as if she were forced to the action
against her will, she slowly held out her hand
and laid it in his. He grasped it warmly, and
carried it to his lips.

“ Don't," she said, with a cold shiver ; “ I

have already promised too much. Let me alone,
or I shall go mad."

“ I will not trouble you," he replied. “ Give
me the note back.”

'

“ What are you going to do with it T"
“Put it back exactly where we, that is

,

you
found it. Mr. Carlton must never know it is

discovered. I will find a way to give him a hint
to get rid of it. I believe I can do it without
his knowing it has been discovered. Darling!
well then, Jessie, if you insist—)1ias Carlton, if

you will."
“ I think that will be best," she answered

curtly.
" Then be it so, Miss Carlton. Do not look so

disconsolate and miserable. If you allow your
self to be so unnerved by me alone, when
your parents return your face will inevitably
betray your feelings."

“ No," she answered, “ I am hardened for ever
now. Nothing will move me. I can play the
hypocrite, too. Go I ”

Edgar Wharton saw that he was going too far,
and taking his hat oi! a chair prepared to with
draw, not, however, before Jessie had replaced
the note and the ring in the desk and locked it

carefully.
“ New be careful to excite no suspicion. This

robbery is no great secret," he continued, “and
people are already talking of the strange way in
which your father was assisted, and some clue
may have been given. Don’t look so terrified.

I say may have been. It will be well for us
always to be on our guard; scared faces and
trembling lips have taught shrewd people before
now where to look for a great criminal."

“They shall track nothing here," Jessie said,

resolutely, stilling her trembling by a mighty
efiort, and forcing her pale lips into asmile, asif
she feared that even then, as they stood talking,
there might be listening ears and watchful eyes.

Had she but guessed the truth.
She watched him in absolute silence as he

went out.
Mr. and Mrs. Carlton did not return until five

o'clock, she bright and cheerful and invigorated
by her little outing, he grave and silent as he had
been of late, with a look in his face as if some
secret care were weighing him down.

Jessie understood all now. She knew the
secretwhich seemed to be crushing out her father's
life, and she longed to tell him that she did so.
She longed to throw her arms around his neck, as
she would have done before that fatal journey,

1 and whisper that she knew all, and would help
him to keep the terrible thing from the know
ledge of anyone else. But a bar seemed to have

arisen between John Herbert Carlton and his

I

household. He had a concealed care that was
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220 THE" BLUE DWARF ;

'ng him down and crushing out the spirit
that had been such a charm in his every-day life.

At six Edgar Wharton came in, cheerful and
sprightly, upon which supper was placed upon
the table, and it was partially consumed,‘ when
John Palmer entered huniedly, with two con
shbles behind him. - ,.

.lessie‘s eyes were a sight to see in their fixed

glare of horror and despair.
" Don't be alarmed, neighbour,” said Jack,

heartily ; “these gentlemen only want meto ask
you a question or two. They have discovered a
clue to the Manchester robbery."

Emily seemed turned to stone. *
“ Without your knowing it, the Yclue is in this

house. Don't be alarmed, Miss Carlton," added
John Palmer ; “be calm, and all will be well."

"What do you mean, Palmer?" asked Carlton,
in a surprised tone, while Edgar Wharton looked
white and red.

“Go and fetch your private desk, but don't
open it until you come back." . » - . "

Carlton, though very much puzzled. rose and
went out. Edgar made a move, but Palmer re
quested him to remain where he was.

“ No one may leave this room until the mystery
isexplained,” he said. i ‘ I-: .

Edgar snllenly acquiesced, while a faint sus
picion of the truth began to expand the soal of
Jessie, and fill her with joy. ’

Carlton soon returned with the desk and the
key ; placing the former on the table he opened
it, and Palmer at onoe spotting the criminal
evidence, caught up the ring wrapped in the note.

He placed the ring on the table and spread out
the note. ,~_ ; ~ a '

“ Did you ever see these before, Carlton? "

asked Palmer, earnestly. . '

"Never," replied Carlton, his face wearing an

appalled expression.
" Of course not. They were placed there by

this unhnng scoundrel,” continued Palmer,
clutching Edgar Wharton by the throat. “He
put them there yesterday morning, and contrived
that your dauu hter should find them."

“What for? "
gasped Carlton. - -

" To force her into a hated marriage by induc
ing her to believe you the criminal. Yes; he
asked her to be his wife, the alternative being
that he would earn the great reward offered for
the discovery of the burglar."

“Jessie,” said Carlton, in a deeply reproachful
tone, “ how could you l ” '

“ Father, forgive me; but he wove his plot so
cunningly, and your sadness seemed so strange,"
she gasped.

“ All this is very fine, Mr. Palmer," began
Edgar, in a blustering tone, he having recovered
himself; “but all this means nothing. How
could I have put the note and the ring in the
desk! Search further, and perhaps you may
find the rest of the swag.”

“I have it here, found at your lodgings, Mr.
Edgar Wharton," cried John Palmer, in an
exnltant tone. " I was coming into my friend's
room, the door of which was open, when I saw
the little episode of the ring and note. 1 at
once drew back and listened. My suspicions
were quickly aroused, and going away I applied
to Sir George Gregory for a search warrant, and
accompanied by our two friends here went to
your house and found these."

“ Heaven bless you I " cried Jessie, as she cast
herself. sobbing, on her father’s breast. “And
may heaven forgive you, Wharton, for rousing

. I.

this wicked suspicion in a daughter's bosom, and
causing the misery you have to me."

“ You've not done with me yet 1" sneered
Edgar; i “ you've got to prove -your father
innocent yet 1." u‘-if I 1 -

“Remove the scoundrel," said John Palmer.
“We will appear at eleven before the magis
trates."

‘
g

:.The prisoner, despite his blnster, was com
pletely cowed, and being well secured, was taken
to a cart which awaited him outside

Palmer would now have taken his leave.
“No l" said Carlton, “ not yet; let us have

the best the house afiords—mother, put a bottle
of brandy on the table. I have an explanation
to give; but for your-interference, Palmer, I
might have gone to a dishonoured grave. What
a scoundrel l" - - ' 4 V

The brandy wasibrought and uncorked, with a
bottle of winefor the women.

“I have u confession," began Carlton; “ my
father is Slr John Hunter Carlton, and I was
the second son. My brother Philip
heir, and when I married my
father forbade me his house.” _“ Poor father l" said Jessie. ' ' " l

;
‘ "1

“When I went to Manchester awhile ago, I
found that my brotherand both his sons were
dead, and I was heir both to the title and estates
-—which were strictly entailed. Thus itwas l
was enabled not to borrow money, but to ob
tain a liberal advance on my own future pro
perty. But my father, old and sick almost unto
death, refused to see me. Hence the sadness
which seemed so unaccountable."

‘

Both wife and daughter preaed each a hand
of the husband.

‘

“ I am in hourly expectation of ‘learning that
Iam Sir John Carlton, and my wife Lady Carl
ton," he added; “ but it grieves me to know
that my father will pass away without our being
reconciled." » ~ > ' ' ' ‘ ‘

. All wereglad, however, that the mystery was
cleared up, and a quiet but happy day was

spent by them. '

Next day, previous to going before the magis
trates, a messenger came oat haste from Man
chester I0 announce that ohn Herbert Carlton
was a baronet—his father being dead. His
presence was at once requested by the executors.

Carlton, in -order to obtain permission to
absent himself, was compelled to reveal his
secret when put into the witness-box before a
crowded court and sworn.

“ As I have to ask permission of the court to
absent myself for a time to attend my father’s
funeral, I must be sworn as Sir John Herbert
Carlton, barouet, of Eccles Hall, near Manches
ter. I only heard the sad news this morning
but of course, felt it my duty to attend and give
my evidence," he said.

The sensation in court was most intense. Sir
George Gregory congratulated him, and then he

gave his evidence, followed by Jessie, whose de

position excited a murmur of disgust in the
audience.

John Palmer followed, proving the discovery of
the stolen notes during a search of the prisoner's
room in the presence of the two constables.

“ Those who hide can find," muttered Edgar.
“ The whole thing is a scheme to ruin me l"

" Silence l" said Sir George Gregory, severely ;
“ such assertions will only aggravate your case.
Our worthy neighbour "

“ Oh! he's Sir John now," sneered Edgar

was the
wife here my
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Wharton; "of course everybody will side with
hi-mug“... .

_
Nobody took any notice of the baulked

villain. He was down, and despite his crimes,

it is not usual for an English crowd to trample
on the fallen.

'

We have little more to say, except that some
months later Edgar Wharton was tried and con
demned to death. But, by the exertions of the

man he had tried to ruin, his sentence was com
muted into twenty-one years in Newgate.

CHAPTER CL
ON THE PBOWL.

As soon as Edgar Wharton‘ was committed for
trial, John Palmer intimated to the family that
Tom and-himself must start on business once
more. The familylobjected ; but Jack Palmer
on this point was utterly inexorable.

Hehowever yielded so far as to stop four more

days, which they spent in their usual way, alter
nately at the farm and the inn, where in the
evening the presence of this jovial couple was
always welcome.

‘ '

Palmer's sou-in-law was too recently married
to join his lather-in-law and his friends, at
which Jack laughed.

“ Let the boy alone," he said, " they're all like
that-but a year's dose of matrimony soon
knocks all that nonsense out" of them. He'll be
glad of a little change soon."

On the second evening after the committal of
Edger Wharton (a circumstance which, with the
discovery that their neighbour and friend was a
baronet, had created intense excitement all
about) Palmer and his friend Mr. Robson, as
Tom King called himself, were making the
frequenters of the inn laugh over one of
Jsck‘s stories, when a stranger entered the

public room.
He was of the

pedlar
persuasion, though his

pack was but smal ,conaisting of such jewellery
as he sold to the farmers’ wives and
vants. He wore spectacles and a sort ot gaber
dine; but the two highwaymen at once pene
trated the disguise, and knew him to be Joe
Askew.

It was with some feeling of discomfort that
they made this discovery, but both relied on the
oath, as Joe Askew knew that, did he break its
terms, not all the power of the law could save
him from being put to death by a tribunal as
unerring as the secret societies ot the middle
ages.

The pedlar took s. modest place and ordered
supper, after which he indulged in a pipe and
tobacco, with some rum-and-water—this liquor
having recently come into vogue from the West
Indies.

He was seated near enough to the two friends
to hear all they said, and on one or two occa
tions ventured to ut~in his word. Finding
himself not snubbe , he presently launched out
and told some stories which the friends believed
were illustrative ct his own life.

They were tales about the mazes and man
traps of London, warning all who went from
the country to beware of strangers and their
ways and wiles. As they were told with dry
and infinite humour, the farmers all laughed,
and none more than the vwo high tobiea

5&1‘

Presently, with a shrewd look at the friends,
he began:

. hen

" I'll tell you a capital story abouti Dick
Turpin, if you like." __ _ I

“ D his impudencel "
muttered the sup

posed Mr. Palmer, who, however, could make no
objection. .-'

“ Some two years ago there was a big ball at
St. James's Palace; it was to be what is called
a masked ball, where everybody dressed up as
somebody else. As it was a big, hobby affair, it
was not easy to get admission. '-"

“ I had a friend, and wishing to see a little bit
of high lite, I got him to get me taken on as one
of the waiters. At all events I should get my
PW, B jolly good feed, and perhaps some
pickings."

“ Dil doubt you l " muttered Dick, under

his teeth. -
“ Well, it a that Dick Turpin, for some

purpose best own to himself, determined to
go to the ball, but as one ot the guests. He got
a fine court dress, hired a sedan~chair, and was
set down in the midst of the genteel crowd
which thronged the doors," continued Joe
Askew, who had picked up somehow a very nice
way of speaking,

“ and you will not be surprised
when I tell you what he did. . . .

“ Nobody was admitted unlem he produced.
what they called avoucher. He took care to
have one, and was in the hall sate enough, when
there came a great cry at the door. Somebody
was being refused admission because he could
produce no ticket.

“ He insisted that he had one—that he was
Lord John Thornton, and that he must have
had his pocket picked. He was recognised by
several present, and, of course, admitted. A
royal personage also interfered in his favour.

" Nothing more was thought of it at the time ;
but, as the evening went on, there came to be L
loud outcry about snuff-boxes ot great value,
bracelets, and other jewellery being missed;
and the rumour was raised that the man who
had stolen Lord John Thornton's ticket was a
pickpocket. The rumour spread fast, though
not until some had prepared to leave.

“ Among these was the Archbishop of Canter-~
bury, who was very much annoyed at the loss of
a small collar he wore round his neck, with a
diamond cross suspended from it. -

"As he approached the door he was followed
by a very polite gentleman in court costume.
He, bowing, showed him the collar and diamond
cross. , . V

“ ‘ Did your grace drop this l’ he asked, with
great suavity. ‘ I picked it up just now, and
then rumour reached my ear that you, sir,'had
lost something of the kind.’

“ ‘ It is mine—I value it very much,‘ retorted
the archbishop. ‘.Which way are you going 2‘

" ‘ Towards Lambeth,' ventured the stranger.
"‘Then let me offer you a seat in my.car

riage,‘ replied the prelate.
'

“ The stranger accepted, ofiering his arm to
the archbishop, who was very feeble; and so it

pened that the Archbishop of Canterbury
went out of St. James‘s Palace leaning on
the arm of Dick Turpin, the highwayman.”

“ But how did it become known?" asked one
of the company, when the laugh was over.

“ lmpudent fellow! D—d impudent l"said
Joe Askew, with a fearful wink at Palmer.
“Told the archbishop himself as he got out of
the carriage; the archbishop was thanking
him.

" ‘Don't mention it,‘ said Dick. ‘ It is I who

\ .
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222 THE BLUE DWARF ;

'
' some refreshment free of expense, and, as night

have to thank you. Couldn‘t have got out safe |
but for you. Thought it worth while restoring
your cross to be sheltered by your august pro
tection. l‘m Dick Turpin,’ he added, and
vanished."

Again the company laughed, glasses were
filled, and conversation became general.

“ Would you like," resenily asked Joe
Askew, who was in a jo ly humour, “to hear
how George Barrington became a thief and a
pickpocket! It's the story of his first ad
venture.”

All joined in chorus in asking to hear the
story, which Joe Askew told very well, but not
exactly correct. We prefer to tell it ourselves,
with the needful corrections :—

George Barrington, when young, about nine
teen, was at school in a very high-class school,
where young men were educated for the diffe
rent professions. Barrington was vicious, extra
vagant, and, though well provided by his

parents with money, pilfered from his master,
his comrades—anybody.

He was finally found out by the confession of
a penitent accomplice of the name of O'Neil,
whom he stabbed with a knife, and, in the con
fusion, esca

He leaped over the playground palings, and,
reaching the main road, ran at a rapid rate for
three miles; then, feeling himself exhausted, he

as-lglown
by the roadside to consider his future

s.P
The remembrance of his crime tortured him

greatly, and he felt helplessly miserable. Sum
moning, however, all his fortitude, he determined
to obey the dictates of his enterprising nature,
and gather courage from despair. Unfortunately
his excheqner was at a very low ebb, his

pockets yielding exactly fourpence. _
After walking for about a quarter of a mile,

he entered a roadside public-house, and took his
seat in the taproom, where some labouring men
were regaling themselves. All eyes were fixed
on Barringtou, whose appearance surprised
them. Barrington felt very embarrassed; after
ordering a pint of beer he broke silence by
informing the company that he had committed
some trifling offence at school, and had run away
to avoid the consequence of a severe flagellation.
He represented his master to be a very stern
man, who had severely treated many of the
boys; he also explained the state of his coffers,
and so eloquent an appeal did he make, that
the company clubbed together and raised him a
shilling.

On the landlord coming info the room, the
situation of our hero was explained to him,
upon which that worthy person provided him

was approaching, and Barrington had told him
he was very far from home, ofiered him a bed
for the night. Barrington thanked his bene
factor, and accepted his generous offer. In the
evening he was introduced to the family, who
greatly sympathised with his situation ; indeed,
so artfully and ingeniously did he manage his
address, that in a few hours he had established
himself a great favourite in the house.

After our hero had sipped a little warm rum
and water out of the ample beaker of the land
lord of the hostelry, he was invited to his couch,
which was placed in a snug little room, replete
with comfort. Barringtou locked the door and
threw himself on the bed; remorse and com
punction took possession of his breast. The

past was clothed in terror, the future was in
volved in dread uncertainty.

These terrible and conflicting feelings no
harassed his mind, that he resolved on suicide.

Leaving his bed, he opened the drawer of a.
deal table in the hope of finding arazor; the
drawer contained nothing, however, but an old.
toothbrush and a. rusty nail.

He threw his eyes wildly round the room.
His attention was drawn to an old bureau in the
corner of the room. His evil genius suggested
to him that it might contain money. His reso
lution of suicide was broken by a determination
to investigate the drawers of the ancient piece
of furniture.

How was it to be accomplished, for the
drawers were locked ? He bethought himself of
the rusty nail as a fit instrument for his pur
pose, and which he immediately bent. Fearing
the noise of his experiment might disturb the
family, he tore off a portion of his handkerchief,
which he bound round the nail, secured by some
thread which he drew from the bed curtains,
The locks being of the simplest construction,
yielded at once to his ingenuity; he found the
drawers stored with wearing apparel, among
which was a quantity of lavender ; the perfume
was so powerful that his guilt suggested that
that simple circumstance might expose his
crime.

For some minutes he remained in astate of
uncertainty as to whether he should rob his
benefactor or leave the property untouched. The
glimmerings of virtue were, however, soon extin
guished, aud he at once proceeded to a nearer
investigation of the articles. After overhauling
them for some time, he found the foot of an old
stocking that weighed tolerably heavy.

“ Ah, ah l" he exclaimed," I'm a lucky dog.
This contains money."

Taking out his knife he cut it open, and
counted out upon the bed twenty-three guiueas ;
this money he resolved on appropriating to his
own use, and therefore stowed away about his
person with considerable judgment. Having
carefully relocked the drawers, he laid himself
upon the bed, but he could not sleep. At day
break he rose and determined to pursue his
journey without delay. Heaiingfootsteps about
the house, he resolved to make his appearance,
and on proceeding downstairs he found the
worthy landlord busily employed in opening the
house.

“ Well, my young fellow," said mine host," so
you’re up, are you T How did you sleep l "

“Very well, I thank you, sir," said Barring
ton; " but I'm going now, sir, as I wish to get
home as fast as I can.”

“Nonsense l" said the landlord ;. “ you must.
have some breakfast first; it will be ready in
half an hour."

“ I'm greatly obliged to you," said Barrington,
“ but I must be going, sir. I shall never be able
to repay your kindness."

“ Nonsense, nonsense l" said the landlord. “ l'm
glad to have been the means of serving you.
Pray, how far are you going, my lad 7"

“ To Wakefield, sir," said Barrington, men
tioning the opposite of the place he intended to
go to.

" Ah, well, you haven't far to go then.
say, my lad, you must have those dirty ahoea
cleaned Here, boy," calling to a boy in the yard,

“htake,t-his
young gentleman's shoes and clean.

t em.‘
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Barrington was for s. moment in a dreadful
perplexity, for some of the money was stowed

away
in his shoes.

" beg, sir," said Barrington, “that you will
not trouble yourself, and soneedlesaly occupy the
boy's time. The roads are very dirty, and I
shall have to crom some rough places."

u
k“

Wel-I, well,” said the landlord, "just as you
e."
After Barrington had shaken the rough hand

of his benefactor, and expressed his gratitude in
glowing terms, he turned from the house into the
high road. When out of sight of the house he .

determined on taking any road but the main
one; he feared pursuit. After walking some
considerable distance he took some refreshment
and asked the way. He found he was about
eight miles from Warrington. In the dark of

th
e evening he entered an obscure inn in that

p ace.
“ This way in,” said a facetious-looking person

age in a fustian jacket.
Barrington paused, for his guilty fears sug

gested that perchance his crime wasdiscovered.
“ Walk in, sir; walk in, sir." continued the

facetious-looking personage. “ There's the room,
ml! .

" What room T " asked Barrington.
" The gentlemen are all here, sir," said the

other.
Before Barrington had time to pause, he found

himself in a room full of tobacco smoke, and at a
long deal table were seated numerous gentlemen,
the majority of whom were buttoned up to the
chin; their habiliments were of a decidedly
shabby character; yet in some of their faces was
the stamp of gentility.

At the end of the table sat acoarse~featured
man, with a red face, attired in rusty black ; a
large ring sparkled on hisfinger. As Barrington
entered this personage made a low bow, the
meaning of which Barrington could not under-

‘

stand ; ire, however, bowed in return, and took a

seat.
"What are you disposed to drink, sir?" said

this personage to Barrington.
“Me, air," said Barrington ; “ I must take

something, of course, but not, sir, at your ex
pense."

“ Shall I drink, then, at yours, sir 7 " said the
stranger.

“ Really, sir," said Barrington, “ I do not
understand the meaning of your observations;
you are quite a stranger to me. Iwould much
rather drink by myself, as I am unknown to any
gentleman here."

"‘ We none of us, sir, can drink hem without
money ; money's the great thing, sir,” replied the
stranger.

These observations were made with so much
emphasis, and accompanied with a look so search
ing, that Harrington wished himself a thousand
miles from the place; his suspicions were aroused,
and remained unallayed the rest of the evening.

Another circumstance greatly affected our
hero ; it was this, that after ordering his drink it

was necessary he should pay down on the nail.
for he had observed a very scrupulous regard.
exhibited by the facetious attendant in obtaining
the money for the liquors supplied; indeed. in
one or two instances he had noticed that a sort
of guarantee was insisted upon, by the exhibition
of coins antecedent to the trouble of the attend
ant in furnishing liquors.

, His presence of mind. however. never deserted

~

him; so he resolved, as his money was hidden
about his body, to draw a cheque upon his boots.
To this end he talked of the misery of corus,
and forthwith proceeded to rifle his pedal
coverings.

“ You don't appear very thirsty, sir," said a

small man with a Bardolphisn figure-head, and
his hat resting on the bridge of his nose.

" No, not very, sir," said Barrington, as he

searched for a guinea.
" You've dropped something," said a weasel

faced looking man, the entire faculty of whose
head appeared to be all ear. _ _

I

" I've picked it up," said Barrmgtou. " Curse

‘

the fellow l " he remarked to himself ; “ he
heard the guinea rattle in my boot. It fell from
my waistcoat,” he added, aloud.

Barrington then ordered his drink and placed
the gold piece on the table. All eyes glistened
at sight of the coin.

"Will you join us, sir, in a bowl of punch this
cold evening l" said the low-featured man in the
shabby black.

“ No, sir," said Barrington.
“ You can’t do less, sir," replied the other.
“ Oh, yes, I can," said Barringtou ; " I can do

more—l'll pay for a bowl myself.“
‘“ Angels and ministers of grace defend us 1"’

said the stranger.
“ The largeness of your bounty, my lord, doth

outshine the sun itself," said the man with the
hat on his nose.

“ Now blow, ye winds, and crack your cheeks ;

fleet messenger of air,'make known the bounty of
the prince," exclaimed .the personage with the
weasel face.

“ If 'twere done when 'tis done, then 'twere
well it were done quickly," said a pale youth,
with the voice of a penny trumpet.

" Here,
waiter, bring the bowl ; that gentleman will pay."

" You‘re very complimentary, gentlemen,"
said Barrington. “ I never heard until now of
so complimentary a method of expressing the;

familiar English word ‘ thank 'e.'
"

“ Now, gentlemen, for a toast,” said the chair
man of the assembly. “ l‘ll give you, airs, ‘ The
Immortal Bard of Avon, Billy Shakespeare.‘

"
" I don't know him," said Barrington.
“ He's a silversmith of Sheffield," said the

articulator in the penny trumpet voice.
“ Sheffield l" said Barrington, affecting to

understand. “ Well, I'll drink to him, live where
he may."

“ And now, sir,” said the chairman, addressing

| Barrington; “ but I have not the happiness of‘

knowing your name, sir."

‘

Barrington.
“ The highly respected name of a somewhat

numerous family,"
thoroughly warmed by the liberal potation of
strong waters he had imbibed; and then re

flapsing again into his Shakesperian vein, he
exclaimed, “What's in a name; the thing we
call a rose, by any other name would smell as
sweet."

" Billy Shakespeare again," said the weasel
faced man.

“ Now, then, Mr. Jones, I‘ll sing you a song,
for your punch deserves a return of some sort,
and mine‘s but a poor sort, for I manufactured

it myself," said the chairman.
That worthy, having filled up a tumbler of

punch and swallowed it
,

then sang the following
song :

3

“ Jones is my name, sir—J ones, Jones,"replied ,

-

1

said the chairman, now "
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"_We gagggr; have Q jolly life, hazards, and communicated. 1
2

>

‘the stranger, in

Agjoviglagmnba; . ,’ -~.==.3,, themostundisguised manner,_all that hadtaken
Apart. from cue, “my {mm strife,‘ place, not excepting the stabbing of ill! school

We chaunt right men-ily,"v '1"; -_
-

-_¢- fellow ; he, moreover, informed the worthy
If the rum zruli of our boozing ken .

Should stop our drinking score, -

Wo'llfake his sly,‘ my merry men
For the rap: to pay for more. e ‘ . - =

. ‘ . ' ’ '7 '
Then here’s success to the strolling gafi",

And the lads who sojolly hump it ;

If we find a cove with s. flowing kick,
We're the boys to ramp its

Then drink until the break o
f day,

No princes live more jolly ;

.We care not’ how the score we pay
To banish melancholy.

We're kings sometimes and sometimes thieves,'
Our life is gay and free, ,_

Though the fatal branch that bears no leaves
May be our trysting tree.

"
.

Then here's suocem to the strolling gqf,
And the lads who so jolly hump it ;

If we find a cove with a flowing k1'1.'k,
"

We're the boys to ramp it. ~ ' '

Fill high the cup, ye mummer: all, e ~

And blow your blazes rare ', ‘ ‘ "e
If you swing, your saucyvelvet pail . -

. Shall beborneby maidens fair. ' ~.-'
Young Gilderoy, the toby cove,

'

Likeuswasagaggea-brave; --9'."
And six fair damsels, deep in love,

Did bear him to the grave.

Then here’s success to the strolling gaf,
And the lads who so jolly hump it ;

If we find a cove with a flowing kick,
We're the boys to ramp it."

The most rapturous applause followed this
song, the language of which everyone appeared
to understand except Mr. Jones.

" Do you sing, Mr. Jones?" said the chairman.
“I do not, sir," said Barrington; “ I know

not a single song, indeed not a verse of one."
" That's sufiicient, Mr. Jones," said the other.
The company now began to drop off, and

finally the chairman and Barrington were left
together. V

" You're a very young man, Mr. Jones," said
the stranger.

' '

“Yes, I am, sir," said Barrington ; “just
nineteen."

'

4 _
“ Your figure is good, Mr. Jones; very good."
“ I'm rather tall," replied Barrington.
“You may trust me, Mr. Jones; pray do

reside here at Warrington 7" said the other.
“No, sir, no, I do not," said Barrington.
“ Would you like to accept an engagement,

sir," he continued.
“ At what, sir?" said Barrington.
“An engagement, sir," said the other. “ To

be frank with you, my name is Price, sir, John
Price. I'm manager of a theatre in this town;

I travel through the country. Everybody
knows John Price in these parts."

" Indeed, sir," said Barrington.
Bnrrington paused for a few moments; and,

believing the man to be frank, open, and
generous, he determined to open his mind to
him. His future prospects were undefined,

you

vague, and uncertain; he, therefore, risked all

' Pick his pocket

itinerant lessee that his real name was Waldren,
but that he had assumed the name of Bar
rington. I . - -

“Give me yourhand, Barrington," said the
familiar personage; "I'll protect you, be a
father to you, and soon teach you how to afiect
an audience, sir ; for know it

,

young man, that
John Price never tarnished his honour, sir."

Price then rose, and emphatically shook the
table, and exclaimed, putting his hand on his
heart—- 1. <

_ ‘
.

“ So help me —-, I'm all right here."
This was accomplished in _a most superlatively

theatrical manner.
“Yes," observed John Palmer, noticing that

Joe Askew paused; “ I understand he proved it

by corrupting young Barrington, and induciizg
him to become a thief and s. pickpocket."
_- " I believe there is some truth in that, sir,"
replied Joe Askew, and the subject dropped.

. " I was thinkin of having sup r, pro
sently," remarked oe Askew to Dic ; “ will
you and your friend join me T"

“ With pleasure," smiled Dick; “it is quite a ,

pleamre to be in your company.”
S0 supper was set on; and then a jolly

late evening followed, as was always the ca~.e
when Jack Palmer was at home.

Nextevening he bade farewell to his family,
and started in searchof their horses. .

cnsrrma 011.

LLDY MILICENT GRAFTON.

We return for awhile to Brian Seymour and
his friend, Robert Woodstock. After their last
failure to find out anything with regard to
Elphick Castle, they returned to London and
mixed in good society.

A man who is not only the relative of an earl,
but also his heir presumptive, is always admitted

gerywhere,
no matter what his character may

To be a 1-md, a seduoer, a blackleg, is not
of the slightest consequence as long as you
belong to an aristocratic family ; you may com
mit follies, crimes, be addicted to every vice that

is unpleasant or otherwise, as long as you
belong to a good old county family.

One day he met a friend. Lord Vincent by
name, a man he principally knew asa irequenter
of some of the low hells of London. -

" Ah, Brian, how are you?" he said. " Where
have you been all this timsl I'm going to that
new sensation, the Duchess de Longueville's, to
night. Will you come?"

“ If you can get me an invite-—yes. But I've
been away so long," replied Brian, " I don't
know how to manage it."

" I'll send my man with a card," remarked
Lord Vincent. “ Give me your name and
address; and then at dawn we'll adjourn to the

‘ Junior Cocoa-nut.’
" -

“ All serene!
" said Brian Seymour.

Going two hours later to a small and quiet
hotel, he found an invitation from the rich
young English widow of the French nobleman.
He dressed himself in the most fashionable style
and started.
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A TALE or LOVE, MYSTERY, AND cams. 225

The Duchess de Longueville did everything in
the most magnificent style. She had secured
the finest vacant residence in St. James's, gust
then what vulgar Americans now call the

“hu'o“ of the metropolis. - _ ~ . =

The reception was grand. .- '

Once introduced, Brian ur was left to

his own resources, and wandered ‘hither and

-thither at the direction of his own sweet will.
- Not meeting for sometime anyone he knew,
he presently seated himself on a couch in a

corner. Neartothiswastheentraucetoa
conservatory. Beside the door stood two ladies,

talking.
One of these fixed Brian's attention. He was

an admirer of the beautiful, and never before
had he seen anyone to equal her.

Her face, as she spoke, was turned full
towards him. Never had he seen anything so
lovely. She was apparently about twenty, her
hair was of the richest chestnut, and a golden
light played through its darkness, as if a sun
beam had been caught in those luxuriant tresses,
and was striving in vain to escape.
- Her eyes were of light hazel, large, deep and
shaded into softness by long and very dark
lashes. Her complexion alone would have
rendered her beautiful, it was so clear, so

P
Her nose was of that fine and accurate mould

that oneso seldom sees, except in the Grecian
statues, which unites the clearest and most

decided outlinewith the utrnostfeminine delicacy
and softness; and the short, curved arch which
descended from thence to her mouth was so fine
—so airily and exquisitely formed, that it seemed
as if love himself had-modelled the bridge. On
the right side of the mouth was one dimple,
which corresponded so exactly with every smile
and movement of those rosy lips, that you might
have sworn the shadow of each there ; it
was like the rapid changes of an April heaven
reflected upon a valley. She was somewhat, but
not much, taller than the ordinary height, and
her figure. which united all the freshness and
youth of the girl with the more luxurious
of the woman, was rounded and finished so
justly, that the eye could glance over the whole
without discovering the least harshness or un
evenness, an item to be added or subtracted.

But over all these there was a light, a glow, a

pervading spirit, of which it is impcmible to

convey the faintest idea. ~ -

Brian Seymour said afterwards, “ You should
have seen. her by the side of a shaded fountain
on asummer's day; you should have watched
her amidst music and fiowers, and she might
have seemed to you like the fairy that presided
over both."

Presently he caught sight of Lord Vincent,
and, crossing the room, indicated the girl.

“ Who is that beautiful girl 7" he asked.
Lord Vincent smiled rather sardonically.
“ 0 Dem oer-tel" said that joeose individual ;

“you have spotted Helen of Troy, the most
beautiful girl of the season, and the richest
heiress. That is Lady Milicent Grafton, only
child of the duke. His nephew takes the title
and some of the estates; but Lady Milicent
inherits a vast fortune" _

“Hem!” remarked Brian; “she is one of
those few women one would take without a
fortune.”

" Struck l" said Lord Vincent, with a laugh.
" You are like a good many others. But she is

not for. us. She is sflianced. to her cousin
Reginald, the future duke."

‘,
‘

Oh l" remarked Brian Seymour, and dropped
the subject. -~,-. r . . _ ~~

_ A wonderful-change had come ova him. This
man of violent passions, and strange, nnprinci

Bled
character, was carried away for once in his'

e by real feeling. ~ .<

He loved the Lady Milicent Grafton with
one of those wild and stormy -passions which
take hold of a man but once in a lifetime.

“
Beauty and moneyl" he muttered to him

self. “ My name is not Brian Seymour if I do
not win her." ~ - - -

“ Who had thought this clime had held
A deity so unparalleled,"

laughed Lord Vincent, watching him keenly.
Brian Seymour was not disposed to>prolong

the discussion, but a word from Lord Vincent
stopped him as he was about to move away. . .

“ Lady Milieent is: very gentle and sweet
tempei-ed,'f said Lord- Vincent; ff If you like, I

will introduce you." -_ - , I - -

“I shall feel deeply gratefu1;" and the two
approached the spot where Lady Milicent stood
in conversation with her ctmperon. »

i‘ Lady Grafton," remarked Lord Vincent, with
avery low bow, “ my friend, Mr. Seymour, wishes
the honour of an introduction to yourself and
Indy Milicent." - a

Luckily for Brian, Lady Grafton had not heard
the scandals about him, and was very gracious,
as was the younger woman, who vouchsafed him
one dance ; more she could not, as her card was
extra full. - -

The dance vacant happened to be the next, and
Brian became even -more infatuated with the
lovely being than before.

' - _ ,

Brian was wildly impulsive, which explained
many of his evil deeds, and he was now utterly
conquered. - ~ .,

When the dance was over, a tall, handsome
man of about six-and-twenty, aristocratic to "the
fingers’ ends, approached, and with a stifl nod to
Brian, took Milicent away without the least
ceremony.

Brian knew him, and bit his lip. He knew,
too, what the young heir to the dukedom would
say about him to Lady Milicent. He was not
mistaken.

“ Milicent," he said, kindly but firmly, “ you
must never be seen speaking to that man again.
He is the most noted 1-zmé in society, and sus
pected of even greater crimes.”

“ Why did Lord Vincent introduce him to
Lady_ Grafton and myself? "

observed the girl.
“ Lord Vincent is a feather-headed fool," re

sumed Lord Reginald Somerset ; “ he means no
harm, but he never thinks.”

Lady Milicent laughed, promised not to en
courage him, and determined to repel his ad
vances gently but firmly. ~

Perfectly satisfied, Lord Reginald claimed the
next dance, while Brian sat down, deeply morti
fied at the revelation which he knew would be
made. The cool way the young lord looked at
him as he passed, with Milicent on his arm,
satisfied him that he had spoken, and served both
to inflame his passion and excite bitter anger
against one whom he, in his own mind, called the
calumniator. . .

He would be revengec.
But how '1

’

An outrag

. ......“-,

.~»-,.x

e upon a woman of
such high rank and fortune was a thing to be
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226 THE BLUE DWARF;

carefully weighed before it was undertaken.
There must be a place to take her to. a willing
priest discovered who would tie the knot indis
solubly, despite any outcry she might make.

Of the after consequences he was reckless.
The haughty pride of the family would repel the
idea of an open scandal, though he much feared
that a deadly encounter with ‘Lord Reginald
would ensue.

But Brian was physically brave, and was
utterly careless what followed if once he was
master of this peerless creature.

He never in his impetuous passion reflected
that the duke would probably revoke his will.
He knew. however, from Lord Vincent, that she
had a considerable fortune in her own right. He
was moreover blinded by this sudden and wild
passion.

Never was more restless spirit known than
-Brian Seymour. He could never bear solitude.
A very great philosopher has said : All evil arises
from the fact that few men can live alone; hence
gambling, luxury, extravagance, dissipation.
wine, women, grievance, calumny, envy, and
utter forgetfulness of self and heaven. Cer
tainly Brian Seymour could not live alone.

A few hundred guineas which remained in his

pockets Major Rintoul contrived to ease him of
on the way home in a hackney coach.

After the division of the plunder, Brian Sey
mour and Robert Woodstock retired to the
rooms of the latter to seek repose.

It was late when both sat down to breakfast,
and then, after some reflection, Brian spoke.

“You don't know of some comfortable fur
nished little crib near London, where I can take
agoldeu canary bird," observed Brian; “ she's
rather a skittish creature, and the place would
have to be retired."

Robert Woodstock stared as if rather sur

prised at Brian.
“I kuowa fellow," he answered presently,

“ who has a sweet cottage at Twickenham. He
lets it for the fishing season at times, but has
no objection to make money at any time. He's
a little daft, but very fond of money.”

“ Ah I secure it for me ; pay in advance for a
month," added Brian, " and let it be at my
orders at a moment's notice."

“ It's done," said Robert.
“Next, I want a parson, a real parson, who

will not scruple to tie the knot, whether the
He retired early from the ball to think. His bridebe willing or no," continued Brian, with s.

plans were as yet vague and in the clouds ; but I laugh.
he was resolved to mature them, for which pur
pose he sought a brief solitude.

It was perhaps the most diflicult enterprise in
which he had ever engaged, in fact the most

perilous. So dangerous was it, that if he tried

" What's up f" asked Robert.
“Money and beauty l” was the answer. “ I

ican explain no more. Have the parsou ready
and willing."

“Jack St.ainforth's the man," said Robert;
and failed society would see him no more, until I “ he's a full ‘canonical’, but so long as he gets
he blossomed into a full-blown earl.
then only would much be forgiven him.

Though Brian desired to be where he could
think quietly, he could think of no better place
than the coffee-room of the Junior Cocoa-nut,
where he found his friend Robert Woodstock.

Him he would not trust, unless compelled. He
therefore simply nodded, and seated himself in
a corner, where the other at once joined him.

“ Aint you going to play to-night l" asked
-Robert.

“ I wanted to be quiet," responded Brian. “ I
don't feel very welL"

“ They've got young Stammers in there, the
millionaires son," continued Brian ; “ he's very
-well plumed, and there will be some very good
plucking."

Brian rose. After all his master passion was
gambling. It over-rode everything, and while
under its influence he forget everything, even
love, ambition, and avarice.

They entered the card-room and found young
Stammers, a bloude youth, with a fat face, eyes
bleared by dissipation. and countenance flushed
by wine, just in the act of putting down heavy
stakes.

With rare exceptions the frequenters of the
Junior Cocoa-nut, generally known as the
Rookery, were sharpers, who lived on pigeons
and flats.

There was an understanding between this
nefarious gang which was, that when there was
a fat pigeon to be plucked, all should share and
share alike, no matter what their stakes.

Young Stammers played high, and not being
under the influence of sense, lost heavily. His
pretended guide, philosopher, and friend, Major
Rintoul, encouraged him to drink, and told him
when to play, so that at the early dawn, when
the play ceased for him, he was dead drunk
be had lost over ten thousand guineas.

Then and =drink and coin, does not care what he does.“
“ 'I‘is well. I will now go forth and discover

the movements of my Helen for the next few
days," cried Brian, rising. “ We'll meet at the
‘ Cocoa-nut ' to-night."

Brian went home, and after a stormy ex~
planation with the lady of his love, dressed him
self in the costume of a gentleman's gentleman,
and strolled out in the direction of St. James’
Square, where his beauty resided.

It was the custom of an afternoon of this class
of personages, perhaps the most insufferable and
conceited class in the world, to meet at a tavern
down a mews, where good liquor was provided.

These apes of fashion, accustomed to every
luxury at the expense of lavish, careless and ex
travagant masters, knew good liquor when they
tasted it

, and Joe Standish stood in too great
awe of the mighty flunkies not to provide them
with the best of everything—even to the ex
clusive possession of a parlour of their own.

How Brian Seymour knew of this it is best
not to say, but know it he did. Many a time in
his chequered career he had indulged in low
intrigues and schemes, which required many and
strange refuges, and this had been one of them.

He entered with all the air of an Itzbitué, and
took the first vacant seat, next to a gloriously
clad footman in gorgeous livery.

“ Gentlemen," he said, as soon as he was
seated, speaking in a humble and diflident tone,
“ I am almost a stranger here. May I be

allowed, by way of paying my footing, to order
in a bowl of the best punch?“

The domestics present looked at him with a

peculiarly critical air, and then the senior, or
chairman as he was called, a bloated butler, as

the landlord called him in private, signified in
a dignified way their acceptance of the peace
offering.

The bowl was brought, and harmony pre
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 227

vailed. After the first tumbler had been ladlcd
out and partially consumed, conversation became
general.

Constant allusions were made in the most
familiar style to the families with which those

present were living, and whom they con
desceuded to honour by their services, so that it
soon came out that Yellow Plush, Brian's neigh
bour, was head footman in the service of the
Duke of Grafton, while Brian declared himself
to be in the service of the Earl of Elphlck.

lThen
the important flunkey unbosomed him

se f.
'

“Hour people ls going to Sion House, the
'ouse of the Dook of Northnmberland. It’s
’orrid bad form going hout of town this time ov
‘ear, when hall the fashion and beauty his in
town. What possesses Lady Milicent to go, I
can't tell.”

'

“ Is Lord Reginald going with them 1" asked
Brian.

“Yaasl” drawled the gorgeous one with a

sigh; “ though, what she can see in 'im, I can't
make hout."

“Wonderful, when you're by," remarked an
older domestic, sardonically ; “ but some people
think him the finest man in London."

“ '0rrid taste,” again drawled the feotman.

“Quite horrid," put in Brian. “I've only
seen him once, and can say there's no oom

parisou between you.“
"Your ’ealth," responded the gratified ser

vant, with a glow of pleased vanity, as he filled
his glass and drank it off.

'

The others now clubbed round, and another
bowl was filled, to the great delight of the meet

ing which got particularly harmonious.
Having after awhile heard all he wanted to

know, Brian Seymour retired, after promising
to make one of them whenever his duties to

society allowed him.

- ixo

pcnsrrsa cm.
THE PLOT.

Brian happened next day to meet a friend and
missed Robert Woodstock, who, however, came
to him in the evening to a late dinner, at which
the supposed Mrs. Brian Seymour presided.

The lady was getting weary and sick with
hopes deferred. He had taken her from a

happy, if comparatively humble home, in the
pride of her beauty and womanhood. He had
seduced her away from her family by false and
lying promises.

He had told her that, being dependent on an
uncle, he dare not marry without his consent,
that it would be ruin to him, and the usual false
and lying hypocrisies with which silly women
are too often artfully deceived.

But all belief in him had long vanished. She
knew him for what he was—a villain.

She had two children. Nothing that could
happen could put them in the position they
ought to occupy. She was therefore careless and
ruthless. But this she was decided on—no other
woman should call him husband—that is

, if

woman‘s wit were of any avail.
After dinner, Brian requested to be left alone

" Int us have a bowl of punch, some real
Virginia, and a pack of ca ."

Mrs. Seymour rose with a smile,but with doubt
and hatred in her heart.

She always suspected these secret meetings,
and believed that if there were anything to
conceal there must be some plot against herself.

Aided by her own domestic, Mrs. Seymour
brought in all that was required, and then, with
a sneering “ good night," retired.

“Hem l" observed Robert Woodstock, “ aint
you afraid she may turn rusty some day I"

“ No. And if she did, what good can she do
herself 7" he answered, in an angry tone. “ Be
sides, if this affair come all right, I shall give
her the slip altogether. Of course, I shall make
her an allowance, but I am determined to end

it all. A grumbling woman is not to my fancy.
Now to business. Is the cottage at Twicken
ham ready f”

“ Yes. I have paid a month in advance,”
answered Bobert Woodstock.

“ And the parson 7"
“ Isready and willing l" answered the other.

“ I have tipped him, and he’s all right. But as

it is a real buckle-to this time, he'll want a
big fee."

“ He shall have it.”
“ Now, about the girl l”

“
Yes._ There’s the rub l She's neither ready

nor willing," replied Brian, gravely, " and she
has powerful friends; but I am not going tobe
baulked—I lava Iwr-yes, I love her.’ and will
not be baulked of her possession by man or
devil." ~ "

“ Really in love l" sneered Robert.
“ Yes-—uo pretence this time. It means riches.

glory, rank," cried Brian; " but on my soul I

love her. Never before did I know what the
sensation meant, and now I d0—I am as a child.
She must be mine, if I perish body and soul."

“ A pretty speech,” went on Robert, laughing;
" I should have expected a boy to make one so
foolish."

"Never mind that," said Brian, drily; “you
will be well paid for what you do. Now, finish
up the bowl, and away for the Cocoamut. I’m
told Stammers will be there to-night again."

They finished the drink, and, rising, went out,
without any attempt to bid a farewell to Mrs.
Seymour.

The door had not been closed a moment when
Mrs. Seymour was in the room, not by the door
they had used, but by a sliding panel, which
connected her bedroom with the sitting-room.

She was pale with rage.
“ Ah l" she cried, “ he wants to get rid of me

--does he? But I'll baulk him in this villainy.
This girl, whoever she may be, shall be torn
from his grasp. Let the memory of my own
wrongs rouse me.”

And in a moment more she called her
attendant, bade her help her to dress, and went
out. f

Brian Seymour little suspected that the Blue
Dwarf knew all about his home and supposed
wife. With a view to keeping a strict watch on
the deadly foe of the house of Elphick, Sapathwa
had sent Tim Roach under some pretence to
make inquiries of Mrs. Seymour.

She happened to be in trouble when he called.

I Brian was away, and she was summoned to pay
a large debt of his to a man who had a lien on

with his friend on business of an important his furniture.
IlBl.lI‘€< Tim Roach reported this to his employer, who
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228 THE BLUE DWARF;

s

1

~
paid the money, sent to say that

_-
in secret he was

a friend of the family, and begging herto apply
-to him in any future diificulty.

Tim Roach left an address.
To this Mrs. Seymour went that night, and

fortunately found the young man alone.
She told her story minutely, concealing as

much as possible her feelings of deadly hate and
vengeance, while laying great stress on her desire -

to save the girl.
Beach knew where to find Sapathwa that

esening, and at once on her leaving went and
told him the story.

He at once resolved to haulk the villain and
ruffian, and sent Roach to look for Dick Turpin.

He happened just to have reached London
after his journey home, and was with Tom King
about to start in search of the horses.

He obeyed the behest, however, of Sapathwa,
and went to his head-quarters.

As they knew nothing of the individuality of
the girl, the only plan was to watch Twicken
ham, discover the retreat to which she was to he
taken, and rescue her after the abduction.

This became the duty of Dick Turpin, though
Sapathwa was at no great distance, in a secluded
‘iodging. '

It was a small, neatly-furnished house, at no
great distance from the cottage which Brian had
hired for the purpose of concealing Lady
Milicent. This had been easily discovered. It was
temporarily occupied by a noted angler named
.-ltherton, a simple, half-witted fellow, devoted to
the rod and line.

In his days of peace and quietness at home,
Dick Turpin had sometimes indulged in the
mild, unexciting sport.

Dick easily made friends with the quiet, good
natured Jacob Atherton, and on the morning
afta his arrival in Twickenham was seated
quietly in a punt with him. For a whole hour
they sat without a nibble. t

Even the ardent fisherman found it rather try
ing to his patience and temper.

Dick thought it an intolerable bore.
the first to speak.

" I say, Mr. Atherton,” he said. “ don't
think this is very slow work? What can have
taken all the fish? "

The old man pondered a little, and then
answered, slowly and deliberately—“ Perhaps this isfast day with them, you know.

'1 have some slight sort of impression that fishes
are more particular in their religious duties than
we are," and the simple old man heaved a deep
sigh, expressive of extreme contrition on this
point as far as he was personally concerned.

Dick at first thought that this was a joke on
the old man's part, and was just preparing to
laugh at it, when he caught sight of the awe
struck face, and then understood what he had

He was

you

heard from the people of the neighbourhood.
about Jacob Atherton being slightly demented.

“Ah, well, Jacob,” he said, willing to humour
him, “perhaps you are right, and we nad better
let them alone, as the beggars will not be enticed.

.1 see a respectable alehouse on the bank. Let us
go ashore and have some refreshments."

“Well, yes. The servants of the people who
have hired my house have taken possession,” re
plied Jacob, “so I cannot otfer to take you
there."

5
'

CHAPTER civ.

F SION HOUSE.
Sion House, the residence of the Duke oi

, Northumberland, is a great oblong, ugly building‘ on the banks of the river Thames. It‘ is never

, used now, from a singular peculiarity in its build
'ing. It has a vast number of bedrooms, but

most of them only to be reached one through the
other. In the last century this was not objected= to, but now-a-days it is considered improper, and
the huge palatial mansion is not used.

On the present occasion, on the evening of the
day just recorded, it was one blaze of light. A
large party was assembled.

The evening was fine,and the grounds towards
the river were illumined bya variety of lamps,
giving it a very Vauxhall-garden look. As the
weather was hot, very many of the guests were
in the grounds.

At the foot of the water-steps were several
boats, in one of which were Brian Seymour and
Robert Woodstock,with two watermen. They hm
justc e

, and prepared to go on shore. Brim.
carri a heavy cloak.

The grounds were extensive, and in some pam
had shady walks, which by some, lovers, of cour.-u
were preferred to the brilliantly lighted ones.

Brian and Robert made their way to the
vicinity of one of these, and then concealed them
selves behind a thicket of trees, which was calle-l
in the quaint fashion of those days a quincunx.
It gave a very extensive view of the grounds.

Of course, Brian Seymour was well aware that
accident alone could serve him; but, like most
bad men, he had great belief in his star.

He and his companion took care to keep close,
listening to the music, the hum of voices, and the
clear, shrill laugh of happy girlhood as they
tlitted about in the dance, or strolled along the
alleys in the gardens of Sion House.

Presently a stately figure, that of awoman,
entered the alley, with a glance over her
shoulder, as if expecting to be followed.

It was Lady Milicent.
Brian Seymour knew her at once. and glanced

eagerly over the grounds to see if Lord Reginald
was about ; but he could not make him out.

Lady Milicent approached still nearer, and
Brian rushing out cast the heavy cloak over her
head, and catching her up in his arms, fled to
the river. Unfortunately, everybody was too
much occupied with their own affairs to notice
what happened.

The two men reached the boat, put oli from
the stairs, and began at once pulling up the
river.

For a moment we will return to Sion House.

6

Lord Reginald, as soon as he could rid himself

l of a garrulous friend, hastened to join Lady
Milicent in what was called the Orange Walk,

, where she had agreed to meet him.

, Hurrying down the path, which was roofed
by overhanging trees, he looked in every direc
tiou for the young lady, and not seeing her,
ventured to call her name, thinking perhaps
that she might be playing hide-and-seek with
him in a frolic.

" Milicent I" he cried, in earnest accents ;

“don't play with me, but come out and show
yourself."

_ No answer. Lord Reginald now grew alarmed,

1 and called her in such a loud tone that others
were attracted.

A scene of great confusion ensued, and alter

l
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DICK TL'RPlN'S CLI-IVER ESCAPE FROM THE MAIL COACH, WITH MOSES LABKIN'S BAG OF GOLD.
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280 THE BLUE DWARF ;

a brief wild search, Lord Reginald returned to

the house in order to summon the servants, who
might have seen her. But no one had seen he!‘

What could have happened I
She could not have hidden herself volun

tarily.
He rushed to the water-side, a fearful and

horrid dread upon his soul. Could she have

fallen from the terrace while looking over? He
reached the head of the embankment which
skirted the shore, and peered out into the night.

“Looking for anything, sir)" asked a water

man's apprentice.
“ Well l” said Lord Reginald, in a low- tone ;

“there is a lady missing.”_
"Ah l" the other continued; “well, a boat

put ofi half an hour ago, with a_waterman and
two gents—one of these carried something

wrapped in a cloak.”
" Great heavens l" cried Lord Reginald, “ what

can this outrage mean? Surely that scoundrel

Brian Seymour has not carried her off? I saw

he was struck. Quick, my men l” he exclaimed

to the crew of a boat which was rowed by six
men in Northumberland liveries—row for your
lives, Which way my lad 2" he asked, as gdt
into the boat.

" Up river, my lord," replied the youth, who
now recognised him.

He hastily gave the lad a guinea, and seating
himself, proceeded to steer the boat up the

reaches of the river, with which he was well
acquainted. But the pursuit was vain; he soon

met a boat returning, and found that going up
some distance the men had landed with their
burden.

“ I'll have you hanged as anaccomplice,” said

Lord Reginald, sternly, "if any harm come of
this."

“The gent said as how it was a runaway
match—-only the lady wanted to be taken away,
as if by force,” the other urged, apologetically.

Lord Reginald made no reply, and returning
to the house, made further inquiries, and found
that no trace of Lady Milicent had been found.
He spoke to no one of the supposed outrage but
to her father and his uncle, and then retired to
send messen to Bow-street and Richmond,
with full particulars of the outrage. _ _

‘

He then himself mounted his horse and rode
into London to await news. He was wild with
rage and mortification, and vowed that if Brian
Seymour had anything to do with this outrage,
his life should pay the forfeit. '

The messengers returned,,bnt without bring
ing one atom of news.

Lord Reginald was furious. Sleep he would
have none that night. He walked the dining
mom in a frenzy of rage and despair. Day
hreak came-—still he walked from side to side of
the room.

Suddenly he heard horse's hoofs coming down
the street, and a farmer-looking man halting
before the door, alighted.

Lord Reginald rushed down stairs three and
fours steps at a time. and opened the door.

“Lord Reginald!" said Dick Turpin, in his
snavest tones.

" Yes. You have news for me-good news, I
think,” exclaimed the other.

“ Yes, my lord ; but Lady Milicent has bud a
great shock," responded Dick, “but I left her
with a good nurse and doctor."

“Come in, my man," said the young lord,
"and tell me all about it."

We will, however, do so in our own words :
As soon as the boat was quite out of sight of

Sion House, the two abductors told the boatmen
to pull in to a waterside inn where they had
ordered a chariot to await them. With this,
they started for the furnished cottage.

They had removed the cloak from around the
girl’s head, but in answer to her remonstrances
and threats, they said nothing. Itwas useless
for her to resist, in the hands as she was, of two
powerful men.

She recognised Brian Seymour at once, and
having been enlightened as to his character,
feared the worse.

“Villainous coward! I know you, and you
shall be punished for this outrage," she cried.

But he made no reply.
They soon reached the cottage by the river,

into which Lady Milicent, scorning to be carried,
entered with a haughty step.

To her surprise, it was lighted up as for some
festive occasion, while a middle-aged man in the
garb of a clergyman, stood beside an improvised
altar, a woman standing in the rear.

The middle-aged man, whose face was that of
a soaker, bowed respectfully, and produced the
book of common prayer.

“ What wicked mockery and cruel farce is

iflhisig‘
she asked, proudly. “Why am I brought

ere " »

“Lady Hilicent," said Brian Seymour, in a
most humble tone, “ all is fair in love and war.
When I saw you the other night your beauty
overshadowed my soul, and I swore you should
be mine I"

"Wrerohed cur, as if my fa.ther’s daughter
would descend so lowas you—never! If you
would not bescourged at cart’s tail, let me go."

" You will never leave this place except as my
wife,” was the cold reply; “ here is a clergy
man ready to perform the ceremony. You
have no chance of escape—none l"

“ Nothing will ever induce me to ally myself
to one so vile."

“ Mr. Preston," said Brian, coldly, “read the
marriage service. We will contrive to reduce
my lady to submission once the ceremony is
over. Proceed."

“ At your peril I" said Lady Milicent, firmly.
“ You know who I amt"

Mr. Preston bowed. .
“ And you will risk the displeasure of such a

family as ours 2" she asked, in utter amazement.
“ When the marriage is once solemnised, their

interest will be to keep the secret,” responded
Mr. Preston, in a thick, hasty voice. " I will
read the service.”

“Are you mad 7"’ asked Lady Milicent; "' you
will get no responses from me.”

“The ceremony can easily be repeated," said
the hedge parson, one of what were called the
Fleet bucklers, "when you wish it. For the
present, I shall presume your consent.”

At this the wretched victim of vice and
ned his prayer book.drink ope

peril!" she began, and turned to"At your
seat herself.

“Go on 1" said Brian Seymour, cynically, "‘ I
will hold you harmless."

“ Scoundrel l villainl rascal l" cried a terrible
voice, and the door was burst in. Dick Turpin,
Tom King, and Tiui Roach, dashed into the
room, armed to the teeth, and confronted the

astounded sbductors.

Lady Milicent gave a great cry of joy, as she
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 231

,~
tared at these extraordinary-looking champions

of virtue in distress.

“ But for
h b ryou,

where would my afiiauced wife
ave een he said, wringing the other's handThe parson was the firstto escape, which he with the utmost enthusiasm; “what a con.did with a readiness and agility which did great summate scoundrel that Brian Seymour is l"credit to his acuteuess.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were
too astonished to speak; but after a moment's
reflection, followed the hedge-priest's example.“ My lady," said Dick Turpin,
for interfering in your aflairs. By the rarest
accident in the world, I and my friends heard of Ithis intendedoutrage. We did not know your
name, only that you were to be brought to this

lace."p
“No matter," replied Lady Milicent, in her

sweet, but noble, aristocratic voice, “how you |
heard of this crime ; you and your friends have i
done me a great service, one I shall never for
get."

“ You must leave this place, lady," continued
Dick Turpin; “that bad man is in league with
many others. It is too late, I fear, for you to
return to town to-night; but my patron and
friend has one close by, where you will betreated
with all honour and respect."

“Lead me where you will," replied Lady
Milicent; “ I trust you thoroughly. I think I
know an honest face when I see one."

Dick Turpin and Tom King had both the
grace to blush. The former was utterly over
whelmed. Never in the course of his life had
he seen anything so sweet, gentle, and beautifuL
The rough highwayman felt as if he could have 1
fallen down and worshipped her.

“ your pardon
g

“

‘
lord," he said

Telling her she would not have to go far, he
ofiered his arm, as he saw she was overcome and
faint. As she walked along, she told him her
name, and recommended him, as soon as it was
time enough in the morning, to go to the re
sidence of the Duke of Grafton, in St. James’
Square, and see Lord Reginald.

Dick promised; and, in a few minutes more,
they reached Woodbine cottage, which Sapathwa
had secured, and she was glad to find a respect
able woman there awaiting her with a cup of
tea. which she much needed.

But she had scarcely sank in a scat, when she
broke down in a kind of hysterical fit. lt was
the reaction of the terrible adventure she had
passed through. The woman at once took her to
a bedroom, while Tim Roach went for a doctor
who lived close at hand.

Ho found the young lady sufiering from a
severe attack of hysteria, with some fever, for
which he prescribed a draught and rest. As
soon as the doctor was gone, the Blue Dwarf
emerged from his place of concealment, and
complimented Dick and the others on the mar
vellous way in which they had frustrated one of
the most impudent cases of abduction he had
ever heard of.

The Blue Dwarf took one glance at the girl as
she lay on the couch, and he stood amazed at
her marvellous beauty. Never before had he
seen anything to equal it. The unfortunate
man sighed deeply, as he reflected, that never
for him could there be the joys of love and
paternity; and, leaving the chamber, shut him
self in his own room, where he wept bitterly.

As soon as the report of the doctor was made,
Dick Turpin mounted his horse and rode ofi, as
we know, to advise Lord Reginald of what had
happened. We know with what result.

Lord Reginald was appalled when he heard
the narrative.

" Yes, my lord, I know it," replied Dick Tur
pin. “ I am watching him for an'0ther purpose.
Hence my discovery of this wicked plot."" It was indeed a mercy," the other went on,

that threw you in the way of these vile con
spirators. If you have rested enough, we will
start for Twickenham. But you have had acold
ride—help yourself tosome refreshment," point
ing to a spirit-stand on the sideboard.

Dick Turpin never required to be very much
pressed on this point, and taking a stifl glass,
declared himself quite ready.

When they reached Twickenham,
found to be in a heavy sleep, from which, by the
doctor's orders, she was not to be awakened.

Lord Reginald was, however, allowed to see
her, and gazed with deep love and reverence
on the countenance of the girl he loved, and
who had escaped from so foul a fate as that of
being mated to a roué and gambler like Brian
Seymour.

To say that he was amazed at the sight of Sa
path wa, whom he insisted on thanking in person,
would be to say little, but like a courteous man
and high-minded gentleman, he concealed his
feelings, and thanked him with a warmth and
heartiness that brought tears into his eyes.“ You have little reason for thanking me, my

quietly ; " my mimiion in life is to
thwart Brian Seymour."

And he toid him the story of the Earl of
El phick, and the persecutions he had to endure
from this wicked, grasping, and covetous cousin,
to which Lord Reginald listened with disgust
and amazement.

"' But why does not the Earl of Elphick in
voke the law, and punish this unmitigated scouu
drel for his many villainies 7" asked Lor-l
Reginald.

“There are family reasons which forbid it,"
replied Sapathwa, gravely; “ but the time wil‘—
yes, the time will come, and then——"

He did not finish his sentence.
Soon after, the doctor came, and after a care

ful examination of Lady Milicent, declared that
she must not be moved for a few days, as the
least exertion might bring on serious fever.

Sapathwa at once placed the cottage at the
disposal of Lord Reginald and his friends, until
the young lady was able to be moved.

But Lord Reginald declined to turn them out.
“It is to your generosity and self-sacrifice,”

said the young nobleman, “ that I owe her
safety. Remain all of you, and guard her. I
will return to London and see her father, who
already knows of her safety."

Half an hour later, Lord Reginald was on his
way to London, and after saiisfying the duke of
his daughter's safety, held a long conference
with him as to what should be done about Brian
Seymour. _

The Duke of Grafton had a sensitive dread
of scandal, and he resolved to give him warning
to keep out of the reach of any of the family,
as they would resort to the final arbitration of
the law to rid themselves of this atrocious perse
cution, and punish the offender. _

A mysterious paragraph, which_ was not
mysterious to any who had been at Sion How.
appeared in one of the_ flying sheets. 8ul1dil18 l»°
we gbduqtiqq, and giving broad hints as to the

the girl was
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232 THE BLUE DWARF;

perpetrators of the outrage being known, and

warning them to keep out of the way, lest

punishment should follow.
The next day Lady Milicent was able to get

up and sit in an arm chair for an
hour, during

which time she insisted on seeing those who
had saved her from dishonour worse than death.

Sapathvva hesitated at first, but when Lady
Milicent insisted, yielded, and came into her

presence with all the shamelacedness of a

blushing boy. '.
This the girl at once realised, and a great

pity filled her heart. She saw only the sad side

of the case, and not the hideous and ludicrous.
She spoke to him with the deep afiectiou and

gratitude of a daughter.
Wild and strange mystery of the human

heart l Never before had the Blue Dwarf been

so afiected by the sight of a woman. The im
pression was such as never left him to

his dying
day, and added one more to the angulshes which
tormented the soul of this singular man.

Yesl strange as it may appear, both Sanathwa
and Dick Turpin fell in love with'this incom
parable girl, loving her toowith a self-sacrificing
devotion, which sought only the happiness of
the object of its love.

Such things have been, and simply proved
that though both were seared—one by sorrow,
the other by crime—yet, there was at bottom,

in the secret depths of their souls, a sense of
chivalry not surpassed by that of any real knight
of the middle or any other age.

Four days later Lady Milicent left ‘for Lon
don, all the sunshine, these two strange beings
thought, going out with her departure.

Sapathwa, for his comrades and himself, re
fused any pecuniary reward. He sternly, but
resolutely, declined any allusion to the subject.
Money was no object to him, or to his friends.
They wished to remember having done an act
useful to their fellow-creatures without any
-ordid motive being ascribed to it.

The duke and Lord Reginald appreciated their
feelings, and promised themselves to lind some
way of showing their deep and lasting grati
tude.

"We are going into Devonshire," said Lord
Reginald, “in a week, to Landsdale Hall. We
should be glad to know if you are that way."

“ Lendsdale l” cried Sapathwa; “ Brian Sey
mour has a small estate ne'er there. Be on your ‘

guard. Perhaps we may be useful as a body- ~

guard. We shall very likely come down, in
which case you shall know." ,

And thus they parted, to meet again under:
peculiar and even tragical circumstances. '

CHAPTER CV.

nnan on auvn.

surmise was encouraged by the fact of his always
bringing home mnney presents for the old
people, and knick-knack! for the young ones.

Dick was thus left to his own devices.
longed for adventure. Never was he so happy
aswhen on the road riding over moor and heath,
centering beneath the light of Sir Oliver, and

He

saying, “ Stand and deliver," to a fat citizen or_rich gentleman as the case might be.
Fortune favoured him in a way he little ex

pected. Sanntering through the streets of the
city trying to hit upon some means of replenish
ing his coders, he recognised the form of one
Moses Larkin, a diamond merchant, who was
hurrying along the streetsin the direction of the
great stage-coach oifice, attended by a stout
youth carrying a kind of carpet-bag, which Dick
Turpin shrewdly suspected was worth his atten
tion.

He followed in the trac of Moses Larkin
until he saw him enter the ofiioe. When in the
city Dick Turpin was always disguised and pre
pared for action. He followed the Hebrew
citizen into the office. He booked one inside for
Manchester. Dick at once did the same, and the
coach at this moment appearing, the two got in
side, the citizen rather in an ill-humour at being
forced to travel with a total stranger, and Dick
complainant as usuaL

The coachman clambered up to his seat, the
guard examined his waybill, and they were about
to make a start when the door opened, and the
guard bundled another passenger inside with but
scant courtesy.

Then he slammed the door, the horn sounded.
and they were elf.

The Hebrew diamond merchant seemed re
lieved by the presence of a third party, though,
to judge by Dick's grimace, he was not. His
plans for robbing the other had not been at all
decided ; but now the presence of a stranger
hampered his movements.

Slill he was hopeful; it was part of his
character never to allow himself to he cast down
by any difiiculty great as it might be.

When they had gone a few miles Dick began
to be chatty, to talk of incidents of travel in
his life as a bagman, and told some stories,
which made even the diamond merchant smile.

The third party merely nodded his head
occasionally, eyeing Dick admiringly with two

feniety
orbs that seemed to read your very

son .
" Know this road well, sir T" asked Dick pre

sently, of Moses Larkin.
“ Yea I I've travelled it pretty often," replied

the other, in a half-surly, half-jovial tone. “ I
have business in Manchester four times every
year with my people."

“ I go there about twice a year," continued
Dick ; “ remember the case of Wilcox and
Heavysidel That was a smart rogue, but he
got found out."

“ Oh, yes] I know Wilcox and Heavyside,"
A couple of days passed, and then Sapsthwa the other answered; “very warm people. Ido

was determined to return to the home occupied I
by the Em of Elphick and his friends, whilel
Dick Turpin and Tom King decided to indulge

i

in some private business of their own. i
Tom had for some time felt a little home-sick.

H8 b910!1Iled to a very decent and respectable
family, living a long way from London, and who
had not the faintest suspicion of his true voca
tion. They thought he was doing well in a
lawyer’: oflice in the great metropolis, which

business with them sometimes. Shall give them
a call this journey."

“ You mean the great burglary 7" asked the
stranger in the corner.

“ Yes, sir! very remarkable afiair," responded
Dick ; " found out in a curious way, too—luckv
—or the other fellow might have been hanged."

“ Yes l" observed the other. “ it was a rare
stroke of luck-could never make out how it
happened."
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 233

"Well," said Dick, modestly, “I had a hand
in it ;” and he told what he thought proper of
the discovery he had made, and the way the
tables had been turned on Edgar Wharton.

“Very smart, very clever," remarked the
stranger; “ seen some life in your time-eh T”

“Yes I" continued Dick, with one of his tat
chuckles. “I have seen a little of life-more
than most men.”

"Very likely—very likely," the man re
marked, nodding his head. " Ever been stopped
by highwaymen-—eh 7"

“Yesl once or twice," returned Dick; “but
didn’t get much out of me. Only carry samples
—got one iii the boot now."

The stranger nodded.
Dick now launched out into some absurd

narrative of adventure, full of exaggeration and
fun, as to one or two of his apocryphal adven
tures with highwaymen, which seemed to
alarm Moses Larkin very much, but which made
the other laugh in s half-sniggering, sneering,
sort ot way.

“ That's a very good story,” he said, presently,
" a very good story, but I can tell you a better,
Dick,” and he presented a pistol right at his
breast. “ I've got a warrant in my pocket, and
my instructions is to take you back to London,
dead or alive! them was the very words, and
what's more, you will find them written in my
pocket-book, which you very cleverly took out
ot my pocket when you were telling that won
derful story, Dick."

The highwayman stared, and looked perceptibly
paler, as he gazed down the barrel of his adver
sary‘s pistol.

“ What do you want, and who are you T" asked
Dick. recovering himself.

“ Well! I’m Tom Carroll, my boy, and mean
to take you back to London by the return
coach."

“Well, I suppose it's all up l" observed Dick
Turpin, with a sigh.

“ Yes, Dick, it's all up l You can make a row,
or you can go quietly—just as you like. It makes
no difierenoe tome; dead or alive, them’s the
instructions. Now, stand up, and catch hold oi
them two straps. Now Dick, I've got my eyes
on you. Let go those straps, and you are a dead
man. Now, Mr. Larkin, search his pockets, and
hand me out his pistols."

"You'd do it better," grimly remarked Dick,
as he saw Moses Larkin hesitate.

" Right you are," replied the officer, still cover
ing the highwayman with his pistol, which he
held in his left hand, while he went over his
clothes with his right.

“ Now, Dick," he went on, when he had
secured the other's pistols, “just put back that
gentleman’s purse and watch ; remember, my
eye is on you ; no tricks, Dick ; dead or alive,
that’s my mot ."

" What's it all mean 7" asked the amazed and
trembling Jew.

“ Only that I‘ve captured Dick Turpin l"
answered Tom Carroll.

The watch and purse were handed back, and
then Dick sat down.

“ I must put on the irons you know," con
tinued Tom Carroll.

“ Anything for peace,” replied Dick.
The bracelets as they are now facetiously called,

were put on. While so doing the oflicer put his
pistol in his pocket

As soon as Dick had been handcufied behind

his back, this being done at his own request,
the two sat down, Dick beside his captor.

They were within a mile ot the end of the
stage.

"Been long in the service?" asked Dick, in a
low, miserable tone.

“ Yesl some time-—long enough to catch the
cleverest high toby in London."

" Ah I" quietly remarked Dick, "that is be
cause dead or alive is your motto l"

“ Dead or alive, Dick—dead or alive l and‘
I've got it in writing, too.”

With that, Dick jumped up, and placed at the
head of the astonished oflicer, his own pistol.
The handcufis lay on the seat beside him.

“ Oflicer l" said he ; " when you've had a little
more experience, you won't be taken in by a~
pair of artificially-swelled wrists. Don't let the
next man, otficer, clench his fists when you are
putting on the bracelets ; don't let your pistol
out of your hands while your motto is dead or
alive l"

He now secured his own pistols, and made a
sign to Moses Larkin.

“I'll thank you for that purse and watch
again," he said.

Moses, trembling with fear, handed them up.
Dick Turpin then whipped his carpet bag ofi the
seat, and opening the door, sprang out, despite
the shouts and yells of the other passengera

He darted lor a narrow lane.
Tom Carroll was out in a moment, but knew

it was of nouse to follow. The highwayman was

armed. He was without a weapon of any kind.
He got surlily back into the coach, and at the

next stage returned defeated and disconsolate to
London. This defeat was not all. The story
leaked out, and from that day he was known
as Dead or Alive Carroll.

Dick returned by devious ways to London,
disposed of his plunder, and then started for
the neighbourhood of Landsdale, to await orders

from his chief, not,
hgwevefi,

before leaving a

significant message for apat wa.
Dick had time to visit one of his haunts, to

leave a me for Tom King, and here he

heard the story of Dead or Alive Carroll.

CHAPTER CVL
LANDSDALE.

Landsdale Hall was full for the shooting.
Every sleeping-room was occupied, even to the
haunted-room, where no one ever saw a ghost,

and which was now tenanted by a strong
minded Oxonian who kept a bull dog.

The big drawing-rooms were brilliant with
wax lights, the sparkling eyes of high-born
women, and the family jewels of noble houses.

Rich dresses and choice flowers added colour to
the scene, and furnished the room as mere up
holstery cannot do.

It was a hot evening, hot as July, though at

the end of September, and though it was the
harvest moon that shone through the great win
dows as if with a contempt of the paltry lights
within. More than one couple had found the
heat of the drawing-room oppressive, and were

pacing up and down the broad terrace on

which the room opened. Below the terrace

stretched the rose garden, and beyond that
a triumph of landscape-gardeuing—miniature
wator-falls, bridges, arbours, and the cone
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234 THE BLUE DWARF ;

walks, a series of grassy paths bordered by “ Supposing," he said,g-ravely and yet humbly,
every species of pine and cedar and fir, for which “ I were Dick Turpin himself 1

"

the duke had a sort of collector's mania. “ Great heavens I Mr. Palmer, why this joke 1"

Up and down the remotest part of “The asked Lady Milicent.
Cones,” walked a man and a woman on this Lord Reginald looked keenly at him, without
last night of September.

'
g.

These were Lord Reginald and Lady Milicent, “ It is no joke, my lady. Iam Dick Turpin I "
who had come out as a relief from the heated he went on. “Hence my desire to do a good
drawing-room, and perhaps to avoid the other action without fee or reward. Circumstances
guests who were laughing and jesting in the have thrown me into a wild and adventurous
usual light and after-dinner vein. career, but when I can serve one so beautiful as

Lady Milicent had wrapped a long white lace you, my lady,” with a sigh, “ one so immeasur
scarf round her head and shoulders. The moon- ably above me, I feel myself not all bad."
light touched her golden rippling hair, and “ You are right," said Lord Reginald. “ You
silvered it as completely as time itself could ever have bright, brave, and noble principles. It is
do. She looked very lovely, and Lord Reginald never too late to mend," he added. “ I could get
looked as if he thought so. you a commission in the army, when all might

And so did another, who had been watching be forgiven and forgotten."
her from asecure place of concealment. “You are very kind, my lord," said Dick

He suddenly, however, appeared before them. Turpin, almost sadly ; “ but I fear I cannot
“ Don‘t be alarmed, my lady, and you, Lord change my nature and submit to discipline and

Reginald," he said; “ I am Jack Palmer, from command. It is not in me. I cannot conceive
Twickenham." why I told you; it was a sudden impulse."

“Glad to see you ; but why do you come thus “ We shall think none the worse of you," said

secretly 7" asked Lord Reginald, laughingly. Lord Reginald, taking his hand. “ The service
“ I come mwarn you, my lord l" he responded. you rendered us was inestimable, never could be

“ Brian Seymour and his accomplice, Robert repaid; our debt of gratitudeisdeep and eternal.
Woodstock, are down here, hiding, I know not Hark, the bell sounds for supper. All will un
where, but I have seen them. We are on the mask now, and you must join us."
watch—but be careful, my lord. You know the Milicent joining in the request, this strange
villains, but not as we do." man yielded, and half-an-hour later was seated

“ Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock near in the splendid banqueting hall, amidst the
Londsdslel What can they be doingl " cried noblest in the land.
Inrd Reginald. Introduced by Lord Reginald, and in friendly

" No good," said Dick Turpin, “rely upon it. intercourse with Lady Milicent, no one presumed
I thought it wise to warn your lordship, as well to ask any questions.
ml to let vnu know that I am here and shall be on He stopped all night, and went out shooting
1119vygtgb," with the others. He kept near to Lord Reginald.

" l thank you heartily," replied Lord Reginald, shooting aide by side, and meeting with tolerable
" for myself and Lady Milieent.“ success.

“I have but done my duty as one man to It was getting near lunch time.
another,” continued Dick Turpin, gravely. “ There's only one more covert to be shot be

“ You are not a rich man," observed Lord Regi- fore lunch," said Lord Reginald. " Come
nold, musingly. along."

“ I am not," responded Dick; “ but I do not When they were about half-way through, Lord
do this thing for gain." Reginald, who was not nnnaturally impatient to

“ Still you must let me be of use to yon," con- return to the ladies, entered a path through the

tllltltd Lord Reginald. “Would my influence he wood. When they were about half way through
of any use to you 7 ” the wood, Lord Reginald said :

“ No, my lord, not at present,“ he said, gravely. “We shall never get there at this rate. The
“ I am engaged in an important and mvsterious wood is not so thick here. Ict us take a short
business in connection with this Brian Seymour, cut."
for which I am well psid." He pushed through the wall of green to the

" Still I cannot remain your debtor," urged the left, and Palmer followed him.

youmz nobleman. “There’s no path that way," crisd one of the
" We will talk about that matter another time, keepers, but Lord Reginald and John Palmer were

my lord," was the response. “When youareout already hidden by the hszels and beeches, the
to-morrow I should advise you tokeep near your rest of the party passing on along the grassy
friends and not leave your party. Brian Sey- green ride.
monr is capable of any villainy."

'
Lord B.eginald's strength and breadth—he was,

“ From what I have seen I should say so," rm though well-proportioned, a young Hercules in
sumed Lord Reginald ; “ and now we must return make—pushed aside the brambles and young
to our guests. Will you sup with us to-night, oaks with ease, and he went crashing through the

Mr. —-1" - wood like a powerful animal. Dick kept level

“John Palmer,” was what Dick Turpin re- with him.
sponded.

“ I must decline your kind invitation ; But they found, as many do in so many walks
another time, perhaps," with n glance at his of lifc, that the shortest cut was the longest way.

riding-coat and boots. They made but slow progress, for the wood was
" Don’t let that consideration upset you," dense just there, and so the trees slapped their

laughed Lord Reginald. “ We are all in disguise faces and the brambles twisted themselves round
to-night. You might have assumed the disguise them.
of ahighwayman. Withamask you might make " I think, my lord, we had much better have

up very well for Dick Tur in." stuck to the path," said Dick Turpin.
The other slipped amas from out his pocket "I begin to think so, too,“ responded Lord

and put it over his face, hidiugull but his mouth. Reginald.
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Still they went on through the sunlit woods,
still thick with green and gold, for not many
leaves had yet fallen, though it was the lst of
October. Presently they came to a dip in the
ground, and Lord Reginald dashed forward at a
quicker pace. Dick followed closely, anxious to
keep up with the other. And so they went on
over the rough ground.

A stubborn oak suddenly checked Lord Regi
na1d’s progress.

At this moment there was a loud report,
and Lord Reginald crashed headlong down,
breaking through the young oaks and hazels,
and falling on his side in a clump of brown
bracken.

Dick rushed to his aid and knelt beside the
fallen man, who seemed but an inert mass of
convulsively-quivering flesh. The leaves and
brambles were splashed and streaked with
blood.

“Murderl help l" bellowed Dick, at the top
of his voice.

Heheard voices at no great distance as he
reached the edge of the wood, and burst into a
smooth, thyme-grown ridge, where sportsmen
and keepers were standing watching.

Dick's face was white, set, and resolute—his
lips drawn back.

“ What's the matter, Palmer 7" asked one.
“ Lord Reginald has been shot, and I fear not

by accident," replied Palmer. " Is there a
doctor here?"

"I am a doctor,” answered an active middle
aged man.

“Then follow all, in G—'s name," continued
John Palmer.

All obeyed, though they were too stunned to
speak. and soon reached the spot, guided by
Dick Turpin.

Dr. Barham hurriedly examined the prostrate
nobleman, and at once decided that the wounds
were not very serious, though the loss of blood
had been very great.

He always carried, on shooting days, a few
bandages and some lint, with which he at once
staunched the wound.

Dick stood aloof with lowering brow. He
had not not seen the man who had fired that
shot, but he was as certain of his personality as
if he had. Much as he was occupied. he could
not repress a smile when he saw one of the
keepers examine the two guns, that of Lord
Reginald and his own. When he found them
both loaded he quietly put them down.

“ How did it happen 1“ asked one of the men,
presently.

“The shot was fired from yonder thicket,”'
replied John Palmer; " but I saw no one.
Whoever did it fled at once. I was too anxious
about my lord to pursue.”

“
Quite right,“ said the doctor ; “ your ,

promptitude probably saved his life. We must:
get him to the house.
might be made."

One of the keepers, expecting this, had gone I

in search of a hatchet and cords, with which he
soon returned.

Saplings were cut, cross branches tied, and
then leafy boughs, over which was placed a‘
blanket.

He was then placed gently on the impro
vised litter; and, following a winding path,
they made for the open.

To reach the house in a direct line it was

I think a rough litter

now necessary to pass a clump of trees, where

I
lunch awaited them, and where they were to be
met by the ladies.

The doctor that this spot should be
avoided ; but several ladies were there already,
and some had seen the mournful procession.

Of these one was Lady Milicent, who at once,
with a wild, strange foreboding, rushed towards
the group.

“ Keep back, my lady," said Dick Turpin,
hurrying forward; “ he's only wounded-faint
from loss of blood. The doctor says it will be
all right."

But Milicent would approach.
“What isiti" she gasped, her face white as

her cashmere morning gown.
“ He will live,” said the doctor, cheerfully;

“ don’t delay us. All depends on care and
quiet. Forward l "

Lady hlilicent stood as if turned to stone ;
but, leaning on a gentleman's arm, she walked
beside him.

Assoon as the house was reached, the wounded
nobleman was taken to his room, and at once
put to bed. The astonishment and horror of all
were generaL

The head gamekeeper at once reported the
news to the duke himself, adding that the guns
of both Lord Reginald and his friend Mr.
Palmer were loaded. He repeated also what
Mr. Palmer had said.

" What do you think yourself, Morris 7" asked
the duke.

“ I can’t make it out, my lord,” said the head
keeper. “There ain't been many poachers about
lately. It may have been an accident, and the
awkward person may have run away."

" It's a most unfortunate affair,” continued
the duke. “ I wish you would ask Mr. Palmer
to step into the library. I will await him
here.”

So Dick Turpin was shortly after ushered into
the presence of the courteous duke, who received

i him most cordially.
“I am sorry to trouble you, Mr. Palmer,"

said my lord, “but I should like to hear your
version of this sad affair."

“Certainly, ‘my lor ," answered Dick, and
told what the reader knows, leaving' out, how
ever, his suspicions of Brian Seymour.

“ It's a very sad affair," continued the
Duke of Grafton ; “and, I presume, an accident,
only the perpetrator is too cowardly to come
forward and explain."

“I can offer no clue,” resumed John Palmer,
“and regret that I must leave. I came to see
Lord Reginald yesterday on a small matter of
business, and he forced me to remain. I shall
be in the neighbourhood for some little time,
though, and should like permission to call and
make inquiries."

“ Most certainly," said the alfable nobleman ;
“ now we must to lunch with what appetite we
may. If I hear a good account after the meal, I
shall request my guests to remain. We will
keep the house very quiet." _

Mr. John Palmer retired, took his lunch, and
then finding the report about Lord Reginald

I
very favourable, took his departure.

Lady lllilicent was said to be quite calm, and
would be allowed to see her future lord and
master in the evening.

When Dick called again two days later, he
found that Lord Reginald was convalescent,
but doomed to inaction for some considerable
time.
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private interview with Mr.
John Palmer, and asked eagerly if he had any
clue, or supposed clue, to the man whom they
both suspected.

'

Dick Turpin said “yes, he had been at an inn
the night of the accident, with his companion,
Robert Woodstock. But they went away early
the next morning, and all trace of them was

lost."
'

“Well, my good friend," said Lord Reginald,
“you have done me a service such as I never
shall forget. You saved her whom I love far
more than life, and then you warned me against
these foul schemers; probably, but for your pre
sence with me I should have perished. Now,
Mr. Palmer, you must not refuse. Honey is no
object to me; if you do not use it now, you can
put it away for a rainy day. I understand and
admire
Milicent will forgive you if you refuse."

“You are very kind, my lord," said our hero,
with a flushed face, “and I presume I must
yield to your wishes."

Lord Reginald smiled as he put a pocket-book
in the other‘s hand, and then cordially_dismisaed
him.

When Dick examined the pocket-book he found
that it contained notes for a thousand guineas.
He smiled as he put it away, thinking that had
he but saved all the money that had passed
through his hands, what a rich man he might
have been l

He insisted on a

CHAPTER CVII.
EDI! LN D SEEK.

When Brian Seymour found that his attempted
assassination of Lord Reginald. was known, at
all events, to Dick Turpin, it struckhim that the
better part of valour was discretion, and he de
termined to keep away from the society of his
follows for some time.

He allowed Robert Woodstock to go to
London, and thus keep him well informed of
what was going on, while he himself took up
his abode in a small out-of-tho-way inn in the
centre of the forest.

Here he remained a fortnight, going out, how
ever, every day, seeking some means of amusing
himself.

Brian Seymour at five and thirty was still a
very handsome man, and his favourite source of
enjoyment was looking after the fair ones of the
other sex.

Brian believed himself to be almost irresistible
in this line, though he had met with rebutis in
his time. The dwellers at the inn were his land
lord, a comely landlady, and their daughter
Phebe, a young lady by no means devoid of
good looks, but shockingly afiected and empty
headed.

Though she served Brian’s turn very well for
a mild flirtation, yet she was not one likely to
create n furore in his blasé bosom. He was too
much used up for that, and sought not ripe
charms, ready to fall beneath his amorous sway,
but those which were of dificult attainment,
and to win which required a spice of excite
ment, with perhaps a little modicum of danger.

That he found this will be seen. He had been
sleeping at the " Silver Cup " about ten days.

It was growing dark in the woods; the sun
had sunk long since behind the proud crowns of
innumerable trees, and the stars had not yet

your scruples; but neither I nor Lady

i
ing after the im

begun to appear. There was scarcely a sound to
be heard; the pigeons had ceased their cooing ;
the chirp of the grasshopper grew fainter, and
the brown, bright nightingale as yet was silent.

Under the shadow of the chestnuts stood a"
girl waiting and watching. She made_a bold
dash of colour in the sombre scene, and could
not have failed to attract and hold the atten
tion of the most casual passer-by. Tall, with a.
beautifully-proportioned figure, the little delicate
hands, slender arched feet, and small aquiline
features, of the pure gipey type, even in her
strange garb made her lovely to look on.

The rich bloom of health shone through her
olive skin; her large dark eyes, soft now as a
gazells’s, gleamed duskily under her black
brows and long lashes, and the scarlet lips,
parted slightly, revealed the prettiest, whitest
teeth.

The short red skirt she wore was admirably
calculated to display her pretty ankles and
small feet, and about her head, with its masses
of raven hair, she had tied a bright orange
handkerchief.

“ He will not come to-night," she whispered,
again and again. “Ah! ’tis foolish to wait
here longer; " but she sighed as she spoke,
and did not evince any inclination to return to
her people. “ He is doubtless taking his
pleasure whilst I stay here, hungering to see
him. Oh! but what a fool I am. Why could I
not love one of my tribe? Why can't I listen
to Zohrab, who loves me, I know l"

‘Tia ever thus with woman, never content to
have what they could command, always hanker

possiale.
The girl locked her hands together, and stood

a moment with her face upturned to the clear
evening sky. Such love, such longing in her
starry eyes, such pain about the exquisite mouth,
that even the man who watched her could not
but feel some compunction.

" Zelah I" he said ; “ I am here.”
She started, and ‘the hot blood rushed tumul

tuously over throat and brow, as she cried, “ Oh,
Philip, I thought you were never coming.”

He had an arm around her now, and was
gazing down into her eloquent eyes.

“ I could not come earlier," he said, “ without
exciting suspicion. I fear always my evening
walks may be noticed, and, besides, I am daily
expecting news from London."

“ I must not remain long; if I am missed I
shall be hunted for."

“ By that precious cousin of yours, as you call
him,” remarked the other, rather contemp

tucuysly; "oi course he is full of animosity to
me.

“He is. Am I not his afiianced wife? Is it
not arranged that I am to wed him in little more
than a week? The tribe has so decided it."

“ But you will not do this thing ?" asked the
pretended Philip Dauebury, with specious
anxiety in his tone.

“ How can I help it T" she asked, with down
cast eyes and burning cheeks.

He seemed to reflect deeply for a moment,
and then he spoke vehemently.

"My beautiful queen, I cannot give you up.
You are too good for such as he," he said, “ and
I cannot see you thus sacrificed."

" It is my fate," she answered. ,
“No; you must be mine. You must leave

the forests and the woods. and come to my
home,” he cried.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 237

“ You think you love me now," she answered,
in a sad tone; “ but I am told the Georgios are
all false. Besides, you will be sure to love in
your own sphere, and, were I to believe you,
would soon repent.”

“ Never I" he went on passionately. He was
an accomplished hand at blinding women’s good
inspiv-Ltions.

“ I cannot give you up. No; I
leave =or London soon, and you must come with
me. I cannot let you slip out of my life."

“But it is impossible," she answered, trying
to be cold and stern. “ A Georgio cannot marry
a poor gipsy girl. Besides, I am not fit to 'asso
ciate with your fine friends."

“ Don’t talk nonsense, Zclah," he went on;.
“you are now the equal of anyone. When we
are married you will soon fall into the ways oi
my eople. It is only to listen.”

“ on will be ashamed of me.”
“ Never l" he continued. “ Now, listen to me,

Zelah. I am going away in a few days to
London. It is the safest place to which we can
go. I know many who will marry us without
diificulty."

Zelah listened, but she did not seem con
vinced. Still, the girl was ambitious. If the
truth were told, though she had been won over
a good deal by the insidious speeches of this
man, it was the prospect of grand dress and
rich finery which tempted her most.

“ Will you consent to be my wife T" he went
on, in his most insidious tones.

She listened in a dazed kind of way, scarcely
comprehending all his words implied. Still, to
a certain extent, she was proud and happy ; and
yet, so powerful is instinct, she hesitated. Bud
denly she fell on her knees, clasping his hand
in hers.

“ Are you in earnest-will you never repent!
I have nothing good enough to give you for your
love. I will be your sluve—your happy slave."

The man, despite his seared heart and utter
selfishness, wa moved. But his iron purpose
never swerved. He was determined to win this
forest flower, regardless of the pain, misery, and

probable death to follow.
With rare exceptions the gipsies never forgive

the females who leave the tribe for the Geo! ios,
while the latter themselves, if discovered, a

great risk.
But Brian trusted a good deal to his ubiquity

and cunning.
To his knowledge, this girl’s cousin had never

seen him, and he depended a great deal on the
confusion that would ensue when it was learned
she had eloped with Philip Danebury. What
consequences ensued to the popular young squire
he cared not ; so long as he escaped all respon
sibility he did not mind.

He raised her up, and then beg
his plans. She interrupted him.

" But I cannot marry you without the chief's
consent—without Balthazar agrees,” she said,
plaintively.

Brian’s lip curled.
“We will ask no one’s consent,” he answered;

“ of course he would refuse. I know the hatred
your people have for the Georgios, and have no
wish to place my life in his hands. You must

meet me here to-morrow night at eight o‘clock.
I will be ready. We can post to London,
and then, heigho for happiness l"

Zelah still hesitated a little ; but love and
ambition prevailed, and she gave the desired

promise. Brian at once left her in order to

an to unfold

make his preparations. He expected Robert
Woodstock that night with news from London.

He found his comrade as he expected, who
informed him that nothing had been. seen or
heard of the earl or any of his triends. Their
foes appeared to have vanished into thin alr.

After a good supper a bowl of punch was
ordered; and then Brian revealed his scheme
against the beau

'
gipsy girl.

' I "

Robert heard
'

with impatience and dia
8"¢-

' ‘ '
.

“ You will bring ruin on yourself,” he said,
"especially if you play with gipsies. They are.
vindictive in the extreme, and, even if they have
to wait years, will have their revenge. I would »

rather have a sleuth hound after me than a
'psy. I could not sleep in my bed."
“ I shall never show my nose in this part of

the world again," laughed Brian.
“ I should have thought you had trouble

enough on your hands already, what with the
Blue Dwarf, Dick Turpin, and Tom King, to
say nothing of their employers,” continued
Robert Woodstock, irately.

"Well, if you are going to give me up, do,"
said Brian, coolly. “I can find other men to
serve my purpose."

‘

“Can you l "
sneered Robert. “ I think not.

You would find me a dangerous enemy. If you

are bent
on this mad project, I am at your ser

vice.
'

“ Is the Red House on Hounslow Heath to be
had I" asked Brian, filling their glasses.

“ I belleve so," replied Robert.
“Well, here's cash," handing some notes,

“You ride forward to-morrow morning, and
secure it; I'll follow with the divinity."

Robert Woodstock made no reply. The sub
ject was changed, and when they had finished
mother bowl, they retired to bed, after giving
directions to be called to breakfast early.

They were obeyed, and after the meal was

over, Robert Woodstock mounted his horse and
rode for London. Brian Seymour remained
behind until mid-day, when he rode into a

neighbouring town and ordered a post-chaise
and four. V

cnsrrsa cvm.
A DLBK FLIGHT.

Meanwhile, what had happened 7 Zelah stole
on the previous evening through the wood until
she came to an open space, where tents were
pitched and camp fires burning brightly. She
leaned against a tree, and looked upon the
picturesque scene with melancholy eyes.

To-morrow she was leaving all this behind.
To-morrow she was going to begin a new,
strange, and untried life.

A few men and women were smoking and
talking at intervals; but the girls and youths
were dancing to the sound of a cracked fiddle,
and their gay voices came towards Zelah,
softened by the distance, and thrilled her soul
with indescribable pain. One woman was
cooking some birds, which most certainly had
never been purchased; but Zelah would not
think them less savoury because of that, her

ideas of meum and tuuln being extremely
shadowy.

At some distance from the others stood a

young man, lithe as an antelope, with a hand

some but sullen face. This was Zorab Smith,
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238 THE BLUE DWARF;

Zelah’: cousin, and the husband her tribe had
chosen for her. He- refused to join in the
W01“. and from time to time cast furtive
glances around, as if seeking for the girl; andJ last a brighter flame flickering in her direc
mn 1-evgyled her to him. He hastened to her
-side, and muttered something in their own

_Pavia, to which she listened disdainfully.
“Where have you been l" he demanded. “ Is

it really to meet this lover'of whom I have
heard, wl-o talks to you so softly and swears he
loves your Idiotl Ask him if he will marry
you. Are you caught by his fine white hands,

by the glitter of his gold 7"
He paused, as if waiting for her to speak, but

she maintained a rigid silence.
“ Tell me truly ; do you meet him l"
She nodded.
" Then it's time I made you hear sense;

you've got to listen to ma now. To-night I
spoke to the chief, and we are to be married in
a week; then let this Georgie cast his eyes on

you if he dare! Are you deaf and dumb, that
you treat me like a dog I My girl, I‘1l change

- all that soon, when I'm your master.’ Do you
keari A week from now you will be my own
to do with as I like."

'

“ Very well; it's no use to fight against the
~chief"s orders,” she answered, quietly ; but there

was a very dangerous gleam in her dark eyes ;
“ and if I am to be free only seven days, I must

'nake the most of my time ;" and, quitting his
side, she ran towards the dancers, and was soon
whirling round with the gayest of them. _ Zorab
swore a very ugly-oath, and went to hrs tent,
nor did he appear again that night.

Any one who had studied Zelah closely the
following day would have noticed a nervous
ness in her manner totally new to it ; a restless
ness never observable before. She was par
ticularly amiable to Zorab, apparently forgetful
of his words and manner the previous night;
she gave him her brightest smile and kindest
speeches, charming the frown from his brow,
and the sullen look from his eyes.

Had he known much of women, hissuspioions
would have been aroused.

But she was evidently thankful when towards
evening several of the men started from the
camp on some mysteriouserrand, the success of
which must be known at supper time, and,
retiring to her tent, she proceeded to set her
small affairs in order.

Her heart was very heavy, for, rough as her
people were, they had been kind to her, and she
was breaking away from all old habits ; she
knew nothing of the life to which she was
going, and if Philip failed her she would hence
forth bealone in the world. She knew, too,
that according to Romany ideas she would be
for ever disgraced by her marriage, and he who
followed and took her life would be honoured
by every member of her tribe.‘

She stole out at last into the gathering dusk,
and went swiftly and safely by all the tents until
she came to the chiefs. He was standing out
side, a tall, muscular figure, with a weird dignity
about it, and he called her by name ; she obeyed
the call with fast-beating heart.

1 To such an extent is this true, that when, someyears
aso. n young squire in the neighbourhood of Iandon
desired to openlywed a gipsy maiden, it was only alter
unheard-of diiilculties that the tribe consented. They are
not even now comforted with the knowledge that the

despcendants
of the glpny lass are now lords oi the manor

of L.

“ Where are you going ? " he asked, gruflly, ltllf
regarding her with stern eyes.

She hesitated, being all unused to lying, and he
repeated his enquiry.

“ I am tired of the camp," she said, slowly, all
the lovely colour leaving her exquisite face.

He stepped to her side, and laid his heavy hand
upon her shoulder.

“ Don't lie to me," he said, fiercely ; “ you are
going to meet the white-handed Georgie.”

She was silent, knowing it was a grave mis
demeanour to rebel against his authority or
answer insolently ; and he went on, impressively,“ Seven days from now you will marry your
cousin. It is my will, and you know what they
‘get who go against me. What would you have ‘I
He is of your people, he is handsome, quick with
the snare, ready to join in all our foraging parties,
and it is not well that you, the most beautiful of
our maids, should be the plaything ofa stranger."

The hot blood flushed into her face, but she
said, quietly, “ You speak without cause. I am
willing to marry Zorab if he wants me to, and I
am going to look out for him and tell him so."

The chief gazed into the deep, dark eyes
searchingly, and seeing they did not waver, said.
“ If you are lying you will suffer for this ;

" and
he swore a terrible oath. “ Well, go and meet
him ; " and he pushed her away.

Glad enough to be released, she sped towards
the thickest growth of trees, and presently came
to the trysting place where Philip Danebury, as
she thought, was waiting for her.

" Quick! quick l" she said, breathlessly; “in
a little while they'll be back, and Zorab will
guess all. Then they will track us down, and
the dogs are keen of scent. Give me the cloak."

He gave her a cloak and hat as well, which she
put on with a coquetry which was part of her
nature. He folded the first round her, and then
would have clasped her in his arms.

‘

“No, no, not yet; we are not safe. Let us
away," she cried, in a tone of genuine nervous
ap rehension.

e was quiet in a moment, and catching her
hand he hurried her through the bracken and
bushes, out towards the open ground. Here a
post-chaise and four awaited them.

Brian hurried her in, and away they went,
stopping only for needful refreshment, all that
night and all the next day until evening, when
they drew up at a lonely house on Hounslow
Heath. This did not in the least alarm the un
suspicious gi sy girl, whose ideas of London
were peculiar y vague and unreal.

The post-chaise drew up in a kind of courtyard,
and Brian knocking, the door was opened by a
respectable-looking woman, who ushered them
into a comfortable sitting-room, where a pleasant
and grateful meal was provided.

Brian was all smiles, and behaved in such a
respectful way as to prevent Zelah from experi
encing any feeling of fear or doubt.

After a short but pleasant evening, Zelah com
plained of being tired. A journey of four-and
twenty hours in a post-chaise was a novelty to
her, and had fatigued her more than a long walk
would have done.

It was her first experience of a bed, and she
slept soundly, to awake long after sunrise, a very
unusual event with her.

ll
When she rose and looked around her, she

, found herself in a very large old-fashioned

l‘
chamber, with one solitary casement looking upon

, a deserted road, stretching for miles over s barren
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heath; in the distance could be discerned some

hills, but there was not a vcstige of a house any
where to be seen.

The furniture was scanty and old, consisting
of a huge press, two chairs, and a large four-post
bedstead.

But this did not in any way strike Zelah with
any emotion. He had told her this was only a
temporary sojourn while preparations were made
for their marriage. The casement was barred
with iron, and even this in such a wild district
was quite naturaL

On one of the chairs were placed some clothes
more suited to civilisation than those usually
worn by gipsies. Zelah looked at them with a
smile, but put them on. Clothes come natural
to a woman, no matter what be their kind or
character.

While she was dressing, a knock came to the
door, and the woman intimated that breakfast
was ready.

Zelah tripped downstairs and found Brian
awaiting her. He was pleasing and afiable, but
there was a rather triumphant look on his face
that gave the girl some matter for thought.

The room in which they breakfasted was quite
as much a prison as the bedroom, and this Zelah
could not help remarking.

" This is not half so pleasant as the forest," re
marked Zelah, as she joined in the morning
meal. “ It is dull and heavy, just like my idea
of a prison."

“ Well, it's not so pleasant asit might be,” said
Brian Seymour; “but wait until we get into
London. I will find you a gilded cage there."

“ I would submit to no cages, gilded or other,"
she answered. “ I must be freeasair ; the forest
bird brooks no restraint such as the wicked
Georgio imposes on the feathered race."

We may as well mention here that Zelah had
been taken when young from her tribe, educated
by a zealous, perhaps fanatical, lady, from whose
custody she had escaped after a reluctant resi
dence of four years. This accounted for her
language and partial cultivation.

“Now, Zelah, you must not talk such non
sense,“ he said, with an unpleasant tone.
“ Birds are very much like women ; so they are
well treated, it matters not whether it be in
cages or not."

-'*I shall never agree with you," remarked
Zelah. “ But what of our marriage? I dread
pursuit above all things."

“ While we are here we are safe," he answered,
evasively.

“ But of our marriage?"
“ Well, now, Zelah, you must listen to reason,"

began Brian, not without some trepidation of
manner. “ Our marriage cannot take place just
yet. There are formalities in civilised life,
especially in aristocratic life. I am the cousin of
a peer, and heir to the peerage. My marriage
will require great caution.”

“Then let me be free at once,“ Zelah cried,
rising —-she began to suspect the trap she had
fallen into—“ let me return to the forest. I
must be married this day, or go back to my
woodland home."

" Sit down and listen to reason. Return to
your tribe you cannot. after what has hap
pened," he urged. “ I will make inquiries,
Zelah, my darling girl, as to how soon the cere
mony can be performed. After breakfast I will
seek a friend in holy orders, and ask him to
perform the ceremony.”

" No hedge thief priests for me,” cried Zelah,
whose passion was overflowing. “I must be
married o nly, with witnesses, and not in
secret. uly was I told never to trust a
Georgie.”

“Really, Zelah, you are very clever,” said
Brian Seymour, boldly ; “ but if I do not intend
to marry you at all, but only to keep you with
me—t0 adorn my house, as my queen bird‘—"

\

Zelah turned and snatched a knife off the,
'

table.
tugging at the door bell, accompanied by loud?
shouts.

Brian at once darted out of the door of the
apartment, locked it behind him, and dc scended
to the hall, where he found the old woman
approaching the door.

“ Stop until I see who it is," cried Brian
Seymour, and approached the thick oaken
door.

Peering through a small loophole or judas, he
saw i0 his horror and astonishment not only
Zorab, the gipsy, and several of his gang or
tribe, but Dick Turpin, mounted on his bonnie
Black Bess, directing their movements.

With a fearful curse he retreated from the
door. He knew the game was up; but how
had he been tracked?

He never knew. It was, however, the
jealousy of a woman. Phoebe Miller had been
eaves-dropping, and overheard enough to know
that they were going to abduct someone. When
the gipsies, in their wild chase after Zelah, came
to the “ Silver Cup," where Dick Turpin had
been just inquiring for information in con
nection with Brian Seymour, whom he had
tracked to the spot, she at once mentioned
about the Hounslow lone house.

Without the slightest hesitation, Dick Turpin
offered to guide them to the spot, which he
knew well.

The gipsies were tolerably well mounted, and
so it happened that they reached the lone
house just in time.

They soon broke down the door, and forced
their way in, to find no one in the house but a
woman crying for help.

Dick Turpin had sufliciently described Brian
Seymour’s real character, and prepared Zorab
for his infernal seductions for that worthy to be
prepared to listen to reason. Zelah, when the
room in which she was confined was forced
open, took the most efiectuul means she could
of satisfying the gipsy's scrsples.

When the door was broken open, she rushed
into his arms, crying, "Thank the stars I am
saved," and fainted, or pretended to do so—
which, after all, is much about the same thing.

later they were wed.

CHAPTER CXX.
a SURPRISE arm A mos.

Two or three days after these occurrences,
which are narrated with a view to show the
character of Brian Seymour, Dick Turpin and
Tom King took their way along the north road‘
to a.well-known hostel known as the “ Cat and
Bagpipes," where every year there was held a

Vmeeting of the high tobies.
The spot was tenanted only by this ancient

,hostel and one farmhouse. "flie inn was a

At this moment there came a furious- .

- -\

At all events Zorab was satisfied,_ and a Week
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substantial-looking tenement ot the good old
stamp, with great bay windows, and a balcony
in front, and shaded by a spreading elm. A
circular bench embraced the aged trunk ot the
tree, sufliciently tem ting, no doubt, to incline
the wanderers in t ose lonesome parts and
dusty ways to rest and be thankful, and to cry
encore to frothing tankards of the best ale to be
obtained for miles around.

In the parlour was a table laid out for a
jollification, covers being laid for twelve, which
was exactly the number who had announced
their intention to attend.

By twos and threes they cams up to the inn ;
and, giving their horses to the ostler, gave him
strict injunctions as to the treatment of these
precious animals. -

On their condition often depended life itself.
By two, all the party were collected, and

seated at such a spread as would make some oi
our mouths water even now-a-days.

The guests were all well known to one ano
ther. In addition to Dick Turpin and Tom
King, there were some less well-known to
fame, such as Jerry Juniper and other’.

The dinner consumed, the table was covered
by bowls of punch, pipes and tobacco. The
conviviality was great; songs, stories, and, we
are sorry to say, oaths, were heard on all sides.

But a little after dusk Dick Turpin saw Tim
Roach appear at the_door of the room, and
make a mystic sign, which meant there was
danger.

“ I shall be ofi," said Dick, rising and whisper
ing to Tom “ danger," after which he added

aloud,
“I think we had all better be on the

fly.
'

And, rising, followed by Tom King, he went
out by the window on to the bowling-green.

It was a delicious evening. The sun was
slowly declining and glowed like a -ball of fire
amid the foliage around them. They hastened
to the stableyard, and, as they did so, Dick
made out a post-chaise dash up to the door
furiously, escorted by several riders.

“I think we'll miule as quick as need be,"
said Dick, and dashed into the yard.

The ostlers had rushed out to see to the new
comers, and Dick and Tom at once proceeded to
mount their horses, they being already saddled.

They quietly approached the entrance to the
stableyard leading into the road, when they
caught a glimpse of three Bow-street runners in
conversation with the landlord, who was com
placently rubbing his hands.

" Wouldn't I like to slit his nose," whis
Dick; “he's betrayed us, and that post-chaise
was for us. One moment—they are going into
the house. Wait till the coast is clear."

It soon was, and then, without making any
noise, the ostlers being too busy to notice them,
they trotted to some little distance.

Perhaps they were half a mile from the “ Cat
and Bagpipes," on the top of a slope. Arrived
at the brow of the hill they looked back and
saw that their flight had been discovered, by the
fact of the runners rushing out and mounting.

They took one look at their pursuers, and
then started down a steep decline skirted by
thick trees. There was a glorious prospect in
front, lit up by a glowing sunset.

Their horses were fresh, properly fed, and
thoroughly up to their work, as they well knew.
But the runners knew this quite as well asthem~
selves.

pared

That treachery had been at work they were
aware, as some one must have betrayed their.
presence. On they went, swerving to the right,
and, just as they reached the bottom, were

igined
by Tim Beach, who had started before

t em.
“ Many thanks," said Dick;

to their dodge."
“I heard the landlord say that he believed

you and Tom King had had your last ride," re
plied Tim ; “ the man was speaking to his wife.
' I’m sorry to lose such high fngle men,’ he said,
‘ but, after all, number one goes first.‘ "

“ I'll slit his nose for him before I'm done,"
said Dick. .

And then they continued on their way, as yet

" what put yon up

uncertain whether to try the mettle of their
steeds or attempt one of their common tricks.

They at all events entered a narrow lane, with
various twistings and twinings, which they
passed through without other adventures than

scaring one or two farmers and farm labourers.
and upsetting the equanimity of a few broods
of ducks. They began the ascent of another
hill, which two ot them knew led to a gorsy
heath.

They did not inconvenience their horses at
this stage of the ride, being rather anxious to
reserve their mettle tor the moment when they
were pressed. . .

Dipping into a pleasing valley, they ascended
another hill, which brought them to the heath,
which they skirted by a path that led to~the
furze-crowned summit. But they avoided the

path when it began to ascend, and kept lower
ground. They now distinctly heard the clatter
of the pursuing horses. " .

“Now, put your tits to it, my boys," said
Turpin. “ Perhaps they may lose sight of us."

And he led the way down a narrow sandy
lane that deadened the sound ot their horses‘
hoofs. -

V
Dick was. we have said, in front, and soon

brought them to a broad expanse of water,
nearly halt a mile across.
- "Single file," said Dick, entering the water,
“and don’t tarry. They won't dare to follow."

They had not gone two hundred yards,
moving cautiously through the-water, which was
only up to a little over the horses’ knees, when
the pursuers came in view.

They shouted to the fugitives to stop, to which
appeal Dick's answer was only a ringing laugh.

"Catch ‘em who can l" he roared, in his most
stentorian voice.

The runners appeared angry at this and at
tempted to follow, but not knowing the ford,
slipped and fell into the water.

Again the three fugitives laughed loud and
long, reached the opposite bank, and dashed
into a wood which lay before them.

“ But," observed Dick, "we must not remain
‘here long. They will not be easily put ofi the

scent, and in their rage will raise a general hue

and-cry. Where can we go Z"
“ Let us to Dun’s Hole," said Tom; “I have

not been there for some time."
"' Lead on, my friend."
The weather had changed now. The night

was wild and stormy, which was in their favour,

as their inveterate foes might give up the chase
on this one occasion to renew it on the morrow.

As they advanced they saw that a storm was

brewing, one of a very serious character. The
kine that herded on the margin of the water
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wended stallwards undriven, and deeply lowing.
The deer, that had herded too, trooped thither
for refreshment, suddenly, with “expanded
nostrils,.snifled the air,” and bounded ofi to

theircoverts amidst the sheltering fern brake.
The rooks, “obstreperous of wing in crowds
combined,” cawed in a way that, as plainly as

words could have done, bespoke their appre
hension; and were seen, some hovering and

> beating the air with flapping pinions, others
shooting up in mid-space, as if to reconnoitre
the weather; while others again were creaking
tqtheir mates, in loud discordant tone, from the

highest branchesof the lime trees ; all seemingly

as_.s.nxious and as busy-as mariners before a gale

of-wind. .

-The highwaymen and their companion skirted

the water as if returning on their way until they
came to mother path, which leddownwards
into a quarry.

This was Dun's “Hole, It was honeycombed
by time and afiorded an excellent shelter for
pursued and benighted travellers.

They rode down the narrow pathway to it, a

cutting, and were under shelter. just as the
clouds turned to an inky blackness. A single
sharp, intensely vivid flash, shot from the bosom
of the rock, sheer downwards, andstruck the
earth. with a report like that of a piece of
ordnance. . _ V . '

" Just intime l" said Dick, ssthsy dismounted-,.
and secured their horses.\ .

‘ ' ~- ,
" It is," replied Tom, drily; "but as the

sailor says, ' any port in a storm.’
”- ‘*

“ Our horses are safe, hut. must want refresh
ment. We've_done ‘more than twenty miles,
and. may have, to start at any moment. Let's
see if the Dun's Hole is clean?!

‘:Isn‘t this the DupZ_s.;.B'ole1” asked Tim
BONED. _,',,_',

“Oh, no; that's a'n.li_nn-inside." laughed
“We'll leave the. horses, and try our

luc "
They now entered a kind of vaulted tunnel

through the granite formation, which brought
them after some minutes to another long-disused
quarry, which had been utilised as the site of a
house and garden.

‘It was well lit up. .
“ Follow this path to the left,". said Dick,

"and when you reach thefrontof Dun's Hole,
that's the inn's name, enter and see if the coast
is clear. It may be empty such a night msthi,
and it may be full. -The landlord is a short,
stumpy fellow. If there are any suspicious
characters about, say ‘_Toby,’ and ask for a bottle
of bingo." . .-,.- _

Tim Roach nodded. He was getting quite
knowing in his secretiveness and cunning.

The front of the inn was soon reached, and
Tim entered, going straight up to the bar, from
which he had a sight of the parlour. ..

There sat Pooly and his two followers drown
ing their sorrows in good liquor. _ .

Behind the bar, and out of sight of the people
in the parlour, stood a jolly-looking fellow of
rather stout dimensions, who was serving.

Tim went up to him, winked, and whispered
as he put down a guinea—bingo.

The landlord also winked, and put his thumb
over his shoulder, and jerked it in that direction.

'l'im nodded.
The bingo was served, with a glass and a cork

screw, and then Tim departed.
“ I will bring the change,” said mine host.

'\ ,-_,'.

.'\- .».~.-~ s"\
,:

Away went Tim without a word, and reported
that their pnrsuers had taken up their quarters
at the same inn.

They were surprised, but not alarmed. The
bottle was unoorkcd, and its contents being
handed round, were thankfully swallowed.
Nothing came amiss to these wanderers.

As Tim finished, the landlord appeared with a
dark lantern, with which he threw a light on the
subject.‘

“ Why don't you come in?" he asked.
coast is clear.”

" Nol They do not wear their livery ; but you
have three redbreasts in the house," replied
Dick, “ Pooly and two others."

'

" Oh my Z " said the other, scratching his
head; “then I su pose you must stop out here
till they go. T

'
horses are only under a

shed."
“ Good," continued Dick ; “ but send Jack with

some forage."
“ Serene," said Joe.
He then left, and soon the ostler came with

hay, corn, and water for the horses.
The storm now gave signs of clearing, and

when Joe returned to his quarters he found the
oflicers taking their departure.

'

Dick and his party were sent for into the house.
The ofiicers had gone away to make inquiries in

" The

. the neighbourhood.
~The"three men determined to pass the night

at the-"-Dun's Hole," leaving early, so as to-avoid
all chance of meeting those who were in search
of them with such pertinacity.

Dick felt nervous. At bottom, there was a
dash of superstition in his nature, and somehow
he had a presentiment that this expedition would
end badly. I, __~1‘_i;-

.“ I'feel," he saidiirsrconfidence to Tom King,
“a presentimentaethatfja ‘-crawley,' as if some
one was walking over my graye."

' '

Tom -Kingdaughed He was some
whatof a cynic, andduringhis short stay
lege had learned to be sceptical.

“ Where shall we go '2"he said.' “ Anywhere! Let us ride away
seek our fortunes," continued Turpin ; “ we must

keep quiet in this neighbourhood.” - "‘ '

And so away they trotted at early dawn, along
the highway, by winding lanes and through some
of the many beautiful woods which have disap
peared before the rapid advance of population.

Towards»-night they entered one of these
forests—one-more thick and -gloomy than any '

they had yet passed through: .--~

They followed a winding-path; The
was new to them, but, according to the proverb
which says that all roads lead to Bome, they pre
sumed it must lead somewhere; »

After a mmble of an ‘hour, however, they be

gan to get tired, while ieven their horses mani'
fested signs of fatigue. i "»=;-.

“ I hope we shan't have to camp out all night,”
growled Dick Turpin, “ without anything to eat
or drink 1"» » . _

f‘ I hope not l" responded Tom King, m any
thing but a cheerful tone. .

" Eh I what's that 1" suddenly exclaimed-the
first speaker—“ a light?” -

“Yes l let us see what it is I" responded Tom,
and both hurried along the path in the direction
of the twinkling illumination.

Two minutes later, they saw that it came from
the upper window of a large and gloomy-loob
ing house.

at col-'

‘north, and
'

place
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It had a wall all round, but the gates were

o .
psll wonder if we could shelter for the night l"

said Dick Turpin.
“ There's no harm in trying i" replied Tom.

CHAPTER CX.

nnmu-u.u Tnnsonss.

went up to the door, and, lifting the

heavy knocker, gave a loud appeal to whoever

might be inside. Then they waited, for some

two or three minutes in vain ; then they heard

bolts withdrawn, and the door was partially
opened, the chain being still retained.

" What want you at this hour?” asked a

cracked, thin voice.

_“ We axe travellers, who have lost our way l"
put in Dick ; “we are utter strangers, and can

go no further. All we ask is shelter fora few
hours, and any refreshment you have will be

gratefully paid for."
" I will ask ;” was the reply, and the man went

away, leaving the door still chained.

He returned in a few moments, removed the

impediment, and the door opened.
" Master aint fond of strangers," said the ser

vant, an old man of thin and wizened ap

pearance ; “ but he said as how you could come

into supper, and then go early."
" Many thanks," replied Dick ; " we are deeply

grateful, even for small mercies," he added, in a

lower tone. V

They were now ushered into a moderate-sized
room, well lighted and furnished, where stood a

gentleman of about forty, well dressed, but with
a severe, or rather saturnine, expression.

" I am not much accustomed to receive guests,"
he said, with an odd, surly politeness; “there
are reasons for it into which it is unnecessary to

go. You are strangers to this neighbourhood,
my servant said."

"
Quite so, sir l" replied Dick.

“ Then, of course, you know nothing about

our family matters, and there is no reason you
should," replied the other. °‘ James, let us have

supper at once."
The domestic retired without a word to obey

his master's orders. Mr. Devereux then invited
the strangers to be seated, and placed a spirit
stand before them.

“If you are tired, you may as well refresh

yourselves," said the master of the house.

Dick thanked him, and they at once procecdfi
to avail themselves of his invitation.

Later on, a very substantial supper was placed
before them, to which they did ample justice.
They found their host very afiable. Though living
in seclusion, it was clear that it must be

forced, for he was evidently quite fond of com

any.P
After supper ample refreshments in the shape

of drink were placed on the table.
“ I suppose you gentlemen can shake the

ivories 7" the host said, apologetically.
“ We are rather fond of it in a moderate

way," replied Dick, who was quite delighted at

the proposal, as he had expected a dull even
ing.

Both Dick and Tom were well provided with
money, and the game commenced.

It was rather late when the party broke up.
It might not have broken up even so early as

They

one, had not Mr. Devereux shown signs of
sleepiness. Morris, the servant, acted in rather
a strange way. He was constantly in and out
of the room, saw to the fire, poured out the

punch, and made himself as useful and oflicious
as possible.

When at last Mr. Devereux succumbed in a

strange way to slumber, Morris chuckled.
“Drugged l" he said, with a lhorrible laugh.

“I've been and done it."
“ Scoundrel l" cried Dick, “ what do you

mean f"
“ He's the scoundrel," replied Morris, “ and

going to let his brother be hung this morning
for a murder he never committed."

“ How's that 7" asked Dick Turpin, who at
once became interested.

“ ’Cause Mr. Devereux he keeps the murdered
man locked up here till after the execution is
over," continued Morris. “ Will you helo me
to save my master, Sir Melville Devereux I"

“ How can we do it?"
“ He‘s—that is Mr. Granville—the man for

whose murder Sir Melville is to be hanged——iu
a room up stairs, locked in. I am too old and
feeble W break open the door." Y

“ Lead the way," said Dick.
The man hastened toohey, and holding alamp

in his hand, advanced rapidly before them.

Up a flight of stairs, to a floor above, where
was a stout door.

'

Dick tried to push it open, but it was far too

heavy and strong.
But Dick never was without his instruments,

and gliding his hand into one of his pockets, he

produced a small instrument which the anxious
domestic did not notice, and speedily opened
the door.

It was that of a large bedroom, in which was

a pallid, rathu sickly-looking mun of about

forty, who rose from an arm-chair and stared at
the intruders. '

“ Oh, Mr. Granville," cried Morris, with
clasped hands ; “ do you know my good master

is to be hanged this morning for your murder T"

“Great heavens l" gasped the other, “ that ex

plains all. Where is Philip Devereux T"
“ He entertained these two gentlemen, strange

travellers, to-night, and being unusually jolly, I
drugged his punch ; and this gentleman con

trived to open the door."
“ Be quick, my faithful Morris—while I dress

get me brandy. Semi-starvation has made me

weak. The execution would be at Worcester 7"
“ Yes, sir l" the man replied, as he hurried

away.
“ You two gentlemen, to whom I owe so

much," asked Granville courteously, “ are per

haps too tired to ride with me 1"
“ Oh, no l" said Dick; “ there is too large a

spice of romance in the adventure not to see it
to an end."

" Many thanks. We have ample time to reach

Worcester before eight, if we start in an hour,"
remarked Granville. “ During the time I shall
devote to refreshing myself, and getting ready
for astart—l will explain matters."

Dick nodded, but his mental reflection was of
a philosophical nature.

“ Mighty cool I If he were going to be hung
himself he would not be so tranquiL"

U U D I
As Sidney Granville had no time to tell the

whole story, only to give an outline, we shall

narrate the tale in our own words.
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Sir John Melville Devereux and Philip
reux were two brothers. the elder not only the
possessor of a title but of fine estates, and
money in the funds; the younger inheriting only
Burnham Beeches, and a very small income to
keep it up.

Philip had mortally offended his father in
many ways, first by his extravagance and de

bauchery ; next by marrying an actress of ques
tionable character.

His will had rendered Philip furious. The
estates were strictly entailed, but it was usual
to settle a very handsome income on the younger
son,-but in Philip's case he inherited nothing
but his mother's small fortune, which his father
could not alienate

In the will his name was never once men
tioned, but it contained a clause which every
body understood. It was enacted that should
John Melville Devereux marry an actress, or any
body connected with an actress, he was to lose
all the personalty, with three hundred thou
sand pounds, the said sum to go to hospitals and
kindred institutions.

The new baronet had been married to a very
charming young lady, of good birth and family.
Unfortunately there were no children, and her
death preceded that of Sir George, his father,
by two years.

During that interval, the old baronet, eager
that neither title nor estates ‘Ishould ever go to
Philip or any of his children, had urged John to
marry again, and had even found-him a suitable
mate in the person of Lady Grace Mackintosh,
a Scotch lassie of good family and excellent
prospects.

But John’s heart was in the grave, and though
he promised to do all in his power to fulfil his
father’s wishes in the future, he would not make
any exact promise.

Lady Grace was a most charming personage,
he owned, but he was not prepared to place her
on the same pedestal, as yet,as his “dear de
parted."

Then came his father’s death, which scattered
all such thoughts to the winds.

Still, during his last moments, Sir George ex
tracted from his elder sou a promise to give
Grace a fair chance.

After the funeral, Sir John went abroad, and
on his return he went to Bath, where he found
nis brother and his family, whom he personally
treated with kindness and cordiality. He also
found Sidney Granville, an old college friend,
in whom he had great confidence. He was a
man of noble and elevated character, who, when
Sir John was young, had been of great use to
him.

Sir John, when at college, had plenty of money,
and, being of an easy-going nature, was easily
tempted, and was on several occasions led into
mixing with a class who were not really in accor
dance with his renl character-—men who drank
too much, and wasted their time in frivolous
amusements He became, as himself described it
afterwards, " a contemptible lounger and idler,
letting all the good that was in me run to
waste."

From this life Sidney Granville by practice
and precept saved him.

No wonder they became fast friends.
Sir John spent a few days at Bath, and then

returned to his ancestral home, Devereux Hall.
He was not indisposed to society, but he was
lonely at the Hall, and very often made excur

Deve sions into Worcester. Here, by accident, he got
introduced behind the scenes at the theatre, and
made the acquaintance of several of the
company.

Among others, of a Mistress Mortimer, who,
by her quiet manners and gentleness won his
sympathy.

Urged on by what she called an irresistible
influence, she told her story to him one evening.
Of a good family, she married a gentleman well
connected, but without fortune. Still, while hc
lived, she was tolerably comfortable and happy.
At his death, left without means and an only
daughter, chance enabled her to get an engage
ment on the stage.

“ I accepted it gladly," she said, “ and have
had no cause to repent. I make a very decent
living, and am able to give my daughter a good
education.”

“You have been a good mother," remarked
Sir John; “are you bringing up your daughter
for the stage T"

“No," she said, with a deep sigh.
you could see her."

“ I should like to," replied Sir John.
“ To-marrow is Sunday," she remarked.

“ Will you lookin and drink a dish of tea with
us, if you don't object to that new-fangled
beverage 7"

“I rather like it in moderation," laughed Sir
John; and, taking down the address, wished
Mrs. Mortimer “ Good evening

" and departed.
Next day he rode over to a small street in the

outskirts, where Rose Cottage was located, and
was introduced to Miss Corinne Mortimer.

She was resplendently beautiful, with soft grey
eyes, afair complexion, a. rich crop of glorious
sunny hair, and an expression of half modest,
half voluptuous attraction, which amazed Sir
John.

He fell there and then over head and ears in
love with her. He never had seen anyone so
lovely, while the charm of her manner was
something new to him, and fresh.

He went away ; and, on reaching the hull, sat
down to reflect deeply.

He was a free man, he had never compromised
himself with Lady Grace Mackintosh, and could
do as he liked.

Then came the thought of his father's will.
But Corinne Mortimer was not an actress.
That she was the daughter of one it was true;
but sophistry is the revenge of love.

He could easily induce her mother to leave
the stage, and thus cut ofi all connection with
the profession his father so much disliked.

Time passed, and every day while the com

pany remained at Worcester his horse stood at
the cottage door, until people began to talk.

Still Sir John hesitated to make the plunge
and propose. Something, he knew not what,
restrained him.

Then Sidney Granville came to Devereuzc
Hall on a visit. Sir John thought him rather
more stiff than usual. He seemed changed in
some way ; there was the usual familiar, serene
look on his pale face, but something of anxiety
was mixed up in it.

He, however, greeted Sir John heartily. In
the evening they went out in the park for a
walk together. They selected the riverside.
When speaking of it afterwards Sir John would
say

“ The whole scene is before me now—the low
tufted bank, the red swirling river, and the

“I wish
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clouds crimson in the west with the snn’s red
glow."

.\s they walked along in silence for some

time, Sir John felt puzzled. What ailed his
friend? -

“ Sir John," suddenly asked Sidney, “are _we
the same friends we used to be at college?"

“ Yes, Why 7”
“May I speak plainly to you T" continued

Sidney Granville.
“Ye.=," continued Sir John, rather stifly, as

he feared the topic that was coming.
“ Is it true you have taken to go behind the

scenes, frequenting the green room of a third
rate theatre 2" he asked, gently but resolutely.

“ Yes ; but what of that 7"

“Is it true that you are going to marry the

daughter of that painted Jezebel, Isabel
Mortimer?" asked Sidney Granville.

Sir John, like many another outwardly calm
and serene-tempered man, was volcanic when
roused. His pride was hurt.

“ Granville," he said’, " I cannot allow you to
interfere with my private nfiairs. You have

gone too far."
“I have not gone far enough," was the calm

answer. “ It is my duty to warn you against

this woman and her daughter."
“ What know you of them—you who pretend

‘to lead such a sainted life 7" cried the angry
baronet. “Why have you dogged me, spied on
me, hounded me down?"

'

" I feel devoted and earnest friendship for you,

and I have made it my business to find out the

character of this dancing woman, Corinne
Mortimer,” continued Sidney.

Sir John made some furious reply, accused

Sidney Granville of meanness and half-a-dozen
other things, accusing him also of descending in
the scale of human nature to a degraded level.

" The levelwe sink to," said Sidney, “ is the

level we must live on ; and you may only marry
her if you are satisfied to abide by a standard as

base as her own."
Then with a wild cry Sir John flew at him

and struck him in the face. He staggered, and

fell back into the river.
At this moment two men came up. They had

seen and heard all the latter part of the scene,

but at the time said nothing.
Sir John fled towards the house, and speaking

of what had happened as an accident, ordered

men to take boats and to drag the river in every

direction. _
But nothing was found. Next day Sir John

was arrested, and committed for trial for wilful
murder on the evidence of the two passers-by.

The case was clear, and admitted of no de
fence. Sir John could say nothing but that the

blow was given in a passion, and he had no

thought of killing his friend ; but the jury
brought in a verdict of guilty, and he was

sentenced to be hanged.
What had happened 7

Philip, who was staying in the house, guessing

the motive of Granville’s visit, had followed
them, and heard the conversation and quarrel.

\Vhen his brother fled, he went to the river bank,

where he had seen Granville fall, stunned, in

shallow water. By superhuman exertions he

got the half-drowned man out, carried him to a

boat, and by degrees got him to his house. where

he meant to keep him in strict seclusion until the

execution was over.
His brother, Sir John, once out of the way,

Philip vainly reasoned that the splendid inherit
ance would become his.

But that day Morris had discovered the truth.

He_ meant to have given information, and the
arrival of Turpin and King seemed to him pro
vidential.

It was three o'clock when the three men
mounted, and rode ofi in the direction of
Worcester. They reached it at a little past
seven.

Already there were crowds in the street, and
the gallows was being erected. D ck and Tom
went to an hotel, while Sidney Granville, who
was a magistrate for the county, went at once to
the prison, where already the sherifl and other
ofiicials were collected.

His appearance among them caused no little

surprise
and delight. Of course, the high oficials

too upon themselves to adjourn the execution.
N0 one but theauthorities in London could free
him. Still a messenger was sent ofi express to
inform the government that, the sup
murdered man being alive, they had stayed the
execution.

Then Sidney asked leave to see the prisoner,
and a m

'
te, a.mutual friend, at once offered

to lead him to the condemned cell, where they
found him praying with the chaplain.

The meeting was most deeply afiecting. Sir
John actually wept from excess of emotion;

“Where have you been hidden all this time,
my friend?" uked Sir John, presently.

_ “I have been kept in ‘durance vile’ ever
since the accident," replied Sidney. “ I will
ex lain when we are alone."

he news spread like wildfire that there would
be no execution that day, the supposed murdered
man having turned up.

Except in the case of the roughs and some
outsiders, there was great rejoicing, the two men
being loved and respected.

An hour later they had a room to themselves
in the governor's house.

“Can you ever forgive me, Sidney?" asked
Sir John, gently.

“Yes, my dear fellow," replied his friend;
"you were mad. I should have been a little
more cautious. But I saw through the whole
plot at once. Philip was at the bottom of it,
Corinne, or the Zephyr, was a ballet girl at a low
theatre, and a tool of his ; his object was to
make you forfeit the personalty by getting you
to marry an actress."

“But where have you been all this time T"

asked Sir John.
“Confined in your brother‘s house at Buru

ham Beeches, where he intended me to remain
until after to-day."

“Most consummate villain I” said Sir John,
“ he is a disgrace to humanity. He shall be

punished."
" He is. The discovery of my escape, and the

knowledge that I can expose him is enough. He
will not trouble us much for a time."

And so it roved ; for when Sir John was free

they found nrnham Beeches deserted, Morris
having migrated to Devereux Hall, where he

was warmly received by Sir John.
To finish with this episode, we have only to

say that Sir John married Lady Grace Mackin
tosh, and effectually cut off the hopes of Philip
Devereux by having a large family of children.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



246 THE BLUE DWARF ;~——I€l“
CHAPTER CXI.
s NIGHT CELLAR.

By devious and roundabout ways Dick Turpin
and Tom King returned to London, hoping to

put the oflicers ofi the scent by keeping quiet for
some time.

All their ordinary haunts were so open, that
should the otficers finally determine to take them
and prove former crimes against them, they
could easily do so.

So they determined in the first place to live in
private lodgings for awhile, frequenting places
of amusement, and confining themselves to the

picking up unconsidered tiifles, and going to
such gaming houses as were open to men of all
sorts.

When in London, on the apparently re

spectable dodge, Tom King set up for a man of
fashion. He wore alight summer riding-dress,
fashionable according to the taste of the time,
of plain and unpretending material, and rather
under than over-dressed, and therefore was very
often taken for a gentleman. There was altzr
gether an absence of pretenaion about him,
which, combined with great apparent self

possession, contrasted with the vulgar assurance
of most of his fellow high tobies.

Dick Turpin assumed the garb of a blnfi
country gentleman.

Thus accoutred, they found no dificulty in
gaining an entrance to any of the ordinary
gaming houses, which were not clubs, and on
the first night of their arrival in town, after
putting their horses in safe custody, they
eauntered into a well-known hell in a court out
of St. Martin's Lane.

They found it tolerably crowded, but at once
noticed that the rook element predominated.
Still, there were enough genuine players—men
led on by hope to Tlek their money—to make it
worth while for them to stake something.

Still, for an hour or two they amused them
selves, and went away clearly satisfied with
their bargain.

But it was a little too slow for them, and they
started off for some place where they could have
a little more excitement.

“ Where shall we go 7
" asked Tom.

“Do you think Jack would let us into the
' Wrekin ’ l" asked Dick.

“ Oh yes l"
The “ Wrekin "

was a very well-known tavern
in those days, where men of real fashion collected
to gamble, drink, and enjoy themselves alter the
fashion of the day.

Jack was a kind of door-keeper, and supposed
to know most of the liabitilés, or regular ire
quenters, of the place; but of course, by intro
duction, others could be admitted, and when
once in no questions were asked. The object of
making it select was to prevent professional
gamblers and rooks from making it a centre of
operations.

They sauntered into the hall, after seeing that
Jack was there, and asked him if there were
many upstairs.

" A goodish few I
"

said Jack. as he secreted a
guinea put in his palm by Dick; "and some
line country samples. You'll not be noticed in
the crowd."

They nodded, went to a little private bar,
where they “ wetted," and then went upstairs.

The “ Wrekin" first floor consisted of thrce

rooms, devoted to Bacchus, Ceres, and Mercury.
Eating, drinking, and gambling were thus

exemplified ; but Venus was excluded, as too

disturbing an element when men were on busi

ness or pleasure bent.
The two “sparks

" strolled into the roorns,
first into that devoted to eating, where they des

patched a hasty snack, and then entered the

gambling department. This was crowded. A
very strong detachment of country cousins were

present, and all busily engaged in getting rid of
the rolls of notes and rouleaus of gold which
they had brought with them to London.

It was difiicult to get to the table where play
was going on ; but Dick and Tom had patience,
and gradually edged their way up. The chairs
were all taken, but the game was one in which
those behind could join who were standing up.

Dick cast hishawk-like eye around,and noticed
that one man close to the chair behind which he
stood was raking in a lot of money.

He at once backed him by putting a stake
close to his. The stranger nodded his head
without turning, just to let him understand that
he knew, and the game went on.

The cards were turned, and again the man
won, Dick sharing his luck. Turpin left a
portion of his winnings on the table and then
again won.

Well satisfied, he took up the whole of his stakes
this time and looked around. The place was
truly filled by people from the country, noble
men, baronets, and landlords, who for some

special occasion had been summoned from their
hearths.

Some of them, indeed, looked like substantial
members of society, and both Dick and Tom
surmised that many of them might be worth
interviewing.

But how was it to be done 7
Dick pushed back, making way for others, but

not going far enough to lose sight of the table.
“That chap you played with and backed,”

said Tom, “ has made a haul. I watched him ;
he must have a few thou‘ on him. I know the
fellow. How he got in here ldon't know.

“ Just as we did, I suppose."
“

Perhaps so ; but he's just lost. See if he
don't move soon," continued Tom.

" Shall we wait for him outside 7" asked Dick,
who at once “ tumbled" to what the other
meant.

" Yes."
And slowly both of them went out, crossed the

road, and stood in a doorway.
Soon the man came out, and looked up and

down the street. As he did so an oil lamp over
the door revealed the face of :1man still young,
but thin, pale, and cadaverous. There was no
excitement or elation in his looks. What he did
seemed to be serious business.

He walked away rapidly.
Not a soul was in sight, and the two men

followed him as noiselessly as they could. -

Not many yards, however, for suddenly they
seized him, one on each side, and, clapping a
pistol to his head, whispered—

“ Give up your money, quietly l"
The man turned his wan face upon Dick and

I

stared, as if in wonder.
“ What money Z" he asked.
“ The money you won in the‘ Wrekin,"' was

the quiet and terse reply.
Ile sighed, put his hands in his pocket and

pulled out a bag and a pocket-book.
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lI
\

'
things

“You do not look cruel or hard-hearted," he
said, “ and will surely spare me a little. I am
not a gambler for the love of gambling. In the
first place I have a wife and two children, and
in the next I need money to enable me to play
for very high stakes,—ra.nk, and immense
wealth."

They looked at him.
He was, as we have said, still young; but his

face had a pinched, drawn appearance, which
indicated a not over-free indulgence in the good

of this life. His clothes, too, though
without tear, bore evidence of long wear and
constant renovation. His hut at a distance
might seem glossy, but on close inspection it was
evident that the glossiness was due to grease
rather than to the hatter‘s iron.

He wore a long brown overcoat, of the genus
known in those days as wrap-rascal, reaching
almost to his heels ; but as it was buttoned close
up to the chin, and as he shivered constantly, it
was not unreasonable to suppose that the over

gt did
di;ty fg

r undercoat and vest, and per
ps even or s irt.
“ Well, we have no wish to be hard," said Dick

Turpin. " Here is the ‘ Jolly Anglers.’ We can
go in there and have a talk."

The man did not hesitate, and they were soon
in a room, which they requested should be con
sidered private. Dick ordered drink, and food
in the shape of cold meat, and all three settled
down to enjoy a hearty meaL

“ To save money to go to that infernal den,”
said the stranger, “ I have starved myself. You
will understand presently."

The meal having been concluded, pipes and
og were introduced, after which the supposed

gambler told his story.
He was the elder, and only legitimate son of

the Earl of Lisle, and was, in fact, the Lord

HenryedOurson,
heir to the title and strictly

entail estates.
His father had married when young, in Italy,

a chaplain‘s daughter. They were married in a
Protestant church, but under a false name, and
he was christened

in_the same way.
His mother had lived until he was ten, and

then died, leaving him to the charge of some
humble friends, who gave him a good educa
tion.

His mother had, after her husband left her,
which he did in the first year of his married life,
changed her name to Harding. The unprincipled
young nobleman had persuaded her that the
marriage was illegal. When he, however, came

- of age, his friends had got him into a 1awyer‘s
ofiice, and he laid his case before a barrister, who
assured him the marriage was quite legal.

Going down in the country to the neighbour
hood of Castle Curzon, the scat of the Earl of
Lisle, he had gone over the castle one day and
been shown the picture-gallery. There he saw
the portrait of a gentleman so like himself that
he stood amazed ; so did the housekeeper, Dame
Atkinson, who invited him to take lunch in her
sanctum.

She then asked him for his story, which he
told without hesitation or reticence.“ You are the rightful heir,“ she said, without
hesitation. " When did your mother die T"

He told her.
"' Then milady was never a wife l" she cried,

“ and the young viscount is a bastard."
Dame Atkinson now explained that not two

years after his marriage in Italy he had married

\

Lady Grace Twyford, by whom he had a son and
two daughters.

Then came a severe illness, during which the
earl confessed his previous marriage, the birth of a
son, and the consequent fact that his acknow
ledged son was not his heir.

He told Dame Atkinson where the documents
to prove all this were, with a will providing for
the false wife and her children.

But ere revealing the hiding-place of these
valuable documents, he had made her solemnly
swear never to reveal the secret while he lived.

“ I was, as a young girl, his nurse," she con
tinued, " and I dearly loved him. I swore. All

I can tell you is that the packet containing the
whole explanation is in the house. I can say no
more. Find it if you can."

Mr. Bernard Blair, as he called himself, ex
plained that on his return to town he fell ill.
He had married a fellow-lodger, a young lady of
excellent family, but only a poor governess.
His illne was serious, and his convalesceuce
long deferred.

Ever since that day there had been one long
struggle for existence. He got a precarious
living by law-copying, while his wife, through
privation and sickness, had to give up her work.

Then he hit on the desperate idea of raising
money to go down lo Devonshire and search for
the documents, which would give him a position
and a name.

“ Well, my hearty," said Dick Turpin, “ con
sider the thing done. There's your money back.
Get a good horse and good togs by to-morrow
night. We'll arrange a meeting-place. When I

say that I'm Dick Turpin, and undertake the
job, consider it done."

Bernard Blair stared in wild astonishment at
the speaker.

'

“ Yes ; l‘m Dick Turpin," said that worthy,
rather proudly; “but that, as I suppose, you
want to get home to your wife and kids, I could
tell you some cases in which I have been trusted
by men of quite as high rank as yourself."

“ You amaze me. True, I do wish to get
home and take my poor girl some delicacies she
has long wanted," the other went on; " but I
would gladly have a long talk after."

“ Do you live far ofi 7" asked Dick.
“ Not a hundred yards away," was the answer.

“ I will just tell my wife that I have met a
friend who is willing to help me in getting my
rights, and that he has advanced me money,
which you have,” with a grim smile, “ and then

I will return and talk over our plans."
They started, and soon were in a poor, miser

able-looking street, filled with wretched shops,
evidently the residence of the most indigent.
classes.

“ You must remove your wife and family from
here," said Dick Turpin. “ Take a furnished
cottage at Hampstead or Highgate. If it delays
a day—what matter I"

The man could not speak. The very idea
seemed paradise to him.

He rushed away to a better-looking street at
the end of the one they were in, and soon re
turned with a basket containing wine, bread,
and cold fowl and cakes. He then dived into a

passage next to a coal shop, and remained about
a quarter of an hour, when he came dashing out
ready to accompany them.

It was late when they parted, after agreeing
to meet on the next day but one at a place indi
cated by Dick.
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Next day Bernard Blair was up early and off
to Hampstead in a cab. He had taken Dick's
advice and purchased some new clothes, so that
he found no difficulty in securing a neat little
cottage and a respectable handmaiden ere he re
turned to London.

Then that afternoon Edith Blair took her last
look of Cremer-street, which was a long one,
and, as we have said, with a row of shabby
genteel, narrow houses on each side—honses, on
the dirty steps of which children of all ages
and sizes played, talked, laughed, and
called to each other from across the road in
no very select language; children with saucy,
bold-looking faces, and still more saucy tongues ;
girls with tawdry finery on them, and boys
with hats at the back of their heads or cocked

on one side, and bad cigarettes in their mouths ;
children crying, children fighting, children roll
ing in the dust, or sloshing through the mud,
made up a complete Babel from sunrise to
sunset, and even later.

It was a street full of dust and mud, accord
ing to the weather; and the vestry seemed to
consider it was not worth while to clear it more
than once a year.

A cab pulling up at the door of one of these
houses created quits a sensation, which was re
doubled when Mr. Blair was seen in excellent
clothes, spick and span new, handing in his
well-dressed wife and children.

There was quite a crowd of boys and girls
around, and Bernard Blair felt so happy that
just before they started he threw a handful of

pers and small silver to the amazed and de
lighted children.

CHAPTER CXII. 1

ran casrnn.

About a fortnight later three well-dressed
men, mounted on noble steeds, rode up to the
“Sceptre and Crown,” in Orewhall, a village
situated about a couple of miles from the resi
dence of the Earl of Lisle.

From the front steps of the inn an extensive
view was visible. The eye of the traveller could
gaze up the road to where it had been made to
take a turn in order to avoid the brow of the
hill, and then the eye turned downward to the
place where the highway opened into the
country beyond, after passing over a small
bright stream by a brick bridge of ancient
date.

Looking onward, the centre of the picture pre
sented a fine view over a bright and smiling
country, with large masses of woodland, sloping
u in blue lines to some tall brown hills at the
distance of ten or twelve miles. A peep of the
gleaming river was caught in the foreground,
with a sandy hank covered with old trees ; and
above the trees again appeared the high slated
roofs of a mansion, whose strong walls, formed
of large flints cemented together, might also here
and there be seen looking forth, grey and heavy,
through the green. light foliage.

Three or four casements, too, were apparent,
but not enough of the house was visible to
afiord any sure indication of its extent, though
the massiveness of the walls, the width of the
spaces between the windows, the size of the roofs,
and the multitude of the chimneys, instantly
made one say mentally—t)ls Manor House.

On the rising ground, on the opposite side of

I

I

the picture, seen above bridge and trees and the
first slopes of the ofiscape, appeared at the dis
tance of three miles or thereabouts a large,
irregular mass of building, apparently con
structed of grey stone, and in some places
covered with ivy—at least, if one might so inter
pret the dark stains apparent, even at that dis
tance, upon various parts of its face. There was
a deep wood behind it, from which it stood out
conspicuously, as the morning sun poured clear
upon it; and in front appeared what might
be a deer park filled with stunted hawthorn
and low chestnut trees.

The three horsemen ordered breakfast, secured
two bed rooms, and then began planning their
arrangements.

After the morning meal they decided to visit
the castle, that is to say, to enter the grounds
for Bernard Blair to point out the difierent en
trances to the castle, so that when they made
their night experiment they might know how to
begin.

They did not lhurry themselves, eating their
meal with heart y zest. A fortnight's journey on
horseback, with few rests between, was enough
to rouse an appetite in any man.

Besides, the rest also enabled them to discuss
their plans.

Mounting their gallant steeds somewhere
about eleven o’clock, they rode to a little road
side beer-shop near the park gates, where they
put up their steeds. .

They heard at the “ Bagpipes" that the earl was
away from home, but was hourly expected.
Mrs. Atkinson still ruled the roast. He knew
she would readily allow himself and his friends
to see the house, picture gallery, and so 0n.

He was right. Mrs. Atkinson was proud of
the castle and its contents, and at once offered
to let them see all the show rooms.

When Mrs. Atkinson came into the library,
where they waited, she started. In the tall
young man, whom a fortnight of exercise and
cheerful sensations had restored to his normal
appearance, sheat once recognised the youth who
had come to her years before.

She made no remark at the moment, but
determined to have a conference with him before
he left. ,

She was very polite, and led the way herself.
After she had shown them the picture gallery,
and the room which contained the old armour,
she casually mentioned that there was one room
which, though not usually a show room, was
still well worth seeing.

Bernard Blair thought that she said this with
a very peculiar look on her face, which he in
terpreted to convey to him that that apartment
was in some way connected with his fortunes.

The room itself was a cheerful and pleasant
one, with a vaulted ceiling richly ornamented ;
while the thick walls of the tower in which the
room was situated were lined with oak, very
deep in hue, and finely carved with Gothic
tracery.

The form of the chamber was perfectly square,
and its extent might be four-and-twenty feet
each way. The furniture, too, was good, though
ancient, and of the same carved oak as the
panelling. It consisted of a large table and a
smaller one, eight or nine large hizh-backed
chairs. and several curious carved cabinets.

But the objects which most altracted the
attention of Bernard Blair were two small panels,
distinct from the rest of the wainscotinw and
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ornamented in such a way as to show that they
were not at all intended to he concealed, with a
small pointed ogee canopy above each, similar to
that which surmounted the door by which they
had entered, only smaller in size. .

In each of these panels was a key-hole, sur
mounted by an intricate steel guard ; and it was
evident that each covered the entrance of one
of those cupboards in the wall in which our
remote ancestors took so much delight.

Bernard Blair felt convinced that in one of
these secret recesses was hidden the secret of
his life.

Presently he and his companions went down
stairs, Dick and Tom going ofi to the inn, while
Bernard went to the honsekeeper's room, where
she had cake and wine awaiting him.

“So," she said, after the first greeting, “you
have come again. I wish you luck."

“ Many than.ks," he replied, warmly. “ I hope
this time to be successful.”

He did not, however, ofier any explanation, as
he desired in no way to compromise his new
friends, and accordingly soon took his leave.

Bernard, more and more hopeful, went out
into the porch, which was one of the finest in
the county.

He had reached a rather wild and yet pic
turesque spot beneath the trees, when he heard
footsteps, and, turning, found himself face to
face with a tall, handsome, powerful man.
wide chested, broad shouldered, and still very
muscular, without being at all corpulent.

He might have been about sixty, and his hair
was snowy white. His eyebrows, however, and
his eyelashes, both of which were long and full,
were as black as night. There was many a long,
deep furrow on his brow, and a sort of scorniul
and habitual wrinkle between the nostrils of
the strong aquiline nose and the corner of his
mouth.

On his right cheek appeared a deep scar,
round, and about the size of a pistol ball ; and
on the chin was a long scar, cutting nearly from
the lip down into the throat and neck.

He was dressed in a suit of plain black velvet,
with the large riding boots and heavy sword
which were common about fifteen or sixteen
years before the period of which we now speak,
but which were beginning by this time to go
out of fashion.

Bernard Blair knew that this man was his
father; but, conquering his emotion, he spoke :—

“I presume I am trespassing,” he said, politely
dofling his hat, “ and if Iam addressing, as I
believe, the Earl of Lisle, I have to apologise.”

But the nobleman did not reply. He was
looking hard at the young man, while he raised

his hand towards his head, passing it twice before
his eyes, as if he fancied some delusion had
affected his mind.

'

“There is no trespass, young sir; but may I
a.sk_ who you are?" asked the earl, with some
hesitation. “Your face seems familiar."

"I am a very humble individual, my lord,"

was the quiet response; " but happening to be
in this part of the country on business, I took
the liberty of going over the castle, of which I
have heard many times."

“ Is your stay likely to be long T
"

asked the
nobleman.

“I cannot say, my lord," observed Bernard.
“I must be governed by circumstances,” and

with a low bow he moved away, leaving Lord
Lisle astounded.

That facel it was so like her, and then so
like himself.

Why had this man come-did he possess any
clue? The thought was excruciating to him
after all that had passed, the more that he was

deeply attached to Lord Harold Curzon.
Should his suspicions prove correct, what

would be his fate?
But the earl, as he walked back towards the

castle, registered a solemn vow that this man
should never carry out his designs, at all events
while his acknowledged son lived.

On reaching the castle he at once sent for
Mrs. Atkinson, and asked her what sort of people
had been to visit the show rooms of the castle.

“Two were strangers to me, but the other I
strongly suspectto be one who has a right to be

here,” was her dogged answer.
" Woman I what do you mean 7" he gasped.
“ You know, my "lord," she answered; "you

know, as well as I do, what I mean."
"Would you betray me 7" he cried.
“ No l but I hope the young man will be suc

cessful," was her cold reply. " It will be but
justice."

“ Beware how you anger me,” he said, his
teeth hard set together, his‘ thick eyebrows

meeting, and his whole air fierce and agitated.
He then bade her return to her own apart

ments and keep a still tongue in her head.
“ Oh l he's a hard man,” she said, when alone,

“ but let the heir once discover the proofs, and he

will be able to command and not sue."
Meanwhile Bernard had rejoined his coin

panions who were cnjoying themselves after
their usual fashion.

As soon as he reappeared, they all three re

turned to the “ Crown and Sceptre," now their
head-quarters.

Dick and Tom, leaving Bernard at the inn,
were to feign a long business journey, which
would enable them to reach the park, hide their
horses, and enter the castle.

Both these men carried on all occasions house

breaking tools-with them.
It was always wise to be prepared for any

emergency, however sudden and unexpected.
It was midnight and somewhat more when

they reached the castle. All the place was

wrapped in profound darkness.

Passing through the dense woods, they found
themselves in the midst of the park, where,

backed by the thick wood, stood the house or
castle, and the name was not ill-deserved. It was

an irregular pile of buildings, erected in diffe
rent ages by successive lords, and showing the

tastes of the various individuals who had pos
sessed it

,

as well as of the several ages in which

it had been constructed.
On the left was an unornamented tower in

the simplest style of the old Norman architec

ture. It was like the square towers of some

of the old Kentish churches, with square-cut
windows, or rather loopholes, under a semi

circular arch, which denoted the original form.
It was crowned by a plain parapet with a high

conical roof.
The two men crept round to where a narrow

window opened into the kitchen, and this they
had no great difliculty in opening.

Once inside their work was easy.
the exact position of the room they had to

search, and the stairs that led to it.
They soon reached the landing of the floor on

which the room opened, and found the heavy

They knew

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



250 THE BLUE DWARF;

door locked. But this was not a difllculty which
they feared to encounter. Bolts, bars, and locks,
were as nothing to them. They were soon in
the room, and the door closed and fastened
behind them.

They had a dark lantern, and this they placed
on the table, while they attacked the two panels
which Bernard Blair had previously pointed
out to them. A couple of sharp and well-tem
pered chisels were produced, and with these
the two panels were easily prised open.

From one of them Dick took a parcel tied
with string, which was all that was concealed in
the hiding places.

“ That's the ticket, no doubt," said Dick ;
“eh, what's that 1 We have startled some one."

But Bernard had pointed out to them that to
‘leave that room they would not have to go out
by the door they had entered by. The young
man had indicated one which led to a staircase
in one of the buttresses. Hastening to this door
they opened it and found that it led them down
a spiral way, which they at once decided to follow.

At the bottom was a heavy door with strong
bars which defended it from the outside,
this was easily forced, and in another moment
they were in the open, speeding away across the
park. Scattered here and there were groups of
old hawthorns contorted into many a strange
and rugged form; while on either hand there
appeared clumps of fine old trees, the chestnut,
the beech, and the oak.

The latter were seen gradually deepening and
clustering together to the right and left of the
house, till they joined a thick wood, through
which, here and there, stood forth dark and
defined, amid the tender green of the other
plants, the sombre masses of the pine and fir,
like some of those stern memories of sorrow, of
sin, or of privation, which are to be found in
almost every human heart, and which still make
themselves known in gloomy distinctness amidst
the freshest scenes and brightest occupations of
life.

The two men saw lights moving in the castle,
and lost no time in getting to a safe distance
from the scene of their audacious violation of the

rights of property. As soon as their horses were
found, they mounted, and soon put a consider
able distance between themselves and any chance
of pursuit.

Bernard Blair was waiting up for them, and
when they joined him in a private sitting-room
which they had engaged, received the package
taken from the castle with a wildly-beating
heart.

He opened it hurriedly, and a mere cursory
examination showed him that he had found all
he wanted.

There was every legal document to prove that
he was the elder and only legal sou of Geofiery,
Earl of Lisle, with a full statement in his
father's handwriting of the deception which
had been practised upon his mother.

It prayed his son to soften the blow as much
possible to his illegitimate brother and sisters.
Bernard Blair, or as we must call him now,

Viscount Curzon, smiled bitterly. After what
he had suffered he was not much inclined to
listen to this prayer. At all events, he deter
mined to think the matter over, and make sure of
his inheritance ere he determined on any course
of action. The first thing to be done was toget
away from that neighbourhood before the details
of the audacious burglary were known.

There was no saying what the enraged earl
might do in the first exuberance of his passion.

He was known to be a most vindictive man,
and capable of anything when his evil feelings
were aroused.

It was determined to match a few hours of
repose, and then start at early dawn for London,
where they would be comparatively free.

Accordingly, having paid their bill, they de

camped in the morning without beat of drum,
and were

'
y out of the county, of which

the earl was lord-lieutenant.
They rode by easy stages to the metropolis,

which they reached one evening, _and were glad
to seek the refuge of the first inn they could
find.

The young man expressed his deep gratitude
to the two high tobies for what they had done,
and intimated that the moment he had money
in his possession he would make their reward
substantial to the last degree.

“I will take the advice of my solicitors to
morrow, Messrs. Godfrey and Lawson, my late
employers; they have had the management of
the Curzon estates for years," he continued,
“ and see what they say."

“The wisest thing you could do, my lord,"
said Dick, with a smile.

Bernard started; but the unfamiliar sound
seemed pleasant to his ears, so strange and
novel did it seem.

“We shall soon see how the earl takes it,"
answered Bernard. “If he purpose showing
fight, I should like you to come down with me
again, and watch. In his desperation he may,
for the sake of the son he loves, take some
means of putting me out of the way."

“ Understand, my lord, that when we under
take a job, we are in earnest," said Dick, “and
until you are formally recognised we shall be at
your beck and call."

Shortly after they retired, after refreshing the
inner man, and at an early hour were up again.
Bernard engaged a trusty messenger, whom he
sent with a letter to his wife. Dick and Tom
went to see if there were any orders from their
master, the Blue Dwarf.

After breakfast Bernard, having put all his
papers in a portfolio, took a hackney coach
across to Bedford Bow, the residence of Messrs.
Godfrey and Lawson. He had written his
name, Bernard Blair, on a card, with “ im
portant business " in the corner.

After a delay of ten minutes the young gentle
man was ushered into the sanctum of the head
partner, who stared in rather a surprised way at
the fashionably-dressed visitor.

"Well, Mr. Blair," said the stout old gentle
man, “and what may your business be 1"

" Very important business," replied the claim
ant. " When I was in your oflice I learned that

you had charge of the affairs of the Curzon
family."

“ But in what way can that concern you, Mr.
Bernard Blair ‘l" was the bland inquiry.

“ In that I am not Bernard Blair, but Henry
Viscount Curzon, only son and heir of the Earl
of Lisle," replied the young man, quietly.

“ Viscount Curzon l—-God bless my soul—is it
possible? Sit down, my lord," cried John
Godfrey. “ Have you any papers 7"'

“Yes, Mr. Godfrey," said Bernard, opening
his portfolio and placing them on the desk.
" Will you just look over them, and I will return
early to-morrow."
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“Certainly; but take a receipt," said formal
Mr. Godfrey. "Remember that I am solicitor
to the earl, and you might have done unwisely
in coming to me."

“ Mr. Godfrey, I know you to be s gentleman
and a man of honour," replied Bernard, very
warmly.

“ You are very good, my lord ; but wait a few
minutes," continued the gratified lawyer, as he
rang a bell.

A junior clerk came.
"Tell Mrs. Hutchinson to bring wine and

biscuits, and ask Mr. Higgins to step this way,”

wtgs
the dual order given by the head of the

o ce.
It was obeyed rapidly. Higgins came first,

and was told to make a list of the documents on
the desk, labled already—“ Statement of the
Earl of Lisle; marriage certificate; birth and
death certificates," and prepare a receipt form.

Higgins went to another table and did as he
was told, casting curious glances at his old
fellow -clerk while he hobnobbed with the
governor.

' "

He was certainly lost in astonishment. He
had known Bernard Blair when living on a
guinea or little more a week, when he considered
a pint of porter and a biscuit quite a treat.

But the list was made out and handed to the
principal, after which Higgins retired totell his
fellow-clerks what had happened.

Presently the well-dressed ex-clerk came out
and offered his hand to Higgins, who accepted
it with perfect awe.

“You can come out for half an hour," said
Bernard. “ Mr. Godfrey gives leave, and I
thought you'd like a little lunch."

Quite in adream, Philip Higgins put on his
hat and went out. Bernard took his old friend
to a well-known coffee house of a very “tip top

"

character, and ordered a lunch which opened
Higgins‘s eyes.

They had a table to themselves.
“ Well, I see you ha.ven’t forgotten me,

Higgins-— bottle of port, waiter— best," said
Bernard.

“ Come into a good thing, Isuppose 7" Higgins
ventured to ask.

“Well, yes, Philip—I believe I am the heir
to a title and very extensive estates,” was the
quiet reply.

Higgins, as he afterwards remarked, was far
too " llabbergasted” to make :1. reply. He
swallowed his wine in silence, and looked at the
other with perfect amazement.

“ You see, I don't forget old friends," the
young man went on. “ You always were civil
to mv, and when I have got into my property
I will stand something handsome for the sake of
old times."

Higgins was really much moved. He was a
simple-hearted fellow, and it seemed astounding
to him that a nobleman should condescend to
speak to—even shake hands with him. As to the
lunch, it was long to be remembered. It was an
era in the law clerk's history.

“ When I lunched with Viscount Curzon," was
a remark he was fond of making to his friends.

Bernard was rather anxious to get to Hump
stead, and so, directly lunch was over, he paid
for the luxurious meal and dashed away as fast

as
a pair of hackney coach horses could take

rm.
He found Edith his wife, and the two children,

waiting for him in the little garden—but oh,

-v~ .'

how changed! Health was clearly visible—
what explanations I

The poor governess of three weeks ago was
now the wife of the heir to an earldom. We
cast aveil over the rapturous happiness which
had turned them from starving aupers into
rich and titled people, who woud know no
more the cares of poverty and starvation.

“And you won't be ashamed of your little
Edith T" said his wife, in a coaxing way.

“Never! You were faithful and true in
adversity l” he responded, “and I shall ever be
proud of you in my prosperity."

onsrrns cxm.
A FIGHT FOR LIBERTY.

'

Having a couple of days before them and
ample funds at their disposal, they determined
to put on their most fashionable dresses, and,
favoured by a friend, to visit the “Young Cocoa
Nut" on one of its grand nights whenladies were
admitted.

Whatever the rank of the persons attending
this club, they were men of tainted. character,
and some of them as anxious to avoid the ken of
the runners as Dick and Tom.

Several of those frequenting the place were
under obligations to the high tobies, who had
often assisted them liberally with cash, to get the
unquestioned entree of places frequented by
themselves.

It was a lady‘s night-when a
then demi-rnonde would be present; flaunting
molls, Dick called them. But Dick and Tom
were both partial to female society.

For a family man, Dick was particularly lax
in his observances. ,

But then he was away from home, and playing
the bachelor.

The club was elegantly furnished, and in
every way made attractive. There was a well
fitted up ante-chamber, looking out on one of
the parks, with pictures, counter for refresh
ments, and every convenience.

Beyond this was a very well appointed supper
room, where every delicacy of the season was

provided gratis.
- Wine was choice, varied, and served without
stint.

They went straight to the supper room, and,
sitting down, had themselves served speedily.
The waiters knew them, and knew them to be
liberal. They got the best of everything, and
wines in abundance.

As soon as they were satisfied, they rose and
went into the room, where they found everybody
either hard at work or looking on.

Dick and Tom picked outa couple of flaunting
molls, all furbelows and laces, and began a regu
lar flirtation with them.

In this way and in playing, a very jolly even
ing was spent ; then they rose, in company with
their inamoratas, and with several other persons
of both sexes prepared to retire. _

In the front, or floral hull, was an ancient
French cook with a paper cap, dispensing deh

cacies.
Suddenly a bell rang, and it was known that

there was a raid on the part of a large body of

officers on the club. They at the first rush
nearly

broke open the doors, but were now being forced

back by the liveried servants

queen of the
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252 THE BLUE DWARF ;

- 1

The gentlemen had their swords ready, while
give them courage the women began fainting in
their arms.

One gentleman, who had strong reasons
for

not coming in contact the police, mane for
the window, and forced his way_ through. _

Dick and Tom, supporting their several ladies,
threw their arms round their waists most gal
lantly, and put their right hands to their sword
hilts.

Then some of the strongest men and atten
dants made a dash, and the door was closed.

But the oflicers, once they had started on the

Uh, were not to be baulked. They would soon

have the door open. Dick and Tom, dragging
their molls with them, darted baek and ascended

to the second floor, where they passed through a

window on to some tiles, entered another house,

and walked quietly down stairs.
In a moment more they were in the street,

and, finding a hackney coach, drove with their
charmers to a fashionable rendezvous, where they
ordered a sumptuous and copious breakfast,
which did not end until long after sundown.

Then the pair took horse and rode out of town
some distance to refresh themselv, after which
they once more returned to London.

No more visits to the “ Young Cocoa Nut,"
when it brought them into such dangerous com

pany as it had on the previous night.
When they reached the vicinity of Hampstead

Heath they were attracted by the hospitable look
of the historic " Bull and Bush," and went in to
refresh themselves.

Their horses they left in charge of a youthful
ostler.

" He must be a bit of a nob," said one, “ but
what docs he want to live there for 7"

Dick and Tom listened, and soon found out
that the gossiping idlers were referring to the
fact of “the house that would not let" having
at last found a tenant.

They knew it well.
It lay at some distance back, in a sort of sleepy

hollow, the hill side sloping behind, crowned
with dark woods, shut in by four grim wooden
walls, two tall, twisted chimneys, like scowling
eyu, to be seen from the path.

It was an ugly place, a ramshackle place, the
most lonesome place you con-ld imagine.

And now it was let l
Yes, and as the two professionals heard, it had

been furnished well, as if for a family, and,
strangest fact of all, they were coming in that
night after all were in bed.

“ Strange," thought Dick, who never threw a
chance away ; “ Why this secrecy l"

And he finally determined to be there, as pro
bably it was some craft, some sequestration of a
rival heir, or an inconvenient relative.

He strolled into the coffee room, almost deserted
now, and ordered some cold meat and a tankard
for himself and Tom.

As soon as they were alone Dick expressed his
motive for delay.

Tom laughed, and told him he was quite a
knight errant, a paragon of chivalry, and what
not, but agreed that it was worth while stopping
to find out what might be a rofitable secret.

They remained until the ouse was about to
be closed, eleven o’clock, and then, taking their
horses, rode off.

They knew the house well. It was only
pulled down for modern improvements at the
beginning of the present century.

They soon reached the spot, and drawing into
the shadow of some trees, waited, where they
had a full view of the house and the house
gates.

Grey, lonely, weather-beaten it looked, with
the mysterious shadow of desolation brooding
over it, those two upper windows frowning
down—sullen eyes set in its silent face.

But the highwaymen had seen it before, and
their minds were set on the events about to
occur, which interested them in a way that, at
all events, Dick could not understand.

It was a cold night, and a freezing blast swept
over the heath, and over the black treeless road
by which the strangers must come.

Once alone they had seen a flicker of light.
as if some one were descending from the second
to the first floor.

And now they heard the sound of horses and
wheels.

Oh, then, they were right l It was an abduc
tion at which they were about to“ assist," as the
Frenchman says.

But they would have a finger in the pie, and
know what was what before any possible victim
was immured in that house.

Both were of course well armed; swords by
their sides and pistols in their holsters.

These they now removed to their belts.
The lumbering vehicle was within a hun

dred yards. It had been coming down hill, but
now it had to ascend a stee incline.

At this moment the clou s broke asunder and
a ray of moonlight illumined the scene.

There was the postchaise and pair, with a
postillion riding the near horse, and in front
were two mounted men.

Dick Turpin, with his usual perspicacity, had
guessed why "the house that wouldn't let" had
been taken, the house that seemed struggling
out of sight, and trying to hide itself among the
dwarf cedars and spruces.

Nearer! and nearer l
Heavens! what does it mean? They have,

under the pale, silvery moon, recognised Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock!

Who, then, is inside T
They do not wait a moment to answer any

mere questions, but, rushing out, fired their
pistols at the pair of sconndrels, and then made
towards the vehicle with their drawn swords in
their hands.

Startled and terror-stricken the rufiians fled,
and the highwaymen, rushing to the door of the
coach, threw it open.

There, gag ed and wra in a cloak was
the Blue Dwfff.

PM ’

How Dick Turpin thanked the flash of fore
thought which had sent them to mount guard
over the old house l

They speedily released him from his bonds,
and when he saw who were his champions, he
was utterly amazed and expressed his feelings.

“Explain presently," said Dick; “and now,
you fellow, back to Londowas fast as you may."

They knew not what number of men were in
the house.

The postillion, who had been shivering with
terror, hesitated not a moment, but, turning
round, at once started for Hampstead under that
formidable escort.

When they were near the well-known Chalk
Farm, the Blue Dwarf bade Dick take him to a
house near Drury Lane, where he had apart
ments, and to which he could get admission by
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OBEY BUSHBD I-‘RA.\"1‘ICALLY IN CRYING “TRAI'I‘RES8!" LEVELLED A PISTOL AT HIS
DAUGHTER AND FIRED!

No. 22.
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264 THE BLUE DWARF;

means of a key that he always carried about
him.

They obeyed. The vehicle was quickly in
London itself, and within an hour Sapsthwa
and his friends were in the lodgings situate in
Drury Lane.

The Blue Dwarf struck a light and then set
fire to sticks and coal that were always ready in
the grate, and put on a kettle.

He then explained that having occasion to go
out that evening for some purpose, he had been
suddenly assailed by five men, gagged, and
thrust into the post chaise, which was in waiting.

“ But for yon, my friends," he said, fervently,
“ I might have been slain—killed before my mis
sion was accomplished. Death I fear not, but I
could not sleep happy in my grave knowing these
incarnate fiends were alive to persecute my
frien .”‘

He paused.
“By what marvellous run of luck," he

sently asked, “ were you able to trace me 7"
Dick Turpin explained. The Blue Dwarf

listened in amazed surprise.
“ Marvellous are thy ways, oh l Providence,"

he said ; "but this must cease. Take the spirit
flask from the cupboard, and give us a steaming
hot jorum,” he added after a pause.

Dick obeyed, and then he and Tom helped
themselves freely.

“ But this must end I Presently yon shall
escort me to another retreat, whence I can com
municate with Colonel Grant. Hold yourselves
in readiness within ten days to leave the country.
We must go, no matter where, so we be out of
their reach—Scotland, Ireland, even America, if
need be,” said Sapathwa excitedly.

“ We are at your orders, sir,” said Dick, little
dreaming to what he pledged himself.

Ten minutes later they issued from that secret
haunt-—never more to be visited—a.nd went to one
in quite another quarter, where they left him.

“ Of our next flight we will speak another i
time," he said, slipping a heavy purse into their
hands.

“ By Jove l" cried Dick, “that was a piece of
luck."

" Which it was," replied Tom ; and away they
went to s end a few of their guineas in some of
the wild gens of this ever-seething metropolis.

Next day they placed themselves at the dis
posal of their new employer.

pre

CHAPTER CXIV.
ZN’ nsvoxsnras.

Next day, when Bernard called, Mr. Godfrey
and his partner awaited him. They first began
by shaking him heartily by the hand. "

“ A clear case, my lord," said the principal ;
“ the earl has not a leg to stand on. What are
your immediate instructions Z"

“ Write and state the facts l“ was the answer, ‘
“ and tell my father that if matters are settled

‘

amicably I will consent to something being done
i

for my brother, in fact, will agree to keep his
illegitimscy secret. Let him know I have
already a son, so that he has a grandson to i

love."
'

§solicitors his rage was fearful.

“ Very good l" continued Mr. Godfrey ; “and
now, as to money. I have opened an account E
at my bankers‘ for a thousand guineas in your |
na.me—you can have as much more as you like.”

“ Well, I won’t refuse,“ said Bernard ; “ I am
under deep obligations to friends who procured
me these pa . They were written when he
thought himself dying. When he recovered he
did not like to destroy them. Will you write
to-day T I shall start for Exeter to-morrow, and
there wait his pleasure."

“ Very good I very good l" cried Mr. Godfrey.
“I should be cautious. My lord is a very hard
man. When he wasa young man he was very
wild," added the lawyer, in a low tone; " when
he came into the inheritance, was hard to be
found. Came from the Spanish Main."

Bernard was thankful for this warning, as it
put him on his guard. There had been a hurd
look in his father’s face which rendered him un

Shaking hands heartily with the partners, he
went out, and was driven to the bank, where he
was received with a deference quite new to him.
He got a cheque book, drew some money for
himself, and then drove to the rendezvous where
he was to meet Dick and Tom. He found them
waiting, and perfectly free, as the Blue Dwarf
had not communicated with them as to his Con
templated need for their services abroad.

After lunch,. Bernard drew a cheque for a

couple
of hundred guineas, which he handed to

Dic .
“ Something on account," said the young

nobleman, heartily. “ And now will you engage
a' post-chaise for me? My wife and children,
with a lady's maid, will occupy that. We shall
make up a goodly escort,"

" Pretty formidable,” replied Dick, laughing ,
and the young man again returned to Hamp
stead to bring his wife and children to the hotel,
and there succeeded in getting a lsdy’s maid.
- Next day the whole party started for Exeter.

We will precede the travellers.
\Vhcn the earl got the letter from his London

He had, of
course, found out that the documents involving
the proofs of his son's legitimacy had dis
appeared, and Mrs. Atkinson had to bear all
the full brunt of his rage and fury. Hc freely
accused her of breaking her oath, and betraying
him to ruin and disgrace.

“ I did nothing of the kind, my lord,"
the housekeeper ; “ but I'm very glad, if right is»
to be done. Why should not the rightful son
inherit ?"

“And Lord Harold 1" he gasped.
“ Must suffer for the sins of others, as many

have done before," the old woman cried. '" i.

replied

1knew Lord Henry the instant I saw him—thut
was six years ago—-when he came down here
alone. He saw and recognised your portrait." ‘

" Treacherous wornnnl Then it’s all your
doing! But I’ll have him taken up for house
breaking," cried the earl, passionately.

“ He only took his own, my lord,” was the cool
reply,

And the earl left her.
What was to be done l

evidence he could not.
His own solicitors had practically thrown up

the case. They recognised the proofs which hnd
been produced, and there was nothing
C0nt8St.

Still, it was deeply humiliating to be found
out, and to have to accept a stranger as heir.
when he had the son of whom he was proud,
und;whom he loved in his hard way.

After his first marriage, rendered desperate
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 255

by heavy losses, he had fled to the West Indies
'

and served under Morgan for awhile, being
one of the most ruthless of all the pirate crew.

In good society even it was hard to tone him
self down, and he never was popular. Haughty,
overbearing in the extreme, it was only his

wealth made him tolerated, as is the case with
many very better personages than he.

But what was to be done?
In the first fury of his wild passion the earl

made up his mind to make away with the

rightful heir at any price. He would not allow
his son and daughters to be bastardisedr He
would find someone to do his dirty work for
him. He had not far to seek.

The woods between Exeter and Plymouth
and around Castle Curzon were very dense and
thick, and infested by gangs of robbers, which,
if not very numerous, were as daring and un

scrupulous as Robin Hood, to whom all came
alike—friar, monk, fat citizen, or town clerk.

The chief of the crew who held high revel
in the wood was a certain Laurence Grey, an
ex-lieutenant of the earl, and one who knew
his secrets.

It was this man the nobleman had resolved to
interview and induce to join him in his con

spiracy against his own son.
Laurence Grey commonly used one little inn,

and there a messenger would always find him.
So the earl sent him a message to meet him
the next night at a certain spot.

The moon had not risen; the sun had gone
down; the sky, which for nearly a month had
been as calm and serene as a good mind, was
covered over with long lines of dark grey clouds,

heavy and near the earth, when a solitary
horseman took his station under a broad old
tree upon.the wide waste known as Uppington
Moor, and gazed forth as well as the gathering
darkness would let him.

It was a dim and sombre scene, unsatisfactory
to the eye, but exciting to the imagination.
Everything was vague and undefined in the
shadows of that hour, and the long streaks of
deeper and fainter brown which varied the
surface of the moor spoke merely of undulations
"in the ground, marking the great extent of the
plain towards the horizon.

A tall, solitary, mournful tree might be seen
here and there, adding to the feeling of vastness
and solitude ; and about the middle of the moor,
as one looked towards the west, was a small
detached grove, or rather tall clump of large
beeches, presenting a black, irregular mass, at

_the side of which the lingering gleam of the
north-western sky was reflected in some silvery
lines upon what seemed a considerable piece of
water.

This was the only light the landscape con
tained, and it would have cut hard with the
gloomy and ominous view around had not a thin
mist, ri~ing over the whole, softened the
features of the scene, and left them still more
indistinct and melancholy.

The hour and the place favoured sad thoughts
and dark forebodings, and the horseman sat
upon his tall, powerful gelding in the attitude
of one full of meditation. He had suffered the
bridle to drop, his hend was slightly bent for
ward and his eye strained upon the scene before
him; while his mind seemed to drink in from
its solemn and cheerless aspect feelings as dark
and dismal as itself.

He sat there about a quarter of an hour, and

not a sound had been heard u
the deep sort of sobbing creaking of a neigh
bouring marsh, or the shrill cry of some bird
of night as it skimmed by with downy and
noiseless wings.

'

There was not a breath of air stirring ; there
was no change taking place in the aspect of the
sky or the earth ; it was asif nature were dead;
and the feeling seemed to become oppressive,
for the horseman gently touched his beast with
his heel and made him move slowly out from
under the branches.

Scarcely had he done so, however, when the
distant sound of a horse’s feet was heard, as if
coming at a very tardy and heavy pace from the
west. The sound, indeed, would not have been
perceptible at that distance but for the excessive
stillness of all around, and the eagerness with
which the traveller listened.

His eye was now bent anxiously, too, upon
the western gleam in the water, and in a few
minutes the dark figure of another man on
horseback was seen against the brighter back
ground thus afforded, riding slowly on, u the
road he followed wound round the moor.

The first horseman waited until the other man
came close up.

“ Who goes there 1" cried the man under the
tree, coming into greater prominence.

“ Spanish Main l" was the answer, and the last
arrival rode up close to the first speaker.

“Will you follow me 7" he said.
The other nodded; and then Laurence Grey

-—-that was the speaker's name—led the way
over the moor to one of those old towers which
so often rose alone in solitary places, when
every man's hand was against every other
man.

It was ivy-clad and solitary.
The man who took the lead, on reaching the

spot, whistled, and a kind of dwarf came from
an outhouse and took their horses.

Laurence Grey took a key from his pocket and
opened the door, admitting his guest to a small
round apartment, with a table, a couple of chairs,
and a warm and comfortable fire.

There was a lamp on the table, which only
wanted a little trimming to make the place as
cheerful as it ever could be made.

“ ‘Tia not much of a place for the likes of
you, my lord,” said Laurence Grey, the outlaw.

“We have seen worse quarters on the Spanish
Main," said the earl, “ especially in the under
ground cells of Vera Cruz."

“Well, yes; that was a narrow squeak; but
what is your business with me to-night ?"

The earl put his hand out, clutched a bottle
of brandy; and, filling a tumber full, drained
it to the dregs.

“ Grey," he said, “I am threatened with ruin
and destruction. A claimant has arisen to my
title and estates."

“A rash man,” if he knows you as well as I
do," said his old lieutenant, Laurence Grey,
coldly.

'

" He knows little or nothing of me,” was the
curt answer ; “ though he claims to be my son.
I cannot and will not admit his claim, which
means ruin to my recognised heir."

" Oh—then that is it—the son of the first has
turned up after all," said Laurence, with a
sneering laugh.

“ S >he says," was the cold reply.
“What do you want me to do?” asked the

robber, for he was nothing else.

pon the moor but

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



256 THE BLUE DWARF;

“ Icannot and will not yield a point," said
the earl. “This man must be.removed out of
my path. You have places where you could
keep him until he promised to withdraw his
claim."

“Ihave; but I should want good pay to
suppress so important an individual as your
son," the other retorted.

“ Money is no object,” was the response ; and
on this a bargain was struck.

The chamber under the tower was usually in
',1eseold feudal buildings a place which could

either serve the purpose of hiding yourself or
somebody else.

Laurence Grey agreed in all things to carry
out the desires of the earl; and so it was ar
ranged that the young man should be waylaid
and carried to this loathsome dungeon, there to
be detained until such time as he withdrew all
clairn to the title and estates.

The earl knew Laurence Grey too well not to
be aware that nothing but a pecuniary reward
would tempt him to do anything for the
advantage of anyone else.

His fee was therefore n large one, a consider
able portion of it being paid down.

Then these two men parted. Many an evil
-iced had they done before, but this was,
perhaps, the most nefarious they had under
taken.

The earl had no thought but of Lord Harold
and his sisters, Clarissa and Florence, while the
other was influenced by no considerations but
money—-the love of gold.

The earl would have looked with terror at the
suggestion even of personal violence to the man
who claimed to be his son, but if he could im
inure him where his claims could never be
made known, he believed himself perfectly
justified in doing all he could.

With this sinister project in their heads the
two rank conspirators parted.

CHAPTER CXV.
mrusa sxo sou.

Viscount and Viscountess Henry Canon, as
they openly called themselves, reached Exeter
in safety, under charge of their redoubtable
bodyguard. Dick Turpin and Tom King were
a legion in themselves.

Of course, with a post-chaise they followed
the king’s highway, stopping at first-class
hotels, and resting at night under the doughty
championship of their strong guards.

Dick and his friend knew all the best houses,
and were in this way invaluable, as they thus
secured excellent accommodation and good treat
ment; that, however, never fails to those who
have plenty of money, and show no disincline
zion to spend a fair ration of it.

-Bernard had sufiered too much from poverty
to be wasteful of his money; but he was free
and liberal in his expenditure, enough to satisfy
those whom he mixed with.

Landlords, waiters, and chambermaids were
quite satisfied, and the young nobleman and his
wife were quite pleased with their treatment.
And thus they reached Exeter after a long and
very pleasant journey, through some of the
pleasantest parts of England.

They put up at a first-class tavern; hotels
had no meaning in those days, though the

grand tour was common enough with our
young sparks of nobility, who must see the
Tuileries and waddle through the Louvre.

As soon as they had enjoyed a day's rest,
Bernard made up his mind to ride over to
Curzon Castle and see his father.

The surprise of the people at the “Royal
George" when the young couple gave the name
of Viscount and Viscountess Henry Curzon
may be imagined. Lord Harold, who claimed to
be the only son and heir, was well known in
Exeter, and the assumption of the title by these
distinguished strangers surprised a great many.

On the morning of the second day after their
arrival in Exeter, Bernard decided to make :1.
personal attempt to persuade his father to see
and recognise him.

He trusted a good deal to natural afiection.
backed up with such undoubted proofs as he
was able to show as to his identity.

He little understood the nature of the man he
had to deal with, selfish and opinionated to the
last degree. ,

Bernard rode on horseback from Exeter to
the castle, the two inseparables following him at
a distance. They kept him in sight without
appearing to be connected with him in any
way. On reaching the castle Bernard sent in
his card, and desired to see the earl in private.

He was admitted to the library, where, cold,
stem, and implacable, Lord Lisle awaited him.

He stood with his back to the tire, an English
man's favourie attitude. -

“ Well, sir," he began, coldly, “ to what do I
owe this intrusion? I am not in the habit of
seeing strangers."

" A son can be no stranger to his father."
“Son l" cried the earl, in choked accents:

“what do you mean‘? My son is absent in
London, attending the court."

“ And yet you know that I am your son-your
legitimate son and heir," Bernard went on,
calmly. " But 1 came not to ask affection
alone. I want but my rights, and I wish to
avoid the scandal and publicity of a trial, which
can only end in disgrace." '

“Disgrace, sir 7"
“Yes. There is much in the past which you

would wish to conceal," said Bernard, calmly.
“ My desire, therefore, is that you should
acknowledge me openly, and then we can
arrange the provision to be made for my
brother and his two sisters."

“ You are very kind,” said the earl, n. bitter
smile on his cruel face; “ but I believe their
future is pretty well provided for."

"Then you seek war,” he responded sadly.
“Well, I have dcue my best to avoid it. I must
now seek the protection of the law."

And he turned towards the door.
“ Stop, sir," cried the earl, to whom the hint

about secrets in his life had caused much alarm.
“Be seated, and perhaps we may come to an
understanding."

Bernard bowed and took a chair.
“ Admitting that your assertion be true,"

the other went on, savagely, “how did you
obtain your information? By stealing it like a
thief in the night l"

“Idid nothing of the kind. Someone who
takes an interest in me did that, and the act was
perfectly justifiable,“ continued Bernard. gravely.
" I was refused my rights—I took them where l
found them."

"Well, if ever you are able to prove your
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amertions, which I do not for a moment allow,"
continued the earl, “will you be content to

accept five thousand a year, and leave your claim
in abeyance while I live T"

“No, sir—you dead, I should be looked on
with great suspicion," was the answer. “Why
did I not make the claim in your lifetime I"

“Then, sir, do your worst," the earl cried
rising. “ I will resist your claim with all the

power of my wealth and the prestige of my
name. Our interview need not be any further
prolonged."

Bernard rose, bowed, and went out, bitterly
disappointed with the result of his interview.
He had hoped in some way to move the man of
blood and iron, but he had failed.

He had, however, done his duty, and he must
now turn to the law to assert his just rights.

At the door he found his horse awaiting
and, mounting it

,

he turned away from what
-should have been his home, and, not following
the beaten road, turned down one ot the wind
ing paths that led through the magnificent park
to another and smaller exit.

And thus it hap ed he was turned away
from what he knew to be his rightful home, the
inheritance of his forefathers.

The afternoon had gone by, and the brightness
of the day had become obscured, not only by
the sinking of the sun, but by some large heavy
clouds which had rolled up, and seemed to por
tend a thunder storm.

Bernard Blair looked up towards the sky, not
with any immediate urpose of returning home,
for the rain he fear not, and in witnessing the
grand contention of the elements he had always
felt an » excitement and an elevation from his
boyhood.

His mind, too, was in an uproar, suited to the
-stormy sky above.

Suddenly, however, he recollected his sturdy
friends, and judged it might be wise to rejoin
them, as they probably would be uneasy at his
absence. Riding forward, therefore, he soon
reached a small gate, which opened from the
park into a rural lane, which was but a belt oi
planting cut oft from the enclosed ground.

Just as Bernard entered this secluded way, he
heard a shriek proceeding from the lane to his

him,

_ right, and somewhat ahead. Itwas the shriek
-of a woman.

He paused for no other indication, but, vault
ing at a bound over the paling, he stood on one
-oi those little greens to be found in this secluded
part, an unexpected intruder upon a party en
gaged in no very legitimate occupation.

On the sandy path which marked the passage
of the lane across the green stood a young lady,
with a tall, powerful man grasping her tightly
by the right shoulder, and keeping the muzzle
of a pistol to her temple, in order apparently to
keep her from screaming, while another was
lsnsely engaged in rifling her person of anything
valuable she had about her.

So prompt and rapid had been the approach
of Bernard, that the two gentlemen of the road
were quite taken unawares; and the one who
held her was in the very act ot vowing that he
would blow her brains out if she uttered a word,
when the muzzle of the pistol he held to her head
was suddenly knocked up in the air by a blow
from the unexpected intruder. The first impulse

o
i the robber was to pull the trigger, and the

pistol went ofi, carrying the ball a foot or a foot
and a halt above the head of the young lady.

Instantly letting go his grasp of the terrified
girl, the man who had held her threw down the
pistol and drew his sword upon his assailant.
But Bernard's blade was already in his hand,
and his skill in the use of the weapon was re
markable, so that in less than three pm-sea,which
took place with the speed of lightning, the
robber-‘s sword was wrenched from his grasp
and flying amongst the boughs of the trees,
while he himself, brought upon his knees, re
ceived a severe wound in his neck as he fell.

At that moment, however, another terrified
scream from the young lady called her defender’s
attention, and, turning eagerly towards her,
Bernard saw that it was for him she was now
alarmed. The robber whom he had seen en
gaged in rifling her of any little trinkets she
bore about her had instantly abandoned the oc
cupation on the sudden and unexpected attack
upon his comrade, and was now advancing
towards Bernard, better prepared than the other
had been, with his drawn sword in one hand
and a pistol in the other.

The moment which Bernard had lost in
hurrying towards the girl had been enoughto
enable the man whom he had disarmed to start
upon his feet again, and to run to the spot
where his sword fell ;, and the young man found
that in another instant he should be opposed
single handed, and with nothing but his sword,
to two strong and well-armed men. He did not
easily, however, lose his presence of mind, and,
seizing the girl's arm with his left hand, he gently
drew her behind, saying, “Crouch down low,
miss, that you may not be hurt when they fire.

I will defend you with my lite."
Scarcely had he spoken when the second

rutfian deliberately presented the pistol at him
and fired. Bernard felt that he was wounded in
the left shoulder and the blow of the bullet
made him stagger. It was not very much, but
still it was a wound. '

The two assailants, however, were rushing
fiercely upon him, and the odds seemed strongly
against him. - ,

At that moment a shout was heard, and a
‘

strong arm came in—a rough peasant-looking
man, who had heard the shots, had rushed in
and taken the weaker side.

At this moment the gallop of horses was
heard, and the ruflians turned, hoping it was
some of their robber crew. To their amaze
ment the two new arrivals were strangers to them
-—no other than Dick Turpin and Tom King,
followed on foot by one or two yokels.

Just in time, for what with loss of blood and
pain, Bernard had fainted.

The lady, whom the peasants recognised as
Lady Florence Curzon, at once directed that her
wounded prcserver should be carried to the
Castle.

Knowing what they knew, and the mansion
being the nearest place at hand, the high tobies
made no objection, and so Henry, Viscount
Curzon, was taken back to the home oi his
fathers an honoured guest.

When the earl heard how his son had rescued
Lady Florence Curzon from the rufiinnly robbers,
and been severely wounded in the scuttle, some
thing like repentance came over his soul.

Why should he not acknowledge one so noble,
brave, and unselfish?

He must think.
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258 THE BLUE DWARF;

CHAPTER CXVI.
noun naaonn cnnzox.

l\I!.-IANWRILE we must revert to a character
whose name has been mentioned, but who has
not appeared bodily in this narrative.

We have said that Lord Harold was in London ;
so his father had given out, but it was not true.

Lord Harold was only one-and-twenty, but was
a roué and a gambler. With regard to women.
he was ruthless. All who came in his way and
who believed his honeyed words were sure to

repent it.
He was that worst of human characters—a

male flirt.
On the borders of the forest at no great dis

tance from the highway, was a delightful
residence known as the Rosary.

It was the home of a couple who, though not
well assorted by age or character, seemed to be
tolerably happy.

The husband was about forty, the wife not
much more than twenty.

He was what we calla commercial traveller,
what they called at that time a bagman ; was a

good jolly round-faced fellow, fond of his glass
and a good story and not averse to a. pipe. But
above all was he deeply attached to his wife.

He had taken her from a humble sphere and
married her without much delay.

Daisy, as he called her, was very grateful ; but
she had no love to give him.

Only gratitude—aflection, such as she might
have ielt or shown to her father.

She was well known in the neighbourhood as
a beauty, and had been the toast of the beer

shops and public houses. There were very many
present to whom her marriage was a bitter dis
appointment.

Among others who had seen and admired her
was Lord Harold, and at one time her silly little
heart fluttered with the pleasurable excitement
of hoping to be my lady.

But she soon saw her mistake.
bluntly wld her she might come to London with
him, but held out no prospect of marriage.

It was the usual excuse of aristocratic pro
fiigatcs, that his father would never forgive him.

lint the girl had a spirit, and Mr. Robert
Crackem, a smart bagman who frequented the
house where she was chambermuid, made her a
serious offer, which, in a fit of pique, she
accepted.

And now she was Mistress Robert Crackem,
and the head of acharming liitle house on the
borders of the forest, with everything that her
heart could wish. She had servants to wait on
her, and yet the wilful heart of the girl-wife
was not satisfied.

Lord Harold had found out what she had
done, and one day when he knew her husband
had startid on one of his long journeys, had
called to congratulate her.

Jenny Crackem's heart beat pit-a-pat. There
is something in the very smell of a lord’s name
which is dear to the English heart, especially
that of a vain and foolish girl.

Jenny was overwhelmed; and when Harold
condcscendcd to stay and take some of the
wedding cake and wine, her satisfaction was
unbounded.

“_\_h I" said my lord. with a deep and artful
sigh; " but for cruel fate this might have been
our wcdiiing cake."

Lord Harold

" law I" cried the pretty
“ don't you talk such rubbish."

“ It isn't rubbish," he said with a woful look.
“ I almost wish now I had defied my father.”

“ lt‘s no use crying over spilt milk," was the
chambermaid's suggestion.

“ I suppose not," was the reply, given in a
sorrowful and lachrymose tone.

'

But there was something of an air of triumph
too. He knew the weakness of this silly and
foolish girl, who, led by a glib and lying tongue,
would believe him and forget everything else.

Harold did not go away until late that evening,
and his visits were renewed almost every day.

Bernard had been a week at the Castle, and
learned to love his gentle and beautiful half
sister. He had been nursed carefully by her
and was rapidly approaching convalescence.

One evening he received a message from Dick,
asking him to meet them at the “ Pig and
Whistle," as they desired to be on the move so
as to make arrangements as to future proceedings.
The rendezvous was appointed at no great dis
tance from the residence of Jenny Crackem.

The distance was so trifling that Bernard
never thought of taking a horse. A walls

through the wood would do him good.
The “ Pig and Whistle" was a large roadside

inn, where Bernard found his friends. They
had been summoned to London, but would, if he
desired it, be back in a week.

Bernard thankfully agreed, and, after a short

jollification, shook hands and started on his re
turn journey to the castle.

He bad not gone quite a hundred yards, when
he heard a pistol fired, and hastened to the spot
whence the sound proceeded just in time to see
a figure dart away into the forest, while a body
lay upon the sward.

This is what had happened.
The visits of Lord Harold to the house of the

bagman’s pretty wife had excited comment. In
a foolish and unguarded moment someone hark

spoken of them to the husband.
That very evening, on his arrival at the “ Pig

and Whistle,” someone a little advanced in his
cups had jeered him about the folly of marrying
a skittish young wife.

When told angrily to mind his own business,
the malicious talebearer blurted out all- the
local gossip about Jenny.

Robert Crackem’s fury knew no bounds.
Going to the stables, he had taken a pistol

from his holsters. Then he had secreted him
self within view of the doorway of his own house
and watched.

'

It was eleven o'clock when the door opened,
and Lord Harold came out, exchanged a warn:
embrace with Jenny, and left.

He took his way towards the forest, followed
by the husband. Just as he entered beneath
the trees, Robert came up and clutched him by
the shoulder.

" What is it ?" asked Harold, turning.
" Death, scoundrel 1" said the husband, and

- fired.l
Then, hearing footsteps, he fled, leaving his

pistol on the ground.
Stooping, Bernard saw that he had a dead or

dying man on his hands.
What was to be done?
His first thought was to return to the inn;

but, before he could do so, two other men
I appeared on the scene. They had heard the
‘

shot without seeing who fired it.

little hypocrite;
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 259

And now they found a body on the ground
and a stranger standing over it.

“Lord Harold I" cried one, as he gazed at
the upturned face on the ground.

His brother I Bernard was horrified.
“Where can we take him T" asked the young

man ; “ he may not be dead."
The men eyed him askance. There could be

no doubt that they suspected him.
“ The ‘ Magpie and Stump’ is the nearest

house,” growled one, and to this place he was
carried and placed in bed, one messenger being
sent for a.doctor, and the other to the castle.

When the former arrived he pronounced the
case hopeless, and when the frantic earl came,
it was to nud one son dead, with the other
watching beside him, charged with his murder.

They were alone.
“And you have done this deed, fiend incar

nate 1" said the nobleman, with horror and
hatred in his tones.

“ My lord, you misjudge me," said Bernard,
in earnest tones. “ I know nothing of this man

—-your son, if son he be. I will tell you all I
know.”

“ Lies I falsehoods I” cried the earl. " You
have slain him. But, old as I am, I will take
your heart's blood, and you shall find that this
arm has lost nothing of its skill and but little
of its strength. You shall learn what a father’s
arm can do when heavy with the sword of the
avenger."

“ Once more, my lord,“ replied Bernard.
“ I assure you that I am perfectly innocent. I
assure you that neither fairly nor openly, covertly
nor treacheronsly, have I had ought to do with
your son’s death. The sole ground for suspicion
against me is having been found near him.“

He then told him the truth, but the bereaved
parent was too wild with grief to heed his
words.

He ordered the body to be at once conveyed
to the castle, whither he had insisted on
Bernard also returning.

"Iam no cowardly assassin," said Bernard,
“ and have no fear of the result."

So again a mourn tul procession was organised.
A cart conveyed the body, and the earl and
Bernard walked beside it. The two men who
had found Bernard near the body volunteered
to attend next day at the inquest.

It was held at midday in the library of the
castle, two magistrates being present. The earl
took no part in the proceedings.

All the servants were there, while Bernard
stood apart at no great distance. His arms were
folded, and he leaned against a bookcase.

The earl was seated in an arm chair, his face
in his hands.

The first witnesses called were the two men
who had come upon Bernard standing over the
prostrate body of the young nobleman.

When they had spoken, Bernard volunteered
an explanation, which he was allowed to give.

It was to the efiect that-, having been at the
“Pig and Whistle” on important business, he
had heard a shot fired, seen a man rly into the
forest, and then had discovered the bodyywith a
pistol lying by his side.

The pistol was on the magistrate’s table ; the
body, with a sheet over it

,

was on trestles in an
adjoining room.

“ That I am accused is fearful, and that the
earl believes it is worse," said Bernard, in a firm
voice. “ As the earl will not speak, I must.

The murdered man was my brother, for I am
Viscount Henry Curzon, heir to the earldom
of the very man who allows me to be ac
cused."

“ "I‘is a lie I " shouted the earl, rising and con
fronting Bemard.

“ ‘Tis truth I

" replied Bernard, "and will be
fully known in a few days."

At this moment there was a scnfile at the door ;

a man in dishevelled dress, without a hat, forced
his way in, despite the efiorts of the servants.

“ I will come in I I will let no man sufier for
'

my crime I" he shouted, as he struggled.
“ Admit the man," said one of the magistrates,

Sir Michael Scrope.
He was admitted, and the two men who had

witnessed against Bernard at once guessed the
terrible truth.

“ Where is the body T" he asked, in wild
accents; " where does he lie? ”

“Be calm, and tell us what you have to tell,"
said the magistrate.

“ I killed him, and would do it again I Why
could he not leave my pet lamb alone! I am
Robert _ Crackem, who married Jenny Har
graves. \Vhen I was away this foul snake crept
into my Eden. I only found out his knavery
last night," the man continued. “ I was told of

it at the ‘ Pig and Whistle.’ It was the talk and
jeer of all around. I went to the stable, secured
this pistol," taking it up, “ and waited until he
came out. Then I shot him. I would do it
again, had I but the chance.”

The earl was too crushed to speak. He sank
into his armchair, overwhelmed withshame at
the fearful exposure.

The son of whom he was proud, and for whom
he had sinned, had died in his sin.

It was a terrible and awful humiliation.
And the other son had probably saved his

daughter's life.
Constables took charge of Robert the bagmar/,

and then another witness presented himself.
It was the excisemau, who, in a sheepish kind

of way, explained how when Robert Crackem
came into the parlour the night before he had

foolishly repeated the village gossip about Lcrd
Harold and Jenny.

" Not but what it was gospel truth," said the
exciseman ; “ only I’m sorry I spoke.”

The magistrates put their heads together, the
clerk whispered to them, and in s. minute more
Robert Crackem was committed for the wilfiul
murder of Lord Harold Curzon.

“Which, of course," said Sir Michael Scrope,
" is equivalent to a withdrawal of the charge
against anyone else, Mr. "

“ Henry, Viscount Curzon," interrupted theearl,
in a choked voice, rising as he spoke ; " who will
do the honours for me until I have recovered."

And he went out, glad to get that heavy sin
shadow oif his shoulders.

The prisoner was given into safe custody, and
then the court was cleared.

As soon as they were aione with Lord Henry,
the magistrates congratulated him on his acquittal
and recognition by his father.

Very delicately they asked for no explanations,
which was fortunate, as they would have obtained
none.

He then rang the bell, and summoned Mrs.
Atkinson, who hurried in, pale and g-hastly.

“ Get us a quiet lunch, Mrs. Atkinson,” he said ;

“and let it be known that my father has recog
nised me as his son and heir.”

‘
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260 THE BLUE DWARF ;

And by his proper name and title only shall
we in future speak of Henry, Viscount Curzon.

“ I knew he must," cried Mrs. Atkinson,
warmly. “ I have known it twenty years."

“ Hush, Mrs. Atkinson," said Henry, gently ;
“ not a word about my father. He has suffered

enough already. We will follow to the dining
room. Send a groom to me."

How proudly he said “my father l"
“And have rooms prepared for my wife and

children,” he went on; and Mrs. Atkinson, big
with her own importance, retired.

At last the boy, whom she had loved from the
first, had come to his own.

The lunch was a very quiet affair, and the

magistrates left early.
Overwhelmed with grief as they were, Lady

Clarissa and Lady Florence found great comfort
in the society of their handsome brother.

" You will be kind to my wife and children,”
said Henry, when the explanation had con
eluded.

“ Wife l children I are we really aunts? " cried
Lady Florence, his first friend, the one he had
saved from violence.

I-n the meantime Henry had sent off a missive
to his wife at the “ Royal George," Exeter, ex

plaining the terrible trials he had passed through,
and bidding her come at once. ~

“ I cannot come myself. My father clings to
me, and will not let me leave. He is terribly
crushed. Let us heartily forgive him all our
troubles in the happiness of reunion."

And starting this off, he went to join his father,
who was very ill, and really needed his presence.

In fact, crushed and humiliated as he had been
by the wretched death of the son he had so much
loved, the earl fell back helplessly on his stronger
minded heir.

Lord Henry was tender in the extreme, and did
more to soothe his parent's sorrow than anyone
else could have done.

Some slight allusion was made to the girls, and
the earl regretted to leave them with nothing but
their mother’s small fortune and dowry.

" Father," said Henry, “ make your will leav
ing them just what you would have done had
Harold lived, and it shall be carried out. Ihave
taken a great liking to them. I hope to see you
walking proudly through the park with my
children."

" Do not deceive yourself," said the earl ; “do
not deceive yourself, my son. From this bed I
shall never rise again. The day is past, the night
is coming. The fire is burnt out, and there
lingers but a spark behind ; the oil in the lamp
is exhausted, and though the flame may flicker
up once or twice, it soon must pass away and be

extinguished. Henry, I am dying I "

But the son would not agree to this. Indeed
he had great faith that his father would still
live and bless his children.

But he knew that the earl, like all others in
his position, would not be contradicted.

“ ‘Tia close to-night,” he said, presently.
“Yes; I never felt it more so except in the

Gulf of Florida," was the musing answer.
“ Ah l”

And, as he spoke, the storm which had long
been coming up burst forth with a bright flash,
which blazed with a blue and ghastly light
round the dark wainscotted chamber in which !
they sat, lighting up every cornice and ornament
in the carved oak, and seeming to play amidst
the papers on the table.

At this moment, after a discreet knock, a
domestic entered with a note, a rude kind of
scrawl, which the man said had been left by one
who would take no denial.

The earl took it impatiently; but when his
eyes fell upon it he could not read it.

“ Read it," he said to his son.
Lord Henry took it up, and in some surprise

read out the contents :-
“The person we waited for interfered with

my men in the execution cf their legitimate
business, wounded two, and '2€1l'l'l&(lofi a squalling:
Wench. What does it mean? I want an ex
planation."

The earl almost leaped from his bed, and
shook his fist in the air.

“ The scoundrell It was his minions who
insulted my daughter, and from whom you
rescued them. I wish you had killed them.
Again I must blush before my son l"

“ Father !"
"Do not interrupt me, eon. That man was

once my friend, py lieutenant and companion,"
said his father. “ That man, by his few words.
has laid before me,” he added, “the picture of
my life." Here the earl paused.

“ It was only two years ago," he went on,
“that I heard from this Laurence Grey, and
knew that he was possessed of knowledge re
garding the darker part of my history, which I
believed buried in eternal oblivion."

He then explained that this man had, on
their first meeting, mentioned the name under
which he was known years ago; and he, the
earl, had casually asked him if he knew him
well?

“Yes; oh, yes. I know his whole history
well. He was an English gentleman of a brave,
daring, and enterprising disposition, who, having
been driven from his country and deprived for
the time of his possessions, pursued a wild and
fitful course of life—now serving with gallant
distinction in the armies of foreign countrie ,
now becoming a rover on the high seas, and
acquiring for himself a fearful and redoubtable
fame, till the restoration of the king suddenly

recalled
him to fortune and honour in his own

lan ."
The earl owned that he was stunned, and

asked the audacious intruder if he knew the
name of the rover?

“Yes, my lord,” was his answer; “and his

gvhole
history from that time to the present

our."
The earl owned that this assertion was a great

blow to him.
For more than twenty years he had heard no

allusion to those days of wild and roving ad
venture, when, driven forth as he fancied for
ever from his native land, stripped of his rank
and possessions, he had given way to the
impulses of a rash, daring, and fierce spirit, and
piled upon his own head many a heavy remorse,

a
n
d seared his own heart with many a deed of

evi .
“ And this man, one of my crew, had recog

nised me," the earl groaned; “and l feared
him. I thought all who knew of those days to
be far removed, plunged beneath the rolling
waves of the ocean, buried upon the sandy
beaches of dist.-int lands, or with their bones
whitening—a public spectacle-—in the sun.

“ I gave this man money. I had little to fear
from him—he was an outlaw. But I gave him

l money, and there I thought the matter ended.
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“Then came your threat to expose me, and I
thought of this man," the earl went on. “ I
met him and asked him to secure your person,
and keep you immured in his tower on Upping
ton Moor until we could come to terms.

“ What followed 7 My daughter's terrible
adventure and your severe wound.

“Besides, there is now no Harold. Can you
wish me to live?"

" Yes, father," said Lord Henry, almost gaily ;
“to live long and die at a good old age, sur
rounded by your proud heir and successor."

“ Well, boy, I will rest now," the other said ;
“ but the man must be got rid of. He is a thorn
in my side."

“ What can he do T"
“Let the world know that the proud, cold,

and wealthy Earl of Lisle, the domineering
spirit of the country round, is identical with the
wild rover of the western seas, whose deeds of
daring and of blood are still remembered with
awe and fear in a land fertile with strong
passions and great crimes."

“ None would believe him," said Lord Henry ;
“ but if you wish me to see him I will."

“ Yon will do me a favour," the old man
returned. “ Pay him for the crime he has com
mitted, and then bid him do his worst. I am
dying, and he will not be able to hurt me soon."

“ I will do what you please, father, so that you
do not worry."

Lord Henry was now called to dinner, and the
earl sent for Mrs. Atkinson to keep him company.

After dinner, Lady Henry Curzon and
family arrived, and were received warmly by
the girls.

In the evening, later on, they were taken to
the room occupied by the earl. and had no
reason to complain of their reception by the
father-in-law and grandfather.

lle took particular notice of the grandson, the
future wearer of the family honours.

He declared him a true Curzon.
But his son would not allow them to tire the

old man, who had passed that day and the pre
vious night through trials enough to have killed
the strongest.

'

Once more the father and son were left alone.
“ Now I can die in peace," said the earl.
“ Don’t talk to me of dying, father,” replied

Bernard. " Ill take the trouble off your hand
about this man Laurence Grey. I'm afraid,
though. father, that lawlessness runs in the
family."

‘-'What do you mean 7" asked the earl, looking
rather annoyed and vexed. ’

“ I must tell you my story ;" and he did, ex
plaining his connection with Dick Turpin and
Torn King truthfully and frankly.

A dark frown was instantly visible on the
countenance of the earl.

"These men hold my secret.
“My lord,” the young man went on, “ Dick

Turpin has been trusted by men of all ranks.
The Earl of Mountjoye trusts him wholly. He
is specially employed by his friend to guard
against the machinations of Brian Seymour, the

‘

expectant earl, who is believed to have tried on
more than one occasion by himself and emissaries
to kill him."

"I have heard something of this,” said the
earl, " and know Brian Seymour to be an unmi
tigated scoundrel. I can't understand why he
and his associates have not been put on their
trial for the murder of his aunts."

“ How bravely Dick Turpin behaved then,"
added Lord Henry, “ and now, with your permis
sion, I will to my wife and sisters."

He left his father more happy and contented
than he had been since the discovery of his
elder son.

Lord Henry spent a calmly pleasant hour or
two with his wife and sisters, their feelings tem
pered, of course, by the reflection of what lay in
that not far distant room, and then preparations
were made for repose.

First, however, he went to the library, and
stood in the presence of the dead.

He who hath bent him o'er the dead
Bro the first day of death is tled;
Ere yet Decay‘scflacintr fingers
Have swept the lines where beautylingers,

will understand his feelings.
Stranger though he was, still he was his bro

ther, and there is a mysterious aifinity in this

relationship which never fails. Men seldom love
anyone so much as a brother, while, once this
feeling change the other way, the hate is baleful.

He then covered up the still form once more
and left.

CHAPTER CXVIL
ms onrnaws.

A very quiet day was passed. Cards were left,
but no visitors attempted to enter the house
except the clergyman, who was seen only by
Lord Henry. He was a good and worthy man,
warmly congratulated the other on his good
fortune, and then discreetly retired.

During the day Lord Henry intimated to the
earl that Dick and his comrade might call to
claim the balance of the reward, during his
absence. He was not bound to see them. The
man would give the name of John Palmer.

“ I will see Mr. Palmer wheneverhe calls,” the
earl replied; “except Laurence Grey, I have
seen no one of the class for some years."

His son made no reply. He knew the feelings
which prompted this remark, and then prepared
for his adventure.

The earl had sent word by a trusty messenger
that, though from illness he could not go him
self, he would send an accredited messenger, who
would meet Grey on Uppingham Moor under the
old tree, to confer on business.

“For the nefarious deed I prompted him to
do," said the earl, “ I promised him two hundred
gnineas. Take that sum with you, and tell him
that is the last he will ever receive from 'me.
Tell him that I am sick unto death, and. that I
defy him.”

And so Lord Henry started, on a stout horse,
and, by his father's express desire, well armed.

He easily found the tree, but instead of the
stalwart horseman he expected to see he found a
smart youth.

“ Be you he as wants Mr. Grey?" he asked,
touching his cap.

“ Yes; why is he not here T"
“ He aint far off, and telled me to say there

was hawks abroad. Would you come to his

| house l"
“Lead on," replied the viscount, who was one

who knew no fear.
The boy trotted on before him half a mile fur

ther till, amid a clump of tall trees, at the very
edge of the moor, where some unproductive
fields connected it with the cultivated country,
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they perceived a light shining from a small win
dow in a tall building before them.

As we have already observed, there still re
mained scattered over the face of England a
number of those edifices which, fortified to a
certain degree, combined the modern house, to
some extent, with the ancient feudal hold,and
had been rendered very serviceable to both par
ties in the progress of the great rebellion.

These fortified houses were of every size, from
that which really well merited the name of
castle to that which was no more than a mere
tower, and many of them, either from being
injured by the chances of war, or from having
lost a great part of their utility when the scourge
of evil contention was removed from the coun
try, had gone to decay, or had been applied to
the calmer and more homely uses of the barn,
the granary, or_ the farmhouse.

Such was the house which Lord Henry and the

boy approached, and as far as the darkness of
the house sufiered its outline to appear, it seemed
to the former to be a tall, heavy tower of stone
work, with four small windows on the side next
to them.

Beneath its protection, and attached to it on
one side, with the gable end turned towards the
road, was a lower building with a high peaked
roof of slates, and close by another mass of
masonry, apparently the ruins of a church or

'chapel
The light that the horseman had seen came

from one of the upper windows of the tower, but
there were lights also in the less elevated build
ing by its side.

A low wall stood before the whole, enclosing
a little neglected garden, and through .a gate
which stood open in this wall the boy led his

companion in, and up to the door of the house. ,
There, beside the door, stood the ancient steps,

which many a burly cavalier in the cavalier
days, and in days long before that, had em

ployed to mount his horse's back; and there,
too, on either side of the entrance, was many a

ring, staple and hook, for the purpose of fasten
ing up the troopers’ horses, while their masters
rested and caroused in the hall hard by.

The boy attached Lord Henry’s bridle to one
of these, and, opening the door, led the young
man into the house, and finally into a large
room, where awaiting him stood a man of satur
nine appearance, stout, powerful, and about
fifty years of age.

" My lord's eldest son, I presume l "
he said,

presently.
“ His only son ; but I am anxious to return—

my father is very ill—as he thinks, sick unto
death,” replied Viscount Curzon, ""let us to
business at once."

“ Father," said a sweet and fascinating voice,
"‘ supper is ready. Will the gentleman join us Z"

Lord Henry now beheld as lovely a creature
as the eye of man ever rested upon. She was a
young girl of about seventeen; her eyes-her
large, full, liquid eyes—were as black as jet, and
the long, dark fringe that edged both the upper
and the under lid, left but little of the white
visible,

The glossy black hair, divided on the fore
head, was tied in a large wavy knot behind.
without any ornament whatsoever; but along
the whole line might be traced a strong undu
lation, which told that, if free, it would have
fallen in ringlets round her face, and even as it
was, two or three thick curls escaped from the

knot behind, and hung in glossy masses on her
neck.

" You must ask the gentleman himself, Alice,"
replied Laurence Grey.

Then, bowing her head gracefully, she asked
him to accept her father’s hospitality.

“ I am rather pressed for time," said Henry,
courteously ; “ but I cannot refuse.”

His eyes plainly told the admiration he could
not conceal, a result on which the cunning out
law had calculated. .

The girl went out, and soon returned with a
lad and a girl, who in a few minutes had an ex
cellent supper laid, which the trio enjoyed.

The conversation was almost wholly confined
to the men. Lord Henry found Grey a highly
intelligent man, one who had travelled and seen
the world, and mastered some of its accomplish
ments. The viscount had read much, and spoke
more from what he had learned in books than
from observation; but his was a poetical and
imaginative mind, and the girl listened to him
with entranced ears.

Jocelyn, the boy, who knew who he was, had
already inflamed her mind, by recording, in his
uncouth way, something of his romantic career.

But at last the supper was over, and Grey
bade her clear away and take herself off, leaving
him to talk business with the gentleman.

She reluctantly complied, and soon the two
men were alone, with grog, pipes, and tobacco,
which Lord Henry had found a great comfort
in his days of adversity.

“And now, my lord, to business," said Grey.
“ I presume the earl has no secrets from you."

“None.”
“ What is your errand, may I ask 7"
“ I bring you two hundred guineas," replied

Henry. “ His message is this, that after that
he repudiates all connection with you-he will
be preyed upon no longer."

“ And,” the outlaw said, in a tone of anger
and disgust, “ If I refuse this paltry sum as final
—what then 7"

“ He defies you to do your worst," was the
calm reply. '

“ He threatens me, does he l Harkee, Lord
Henry Curzon ," began the other, rising,

Q 1‘ 1 I I
Midnight had come, but not Viscount Curzon.

None had gone to bed.
The doctor had not left. The earl had had a

relapse, and bitterly reproached himself with
having sent his son on a dangerous errand. The
doctor had sent home for a drug, which he pur
posed administering to give him that sleep with
out which he must die.

The anodyne was administered at last, and the
old earl slept. In such cases sleeping potions
are admissible ; but their frequent use is sure to
end in death, as the sleep they induce is false
and unnatural.

The viscountess was in agonies, and could not
be consoled. She knew enough of her husband is
errand to be aware that it was a dangerous one,
and her mind was on the rack.

The sisters would not leave her.
morning she cried herself to sleep.

Then they also got a little rest.
Morning came, and with it no news. The

earl was half frantic, and yet in his inmost
heart he had no fear for his son's life; but the
uncertainty was terrible.

About mid-day a message came to the earl,

Towards
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 263

asking if he knew when the Viscount would
return, as a gentleman named Palmer, and a
friend, were waiting to see him.

“ Bring them up here," said the earl, eagerly,

mid
put the bottle-case on the table by the

The domestic went out, and in a few minutes
returned, ushering in two smart-looking gentle
men wearing swords and riding-dresses.

“ Be seated," began the earl, when they were
alone. "My son, before going out, commis
sioned me to see you, should he be absent. I
know all; and as I am in great trouble about
him, you may serve me. Fill your glasses, and
listen.”

They obeyed at once, and the earl told all

overcome the robber, against whom these high
tobies had a professional grievance.

A man they knew to be innocent, but in
whose favour they dared not appear, had been
hanged for a crime committed by Grey.

They crept cautiously up, but not so cautiously
as not to be seen, as in the neglected garden they
found a woman with n. shawl over her head.

“ Are you friends of the young lord T" she
whispered, in a low, terrified tone.

“ Yes l" cried Dick.
"Hush l father has been drinking very hard ;

and if he hears us he will be terrible," she said,
in trembling tones.

“ We will not speak a word," was the answer.
The poor girl, who had fallen head over ears in.

that concerned the disappearance of his son
‘ love with the first gentleman she had ever seen,

since the previous night. led them tothe door, which she had left ajar.
“And the man he went to see is Laurence In the passage was a small oil lamp, which Dick

Grey l” said Dick Turpin, in a musing way.
“You know him 1"
“ By reputation," replied Dick; “ once a sea- |

scourge, now a land-shark ; very much suspected
of villainous crimes for which better men have
sufier .” _

“ That is the man," continued the earl, whose
cheeks were tinged with crimson.

But the two men were too busy drinking and
listening to observe this.

“ In your case, my lord, he will be cautious.
Doubtless, he has detained your son in the hope
of ransom," said Dick; “what do you wish us
to do 7”

“Track him, and if the worst comes to the
worst,1reat with the scoundrel for a ransom,"
cried the earl. “ I will give a thousand guineaa
rather than harm shall come to him.”

" When shall we start, my lord l"
“ ‘Tia best at night." said the nobleman ; “ you

can lunch with Mr. Jacobs, my steward. Shall
you want any assistance?"

“ We should like a sharp youth to send to you
in case we have a message," replied Dick.

The earl rang the steward‘s bell, and he at
once presented himself.

No one ever kept the earl waiting.
“ Jacobs," said the earl, “ these gentlemen de

sire to see my son on business. As he is absent
they will wait. Take them to lunch with you,
as I am not up."

"Yes, my lord," said the obsequious steward,
bowing, and leading the way.

The two highwaymen followed, leaving the
earl very much more confident and hopeful.

All he said to the ladies was, that these two
friends of Lord Henry were going in search of
him. They seemed to guess at some reason
which would detain him.

“ But he would write.” urged his anxious and
pallid wife ; “ I know Henry.”

“ We must he hopeful,my dear,” said the earl,
kindly.

As soon as darkness set in, Dick and Tom,
guided by a smart youth named Alison, who had
his instructions from the earl, took them direct
to the residence of Laurence Grey.

As soon as they were in sight of the tower
they left their horses with the lad in a thicket,
and moved slowly towards the house.

There were lights in the lower story, but none
in the upper.

From the silence which prevailed the two
friends came to the conclusion that the bandit
was alone.

took in his hand and led the way to the other
end.

Alice pointed to a heavy stone trap in the
floor, with an iron ring in the centre.

Dick stooped and began to lift it.
Herculean in his proportions, and strong as he

was, it resisted him a moment ; but in an instant
or two more it yielded, and, aided by Tom King,
he lifted it ofi the hole.

Looking down, it was dark as Erebus.
“ What cheer, messmate 7" said Dick, putting

his mouth to the orifice.
“ All the better for light and air,” was the

reply.
“ Be cautious and silent. Help is at hand,”

replied the highwayman ; and he turned to find
Alice beside him with a rope, at one end of
which was a loop.

Dick took it with an approving nod, and
lowered it.

"Fasten that under your armpits, and pull
when ready," said the highwayman.

The other simply made a mouosyllabic
answer, and next moment the rope was pulled,
and in less time than it takes to tell, the captive’s
head was seen peering out of the trap orifice.

The two men helped him to his feet.
At that very

was thrown open, and a bright light was seen
within.

It was Grey, a lamp in one hand, and a pistol
in the other.

“ Traitress l" he cried,in a thick voice—that of
an infuriated drunkard—as he levelled a pistol
at his daughter's breast, and fired.

Then he darted back into the room, fastened
the door, and began ringing a bell.

The viscount stooped towards Alice and
caught her hand.

“ I have saved you l" she faltered, “and I care

not——fiy—that bell l"
Then there was a slight gasp and a. shudder,

but neither groan nor cry, and the breath

stopped for ever.
" Accursed fiend 1" cried Henry, paralysed

with horror; “ but she shall be avenged."
“ Camel we shall have more of the gang on

-us," said Dick, and at once, aided by Tom,
dragged the young man away from the scene of
this awful tragedy.

In the outer yard they found Jocelyn, and
by putting a pistol to his head, Dick made him
show him the stables.

He at once selected the best horses of the lot,
and started for the thicket, where Alison

Could they only get in, they would be able to awaited them.

instant the door of the front room
I
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264 THE BLUE DWARF;

All mounted, and bidding the boy make his‘
way home, rode off.

The bell still sounded, and they distinctly
heard horsemen coming in their direction.

But they were well mounted, and were soon
in the park, and in half an hour they were in
the castle, where all were delighted. After a

hurried interview with the ladies, Lord Henry
went to his father's room.

The interview was of too sacred a character to

be more than mentioned.
After a time, the son told his father all that

had passed.
“ That man must die l" said the earl, “ I will

rouse the county. You and your friends shall
join in the chase."

“That I will do cheerfully," replied Lord
Henry ; “that poor girl’s death shall be

avenged l"

CHAPTER CXVIII.
run Pussnrr.

Next day, the earl sent for Sir Michael Scrope,
to whom the viscount told the story of the mur
der, and intimated that he and two friends were

ready to start in pursuit; but as the band was
numerous and well armed, they would need all
the support they could obtain.

“ And you shall have it," was the frank re

sponse; “the miscreant is not worthy to live.
I will at once rouse the passe aomitatvza. In two

your lordship be at my house with
your friends? We will then ride for the tower,
which I think we shall find deserted."

“ Doubtless—”
“ But some of the country folks will seethem,“

observed Sir Michael ; “ when they learn the
horrible tidings they will be furious. The poor
girl was much beloved by the poor. Hitherto,
the villain has never committed himself so near
at hand—and so carefully were his plans laid, we

hours will

could never prove anything against him. Com
mend me to his lordship T"

“ I will ;" and so for the moment they parted.
Lord Henry having informed his father of his

plans, went to join the two visitors at lunch
the ladies remained in their private apartments
—a.nd informed them of his plans.

Both were delighted. In actual self-defence,
both had killed their man—hut never in cold
blood. Dick Turpin was never what some had

represented him to be—a rufiian. Of course,
he was guilty of some terribly evil acts, but
cruelty was not one of his crimes.

After a very hasty lunch, the visconnt went
to bid adieu to the ladies, assuring them that in
their present enterprise there was little danger,
as they would have the aid of experienced thief
takers and runners.

“ Nice job this," said Dick, when alone, with
a grin ; “ set a thief to catch a thief, eh T"

“ Yesl but this bloodthirsty scoundrel is no
ordinary thief l" remarked tender-hearted Tom.

" But to be acting with runners and so on I"
went on Dick ; " luckily, no one knows us down
here-—and police portraits don't favour us
much."

"No!" continued Tom, laughing, as he re
membered one particular " ugly mug

"
profess

ing to represent his counterfeit presentment.
Both were silent as they heard footsteps ap

proaching, and next moment they were joined
by their host.

Ten minutes later they left the castle on their
way to the house of Sir Michael Scrope. They
were accompanied by a stout groom who knew
the way well, and was well up in the topography
of the forest. The worthy matzistrate's residence
was near the little town of Ealing-cum-Shove,
much approved of by bucolics.

The residence of the knight was a fine one,
with a small park and huge gardens. He had
been mayor of Exeter once, and a tanner by
trade, but retired, keeping a large interest in the
business. But his blushing honours made him
aspire to be country gentleman.

He found Moulscombe in the market. It was
not very large—but it was large enough for
himself, Lady Scrope, and her family.
-His elder son was four-and-twenty, and re

mained in the busine, but nothing was said of
this at home. He had a very liberal share in
the receipts, and cultivated the ofiicers, so that
when he came home he was able to bring a
ca tain, or if not, a lieutenant with him.

e was very free with his cash, and never
asked for money back!

He had, as all may well imagine, no end of
friends.

In front of the house were some dozen or more
mounted men—-stout fellows who seemed ready
for action. Three were evidently official thief
takers, but the others were mostly farmers, all
tenants of the earl.

When they recognised the Curzon livery, they
set up a loud cheer.

A servant requested the gentlemen to walk in.
They assented.

The young visconnt had heard of the harm
less vanity of the retired tanner. He wanted to
be thought one of the upper classes, and a visit
from the earl‘s son and heir, the observed of all
observers, would be something to talk about.

As he expected, he found the whole family
collected. Sir Michael, who had solid common
sense, and had forbidden all display of fiuery,
had placed wine and cake ready, of which of
course, all partook.

Mr. John Palmer and Tom King took Lady
Scrope in tow, and began to tell her of fashion
able life in London, while Henry, Viscount
Curzon, was very attentive to Maud Scrope, the
eldest daughter, a very pretty girl, who listened,
was delighted, and answered in mouosyllables.

But suddenly the viscount looked at his watch,
and Sir Michael took the hint.

“We must not lose a moment of daylight, my
lord—l dare say you will honour us by making
a longer stay on some future occasion 7" said the
knight, rising.

" Certainly l" replied the young lord, “and
when our house is quieter, and we are a little
over our troubles, I will name a day for you
all to come to the castle."

The knight spoke not. His surprise and de
light were too great for utterance, while the wife
and the girls were utterly overwhelmed.

Then the males disappeared, and the women
were left to discuss their visitors.

Lady Scrope declared Dick and Tom to be
true gentlemen, and men of court manners ; but
the viscount was a paragon, a word one of the
girls had learned at school.

Everyone was ready, and Sir Michael. placing
himself beside his lordship, the two led the way.

The viscount found the knight shrewd and
very capable of leading such a party. It was at
first determined, as soon as they reached the top
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266 THE BLUE DWARF ;

t. magistrate, who suddenly

atthe hill they were ascending, at the point
where they could first see the house, that the

pm-gy should divide, and one body, under the
direction of the magistrate, should sweep through
the hollow in the hills, while the other, under
the viscouut, should pursue the road by which
the three had escaped.

They would thus approach Laurence Grey's
abode both ways at once.

By this means no one could quit the house

without being seen by one or other of the
parties, and the possibility of the robbers making
their escape by one side of the building while
their assailants forced their way on the other
was guarded against.

A very shrewd farmer, one who well knew
the country, accompanied the viscount, and soon

they emerged from the woods, lanes, and culti
vated ground between the villages, and began to

take their way over the soft turf, which was

only varied by the innumerable scattered stems

that covered the'higher ground on that side.
This man rode between the viscount and the

saw that his hawk
particular spot on theeyes were fixed upon a

_
green bosom the sunshinehills, over whose soft

. and the shade warachasing each other quietly.
The knight saw it too.

“ Yes, yes, I r&W it move l" he cried. “ Didn't
you, my lord? Look ye there, uponithat hollow

the shadow is Just leaving. ‘I have been

for the last ten minutes trying to.’ determine
whether that is a.man on horseback or a haw
thorn tree. It's a man, I'm sure! I mw it
move this minute, a bit to the left, so as to get
I better eight of us." .

“ ‘l‘here’s it hawthorn there," mid the farmer.'
- "I know it of old. But you're right, sir, you're

right. There is something moving from behind
it. It's a horseman, I believe, watching us. See,
he's cantering up the hill."

“ I think this bodes disappointment,"observed
the viscount. " The house will be empty."

“ There's anothenon the top of the highest
mound," cried the magistrate. “They have a
terrible start of us. But-let us away—we must
not be afraid of breaking our horses’ wind."

“ Onward l" cried Ouraon, and at once all set
their spurs to their horses’ sided and were soon
in sight of the house.

It was empty of allrsave the body of the un
fortunate girl, beside which sat the maid wh
waited on Alice Grey. '

Lord Henry bade them take care of her untill

they returned, and away went the whole party.
The farmer, named Simmons, believed they
would seek shelter in an old house in the hills,
where they could defend themselves.

The farmer went straight ahead, and soon
they saw a body of horsemen passing over the
slope beyond, and then giving rein to their
horses and galloping away as hard as they could
over the open downs beyond.

Man is certainly a beast of prey. There is an
instinct about him which prompts him to run
after everything that runs away. It may be
partly the dastardly tyranny of cowardice which
gains courage to pursue and worry by the sight
of an advantageous flight; but it is chiefly, in
all probability, upon the same principle whereon
a fierce dog chases and slaughters a sheep, which
is solely because the sheep runs away, and the
dog, thinking the sheep knows its own business
and his better than himself, judges that it is
both right and pleasant to run after and verify

to the utmost the victim's estimation of his

powers and his purposes.
lesl man is undoubtedly a beast of prey;

and in this instance no sooner did the posss
who followed the magistrate, the young noble
man, and others, seea body in flight, than those
who had been most timid and fearful of leading
the way, were all setting off at full gallop in
pursuit of fugitives whom they had little chance
of overtaking.

Farmer Simmons, however, confidentially as
sured the magistrate that he would take them
to the bandits‘ lair.

It was with the utmost difliculty that the fat
but powerful voice of Sir Michael Scrope and
the stern, commanding tones of the viscount,
each exerted with considerable force, could in
duce these hot pursuers to halt and receive
orders ere they separated.

When they were at length brought to pull up
their horses, however, a few words between the
leaders seemed to settle their arrangements.
After a brief conference with the farmer the
magistrate spoke :— -

“All of you know of the ‘Withered Oak'
mako haste every man there his own way, and
rouse the country everywhere you go. Kee
them in sight as far as possible; but at a
events keep above them on the hills, and drive
them into the populous country. There you
may follow them by the tongue as well as the
eye. Now, ofi with ye, quick l"

CHAPTER CXIX.
ran nominee’ user ar-um.

The escape of the viscount had thrown Grey
into a fury of passion, only equalled by his
consternation and terror. The little band who
had come at his call were equally terrified.

The death of Alice was regretted by all. She
had been kind to them in sicknem, and generous
to their wives and little ones.

None dared speak to Laurence Grey. His
mood was a dangerous one indeed.

That which he had done in a moment of
passionate fury he deeply repented. Alice had
been all he had ever loved since her mother's
death, and now he was alone, left to brood over
sorrows none could share.

It was arranged that the tower should be
abandoned in the morning, when the party would ~

scatier around and collect their forces.
The old house at the peak was not known

much. The region was too wild and dewlllfl
for the people in general to visit it. Here they
might lie perdn until arrangements could be
made to leave that part of the country, or de
fend themselves if tracked.

The old house had secret ways known only to
the chiefs of the band.

Grey little suspected that Farmer Simmons
who was hotly guiding them was Tim Allport,
one of. his most trusted lieutenants twenty
years before, but who had mysteriously disap
peared during one of their raids—it was sup
posed killed.

But Tim Allport had fallen unexpectedly into
an inheritance and gone to London, whence
returning two years later he took possession of
his farm, married, and cut all his old associates.

He was too well acquainted with their haunts,
public houses, .20., to fear meeting them. Ho
had but to exercise his discretion to avoid them.
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A TALE OF LIJVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 267

Wishing utterly to cease his guilty connec
tion with the bandits —he was only a hot
headed young man, fond of wild sports and
forest life, when he became a follower of Grey
-he made up a good story :—

He had once been held at ransom in the old
house of the peak, and, after an imprisonment,
had escaped with the oonnivance of a weneh.

“‘ But from her I learned all the fox-holes—
we'll stop ‘em up, and catch ‘em like a rat in a
trap l"

But to return to Grey.
He left the tower before dawn and joined his

people, who were, however, so scattered, that it
was late in the afternoon before they began to
move in small bands towards the house.

Then they knew that the hue and cry was
out, and hastened to gain their most secret re
trmt.

When they saw the force behind them, they
knew the country was astir, and bitterly did
the men anathematise the folly of their chief in
giving way to passion.

The murder of Alice Grey would rouse the
palions of the whole country. Every man,
woman, and child. would be against them.

“ If we find the country too hot to hold us,"
said Grey to Hardtop, one of his leaders, “I
know where to find nfety for the band. I know
of a ship that sails for St. Malo in four days."

He spoke calmly ; there was no heat, nor
haste, nor agitation in his tone. On the con
trary, it was unusually slow and distinct; but
there was a knitting of the dark heavy brow, a
setting together of the white teeth between every
two or three words, which made Hardtop, bold
man and daring as he was, shrink within him
self, at signs of deep and terrible passions, the
efiects of which he knew too well.

“ Had I but that traitor lord by the throat l"
he continued, talking more to himself than to
the other, “ I would make him pay for all. But
for his base treachery, I should not have been
pshawl am I a woman to repent. Forward l"

Spies and scouts had let him know that he
was hotly pursued. It was clearly their en
deavour to keep them in sight.

This put him on his mettle.
“Away l meet me at the Withered Oak I” was

his cry; “every man for himself."
Still the pursuers kept them pretty well in

view, and not until they had plunged into a
narrow gorge in the hills did they feel that they
had lost the track. It was a little way round,
but his object was to put them ofi the soent.

It was sundown when all met at the rendez
vous—some came straggling up at the last
minute, others had been there several minutes.

Not a moment was lost, and entering the
wood, they reached a narrow path in the forest
which led upward to the peak.

Here was situated the old house which Grey
looked upon as a safe place of concealment.

It was an old-fashioned fortified farm-house,
with moat and drawbridge. but still very ruinous.
Here, a brave band of men could make a stout
defence. _

The postern-gate had a narrow bridge. and
over this the whole party rode in single file, the
keeper, an old man with an old wife, opening at
a given signal.

Meanwhile. about half an hour lnter, the
whole force of the pursners, much angniellled by
volunteers, met at the Wither-ed Oak.

Most knew the spot, but none save poachers

and despcradoes had ever ventured into the
hills.

A council was held, and after some earnest
debate, it was resolved to attack at once.

It was dark, but there was something to Le
said in favour of surprise.

There were over thirty men present, all stal
wart men, and though some were not much used
to fighting, the resence of brave and profes
sional men rou them to courage.

Example is the best teacher.
But they had not calculated on one thing. 0ne=

of the laggers had come up in the darkness and
heard the decision.

This man was a robber, and believed himself
to be in the company of his fellows. He was,
however, speedily undeceived, and getting out of
the crowd slipped into the forest, and very soon
was makilg the best of his way for the general
rendezvous.

He was followed at a more leisurely pace by
the avengers, who little suspected the reception
that awaited them.

They were not at the small bit of table-land
without a tiresome climb, which fatigued them.

Once they were in sight all dismounted, and
pre for the attack.
- armer Simmons, who knew the ground so
well, went forward to reconnoitre.

He returned at the end of a quarter of an hour
looking anxious.

“ They are on their guard,’ he said. “ Heavens I
what a fool l I saw a fellow edge out of on:
party into the wood—he was a robber, and has
warned then."

“ Let us not lose our heads l" said the {magis
tratc, “ but consult."

“ Come on one side," put in the viscount to
the magistrate, James Morria and the chief of
the police.

They moved aside out of the crowd, and seated
themselves under the shelter of a tree.

" They are in a fortified house," the viseount
began, " and hold us at a disadvantage."

“ Well, my lord," said Sir Michael Scrope, “ if
you will allow me to advise, I would say let us
repose. Most of my men are raw, very raw, and
won't do much in a night fight. They want to
see their enemies, and will fancy all sorts of
things.”

“ l agree, with your permission,“ the head

constable added, "that fighting at night won't:
suit our fellows. They'll see ghosts in every.

I told them all that we might pass a nxghhibush.
in the woods, and I dare say they're well pro
vided with bed and grub."

" We are,“ said Dick, calling attention to Q

couple of rather heavy wallets hanging one on
each side of his horse—’I‘om had done the same
—" and I highly approve of rest."

“ So be it, my friends," cried the viscount,
“ but the outlets must be guarded."

“ Certainly, my lord," said Farmer Simmons.
“ I'll take Byles with me, and watch in turns”

And so it was settled.

I I I I I
What was going on inside meanwbilef
Grey was in a large old-fashioned kitchen,

where in that old residence, with its thick walls,
a tire was ever aureeable, surrounded by his men,

They had finished their suppers, and were

playing dice and cards, while he sat smoking in
moody silence, when two men who were on the
look out entered with Bob Harvey, the man who.
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268 THE BLUE DWARIF;

had overheard the plans of what might be called
the Government forces.

" Well |" asked Grey, with s dark and gloomy
frown, “ what is the matter l"

-‘ The enemy's close behind," the man replied,
" they'll attack us in lees than an hour."

With an awful imprecation _Grey rose to his
feet, foaming with rage.

"
" We've been betrayed again l" he shrieked.

“ VVhoever did it
, I'll have his blood I”

" Well," said the other, " he's an old traitor,

then’.
You mind Tim Allport, many years

98°
“

"Tim Allportl Yea,
He's dead long ago," cried Imurence.

" I see him to-night. He's guiding the enemy.

I heard him say as he knew every secret of the

place," the other observed.
It would he painful to record the foul lan

guage that burst from the lips of the bafied
robbu.

He went to the table and drank a whole tum
bler of brandy.

He then bade his men keep a good look out,
to man the fore court overlooking the moat, and
to flne on any one who approached.

yes. What of himl

“ Rowland," he said to one of his best-trusted
men, “ there are enty of stones outside the
secret p . T e two or three sturdy fellows
and choke up the entrance.
Call me if I'm wanted."

And going into a side room he lay down and
sle tsoundly.

c was not called that night, as no attack
was made; but at daybreak he was awakened
by the sound of firing.

Starting to his feet, he hurried out, and found
his men occupying every possible point of van
tare.

The enemy in the night had cut down
trees, bushes, and boughs, which they had car
ried to within a reasonable distance of the old
farm, which they were by this means enabled
to command.

Not a soul could show himself within the
works Wlihcut being shot at.

The back of the farm was without windows,
and the walls here were on the edge of the
moat.

Neither attack nor defence were of any use
on that side.

All was concentrated on the front.
The attackers, having examined the place with

keen eyes, came to the conclusion that an attack
on the postern gate would be the most practi
cable.

Six men were to be selected for the assault;
the others would take steady aim at the garrison
until the postern-gate was won, when all would
rush in.

Meanwhile, Farmer Simmons and three others
were guarding the secret passage, and clearing

it of the stones that choked its entrance.
Farmer Simmons was a long-headed fellow,

and as soon as the vaulted passage was clear,
piled against it a huge stack of dry wood and
boughs. These could easily be removed if they
wished to enter that way, or set fire to if that
would prove useful.

No sooner was attack on the postern gate de
citled on, than it was commenced. Sir Michael
Scrope selected Dick Turpin, Tom King, two

Be quick about it.

tr-ate earnestly requested him not torisk his
life.

“You are not used to this rough work, my
lord," he said. "Besides, think of your father."

He had done so, sending back the youth
Alison with a leaf torn from a notebook, to say
what they were doing.

He yielded on the strength of this argument
to the wish of the magistrate.

When the rush was made the attackers left
their guns behind them, carrying only their
pistols and heavy axes, which had been brought
with them at the suggestion of Farmer Simmons.

Aloud yell greeted their advance, and a dozen
robbers rushed to meet them; but these were
at once driven back by a withering fire.

The tern-gate was old and rotten.
ironwor had long since fallen away.

In five minutes it was broken open, and the
whole tide of the assailants poured in like an
avalanche.

The defenders either fled or threw down their
arms, the orders being to give quarter toall who
surrendered.

The viscount, accompanied by Dick and Tom,
rushed -into-the house, seeking everywhere for
Laurence Grey; but he was nowhere to be
found. .

All who were questioned declared that when
the rush took place he turned and fled. .

“ He has gone by the secret passage," said one
of the robbers, “ and left us to our fate. Follow
me."

And he turned down a small flight of steps,
revealing the opening of a narrow passage, over
which was suspended a lamp. Another hung
on a hook, and this Dick secured.

He led the way, followed by Lord Ourzon
and Tom. The way was winding, but soon they
came in sight cf a man walking along the pas
sage. He too carried a light.

But his ears were keen, and, turning, he saw
that he was betrayed-pursued.

He bounded towards the entrance, to be cast
back by a volume of flame and smoke.

With the furious cry of a maddeued dog, he
turned at bay to face Dick, who was close to
him, with Lord Henry not far behind.

The robber fired wildly in his desperation, and
missed. Dick rushed on, and, taking aim, blew
his brains out.

He fell without a murmur.
The others at once retreated, leaving the body

of the murderer to the smoke and flames.
The robbers made no resistance whatever.

They were utterly cowed.
Then began another search—that for plunder

—but the results were small.
The treasure of the band was never found;

but shortly after Farmer Simmons bought a

lar,e quantity of land, and became the equal of
many of the squires.

Whatever may have been suspected, nothing
was said. John Simmons got to be a magis
trate, and gave his daughters extensive dowries.

With the dead robbers‘ money he founded s

family, which still exists in those parts.
The band on their trial were sentenced to be

transported. No actual overt acts of robbery
could be proved against them.

The next day Dick and 'l‘om left the castle,
after receiving hearty thanks from father and

Its

constables, and two stalwart farmers to lead the son, and an ample reward.
attack. Allvwe need say in regard to this episode is

lard Henry would have led, but the magis- | that the earl lived a few years, and then died
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I

deeply regretted, his son, however, being infi
nitely more po ular than ever he had been.

Soon after t ey went away the viscount told
his wife who his, singular friends were, to her
great surprise.

But for them, where would she have been!
Probably in a pauper’s grave.

CHAPTER CXX.
urrns ISAAC sraarrr.

On reaching London, the two adventurers re

ported themselves to the Blue Dwarf and took
up their quarters in their old haunta

For a day or two nothing was thought of but
pleasure, dissipation, and amusement.

When the modern Damon and Pythias had
money they found plenty of friends, male and
female, quite delighted to be their panderers,
flatt-erers, and oourtiers.

They held quite a levee of a morning in their
dingy chambers, and, like many more important
individuals, scattered their favours very reck
lessly.

The usual plan was then to make appoint
ments for the evening, and thus the days passed.

One afternoon the two friends were sauntaring
along in the neighbourhood of Holborn, when
they were recognised by a man in a humbler
way of business than themselves, whom they
spoke to when they met him.

He now came up, and in a timid kind of way
askedto be allowed to my a word.

“ Know’d old Captain Pickard 7" he said, in a
deferential tone.

"Yes, I mind him," replied Dick.
“ Well, the old boy's sprung—hard u

little hen on," continued the other. “

come it 'ud be the making on him."
" Where l "
“ ‘Two Spies,’ Little Isaac Street," was the

answer.
The two highwaymen made a grimace. It:

was an ill-favoured locality, but their good nature
got the better of their repulsion, and, handing
the requisitionist a crown, they promised to go.

It was a rough and rude place, but both these
men had been glad to harbour in worse dens,
and after all it was not an unpleasant change.

Variety was the delight of these men, and here
was an occasion to enjoy a little change.

Both assumed a garb more suitable to the
locale they were about to visit than that they
wore in the flash crib, and were driven in a

haekney coach to within half a mile of the

place indicated.
They then alighted, and, walking. soon reached

the locality they were in search of.
There was not a narrower nor a more crooked

street in all London at the time of which we
write than Little Isaac Street, and there was not
a more old-fashioned house in the great city
than the “Two Spies," kept by Mrs. Smithers.

The street was as crooked as the letter S, and
the house lurched forward like a drunken man
in the last srage of intoxication, and threatened
to tumble down every moment.

ln all probability it would long ago have
collapsed and fallen to the roadway had not two
stout beams been fixed against the opposite
house, making a kind of wooden bridge over the
thoroughfare.

Very much like an old cripple was the
ancient thoroughfare, and, like a cripple, it

t a
you'd

needed support in the shape of a stout- pair of
crutches.

Many persons had told the landlady of the
“Two Spies" that the place would have to be

pulled
down; but she shook her head, and was

‘

eard to declare that it would last. her time.
“ Let us hope that it will, and that your time

will be a long one indeed," said one of her cus
tomers, a small, broken-down poet, who from
uncontrollable circumstances had had to migrate
from west to east.

Mrs. Smithers was a very popular landlady,

g
t, fair, and over forty—as a landlady should

If the appearance of the place was peculiar
without, it was much more so within. The
door was very low, so that even a man of middle
height would have to stoop if he did not wish to
get a knock on the head, and if he were not
very careful would moreover fall down three
ste for the passage was by no means light.

t was already dark, and the murky old inn
was unusually full. The bar was crowded, and
many were moving up-stairs, when Dick and
Tom entered, and going into a semi-private bar,
ordered drink and exchanged a password with
Mrs. Smithers.

“ Glad to stick eyes on your slashing peepers,"
she said, proudly; " aint seen yer mengo mugs
for a long time."

Dick answered in some similar silly slang,
which he never used except on such occasions,

grank
his glam and went upstairs, followed by

om.
The room was crowded. No sooner were they'

than the excitement was great, and
all began to “ tter flash ; " but as our readers
would not un erstand it, we shall decline to
record it.

We introduce our readers to this scene merely
to explain how the two men got mixed up in
a very extraordinary series of events.

The crowd consisted of the lower order of the
criminal classes, ordinary pickpockets, confi
dence-trick men, and the like; out the hero of
the evening was a character.

He had once been a trooper in the army in
the Low Countries, a soldier of fortune, if ever
there was one.

He dubbed himself " captain," and called
himself Pickard, showing his commission in
prO0i of this; but there were many who doubted
his right to the title and name.

He had, however, tried ever since to wear a

military suit, tarnished, it is true, but still, ro
newed whenever he had luck.

In fact he kept two suits, one to wear when
he was in luck. When the run was against him,
this went to his uncle, and he appeared in his
old clothes.

As his runs of luck were very rare, his fine
uniform lasted him an indefinite period.

He was a man of nearly titty, with hair once
black, but now grizzled; while his uniform,
once drab and orange, was of no particular
colour at alL The drab was nearly whitey
brown, and the orange, from exposure to sun
and rain, was simply indercribable.

He, however, wore a sword of such porten
tous length as to be jeeringly spoken of as a

roasting-spit.
He was usually a braggadocio, that is

,

when
there were any friends about.

To-night he was very humble, and bowed and
spoke gently to all who entered.
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270 THE stun uwsmr;

When Dick and his friend came in he rose,
bowed, and was most eflusivc in his thanks.
He was well aware that it would bring him a

bumper.
Dick pooh-poohed his gratitude, and ordered,

amid loud applause, drinks all round, after which
he slipped five guineas into the tattered captain's
hand, who coloured with pleasure and satisfac
non.

Then came toasts and songs, always the staple
If such proceedings.

They were of the usual slangy character, and
even worse-—coarse beyond anything we can
conceive, but all the more enjoyed in such a
com any.

hat wonder, when in society they were as
bad, though the words used were not so rough
and crude.

There was much smoking and drinking, and
the atmosphere began to be simply dreadful.
Dick whispered to 'l'om that it was almost time

to go; but Tom had to give his donation, and
give a song.

Tom was a wag always. Brought up at college
he retained many of the traits which he learned
there, and there was a certain amount of refine
ment under the roughness which his profession
necessarily engendered.

He determined on a topical song, but one wbic
he firmly believed not one of the company would
understand.

When it came to his turn he began in a rich
voice as follows :—

TH] WATEBY MOON.

The wat'ry moon is in the sky,
Iaoking all dim and paleon high ; -

And the traveller gaseswith anxious eye,
And thinks it will rain full soon ;

And he draws his cloak around him tight,
But if I be not mistaken quite,
He will open that cloak again to-night

Beneath the wat’ry moon.

The wat’ry moon is sinking low,
The traveller's beastis dull andslow,
And neither word, nor spur, nor blew

Will bring him sooner noon.
But the saddle-bagsare heavyand full,
Andalltocmuchforabeastsodull,
Up this steepshady hill to pull,

Beneath the wat'ry moon.

The vrat'rymoon is gens to bod;
The traveller on his way hassped;
The horseseemslighter the road to tread,

And he'll behomevery soon:
But with a young man he met on the hill,
Who lighten‘d his load with right good will,
Hoping often to show the samekindness st-ill,

Beneath the wat'ry moon.

Before he had finished there was almost dead
silence in the room.

These wild, rude easmanders were utterly over
-whelmed. There were perhaps half a dozen in
the room who understood, but to the others it
was utter Hebrew.

Dick laughed silently until the tars ran down
his cheeks, while the others looked on dumb
founded.

But the convivial spirit
applause arose. Dick, to put them in good
humour, started with one of his hottest ditties,
alter which Tom rose and added his contribution
to Captain Pickard, and with Dick slipped out
of the room.

" That was rough on the rum uns," said Dick,
when they were at the bottom of the stairs, laugh

g
p

fg heartily; "I never saw such mugs in my
‘II

prevailed, and slight

“ Did it for pure fun l" remarked Tom.
"Of course, but they mostly thought it was

Hebrew," continued Dick.
And after that they went to a den where the

smoke was less dense, the atmosphere not quit-.
so thick, the drink better, but the company aft: r

all not much better.
Meanwhile, how had Captain Pickard fare.-l

out of that night's entertainment?
He had got twenty guineaa. What for? 'l‘-i

aid him in carrying out one of the most cruel .-iinl
remorseless schemes ever concocted, a scheme
which could only be carried out by means ct‘
murder.

CHAPTER CXXI.
is as run nan?

Sometimes when the captain had a few shil
lings to spare, he would visit one of those re
cently-introduced dining places, where boiled
Mef and carrots were disposed of with suet dump
lings and beer.

It was a filling dinner at the price. He knew
several dens where, in the evening, he could
come upon drinks, on the strength of past
geniality, but none where a dinner could be

procured on credit.
The captain had exhausted his credit years

before. He took it good humouredly, and when
he had money spent it freely in his old haunt‘
but could not restore confidence in the land
lord class.

About a week previous to the convivial mes’
ing at the “ Two Spies," he was in one of these

places called the “ Mustard Pot," from its using
this recently-introduced condiment.

He had a small table to himself and sat next
to two young gentlemen of that class yfiitpl‘.
lawyer's clerks.

They were talking, as is common with such

jigeniles,
of business, relating the secrets of the

0 ce.
“ Rum thing about the Pickard ease," began

one ; " queerest thing out."
“ What's up l"
The tattered captain pricked up his ears.
“ Weill Pickard, who came into some coin

unexpectedly, about fifteen years back, died sud
denly a month ago—no will and that sort of
thing. But nobody cared."

" What's the upshot 7"
“Ten days after, an heir-at-law turns up,

Samuel Pickard's elder brother. thought to be
dead long ago, writes to say, knowing of the
fortune-land and money—that being tired of
the Low Countries, he is about to return 4 1 Eng
land."

“ Ah l quits startling l"

“Says he’ll be hem three weeks after the
letter," the other continued, “ coming along the
Dover Road. Ho to reach London next
Saturday. Thisis ondsy. But time's up."

The two talkative young fellows rose and
went out, leaving the captain dumbfounded.

His cunning and tortuous brain at once con
ceived a cold-blooded and nefarious design.

Already he had in his possession some papers
belonging to this man, his commission, private
letters, and diary, in which were entered the
dates of the births of several members of the
family, and all concerned.

What foul thought is this which falls from
some infernal cloud on his black soul?
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. fll

To waylay, murder, and personate this man l
To this end it is that he goes east, hunts up

his friends, and gets up the friendly lead—a
subscription-to facilitate murder!

The day after the meeting he borrowed a

horse and rode along the direct road to Dover.
In those days there was but one, and there

could be no mistake about it.
The captain knew that almost every traveller

stopped at one particular house--the “ Blue
Boar." It was one easy stage to London.

The battered captain took a modest room,
paid for it in advance, and lived soberly and
quietly, thus earning a favourable name in the
house.

He took his horse out for exercise every day,
took his meals in the taproom, and behaved with
such modesty that he was very well thought of.
He was not penurious or mean, and even
invited some of the visitors to join him in a
modest drink.

It was Friday, about four o'clock, when a
ruan about the captain's size and build came up
to the door of the tavern, and alighted. He
was well though plainly dressed, and had a
small portmanteau strapped behind.

Though his dress was not actually military, it
was impossible to mistake him for anything else
but a soldier.

He was pleasant, full of life and energy, and
told capital stories.

He spoke like a foreigner; but this he ex

glained
by saying that he had been out of

ngland in a Walloon regiment for years, and
was now come to England to seek his relatives,
and to spend on them his savings and his half
P5Y-

'

All had congratulated him on his good for
tune. The traveller invited tuem all to drink
his health, and a very pleasant evening was
spent.

It was late when they retired, but the
traveller said it mattered not, as he had now
only an easy stage to London, and should start
very early.

It was late when he resumed his journey ; in
fact, four hours after the stranger from London
had taken his departure.

He had paid up scrupulously, thanked every
body, behaved fairly liberal to the servants, and
then departed.

That evening, in a copse by the roadside, on
the skirt of the wood, some poor women who
were collecting sticks found the body of a man
and the body of a horse.

Both were quite dead.
The news spread like wildfire, and the occur

rence having taken place within a mile of the
inn, many visited the scene of the tragedy.
Amongst others was the landlord of the " Blue
Boar."

He at once recognised the inofienaive if im
pecunions lodger, who had only left his tavern
that morning.

He knew him by his clothes, his general ap
pearance, and other signs; but his face was so
gashed that it was undistinguishable.

Still, everyone who had seen him would
swear to his identity.

By one of those extraordinary coincidences
which do happen sometimes in life, Dick Turpin
and Tom King, rather wearied with dissipation,
had started for a long ride that day, and, going
rather farther than they expected, determined
to rest that night at the “ Blue Boar."

The first thing they heard of in the cofiee
room was the cruel murder.

They paid little attention until a description
of the clothes caused them to exchange glances
and start.

“ Can I see the body? I seem to recognise
the description," said Dick.

“ Certainly, sir," said the coroner's ollicer,
rising and preparing to lead the way to the
out~house, whither the two strangers at once
followed him.

A light was held up, and the travellers gazed
fixedly on the body. _

“Very like," said Dick, “but not the man I
thought."

And the disappointed oficer turned away, but
was soon recompensed by a crown piece.

" Sorry to have troubled you," Dick said.
“ 'Taint no trouble at all," the other replied.
In the course of the evening they heard about

the traveller who had returned from the Low
Countries in search of his relations, and to enjoy
his money.

Dick could not help it; couldn't tell why, but
the matter puzzled him. -

“ Who could want to kill old Pickard T" re
marked Dick. “ It seems strange to me. He
always said he was in a Walloon regiment. It‘:
queer altogether to me. Hanged if I don't
look the thing up.”

And when Dick made a promise he generally
carried it out.

CHAPTER CXXII.
OK THE TRACK OI‘ BLOOD.

Dick and Tom. went to London and made in
quiries; but of course, having no clue, made no
progress.

They went here, there, and everywhere in
search of the other traveller. They had gathered
that he was of the same size and build as the

poor traveller, only he was so well dressed.
The rich man appeared younger than the poor

man, though bronzed and tanned.
A vague suspicion of an awful crime entered

into the mind of Dick.
But days d and no clue came.
Then one night he and Tom strolled into a

semi-fashionable gaming house, where there was
no restriction except good dress and readiness to

spend money.
The tables were pretty full, and several

persons were crowded round one particular
player, He was well dressed in foreign uniform,
and playing with marvellous recklessness.

Dick placed himself in a position where he

could see without being seen.
He started and drew back
" If that aint Jack Pickard, then I'm a Dutch

man," whispered Dick to Tom.
He now went to an Iusbitué of the establish

ment and asked for information as to the in
cautious player.

“ Oh, he's new in town. He's Colonel John
Pickard, who has just retired from a Walloon
regiment on half pay. He had come home to
enjoy his savings, which are said to be large.
While looking for the address of his relations he

found himself heir to considerable property, to
the great grief of a widow and an orphan son."

" Very hard l" said Dick.
“ He was the elder son, you see, and the pro

perty was willed to him, and in default to his
younger brother."
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212
' THE BLUE DWARF;

“ Thanks," said Dick, and_he went ,out with
Tom.

'

Dick saw it all at once.
The dead man was the real John Piclrard,

whose name this swaggering captain had assumed

for so many years. He must have heard of the
- oificer’s good fortune in some mysterious way,

and laid an infernal plan to supplant him.
Dick had met many men who asserted that

the sham captain was really a certain Joe
Simon ; but if he chose to swagger about as a

’
captain, it was no business of theirs to interfere,
they remarked.

‘

Dick determined to watch. He had got a. task
after his own heart to do.

About two the Walloon oficer came out. If
this man were indeed playing a part, he was

playing it well.
He had taken enough to enjoy himself, but not

to lose command over himself. lf Dick's surmise

proved right, he knew too well the value of the
stakes he was playing for to run any risk.

He turned to the right and went up the street
—one of respectable appearance in a good neigh
bourhood. Before he had gone a hundred yards
he entered a well known hotel, and disappeared.

Dick made up his mind. As he bad seen the
other leave the hall he entered, and went up to
the night porter.

“ Rather late to-night," he said, “ and a long
way from home. Can you manage me a bed T"
and he put a guinea in the other's band.

“Yeuah l" and the obliging Cerberus rang a
bell, when a sleepy-looking night chambermaid
appeared.

In those days of rollicking Mohawkism, hotels
that wanted to make money had to be up to all
these things.

“ Bed for a gen'lm," said the porter.
“This way, sir,“ said the woman, and, taking

up a candle, she led direct to n room, where she
left him.

“ Call me at nine," he said, putting half a
crown into her hand.

Precisely at nine he was called, and as soon as
he was dressed said he should take a stroll before
breakfast, and went out.

His first visit was to a friendly costumier,
where he changed himself from the smart swag
gerer about town to a respectable city scrivener,
with a scratch wig and spectacles.

He then went and breakfasted elsewhere.
This ceremony over, he returned to the neigh

bourhood of the hotel, where there was a
smoking den, in which a man could lounge, gossip,
smoke, and sip liqueurs.

Dick had a hackney coach waiting, and as

_ long as he paid, no questions were asked.
His patience was rewarded, for precisely at

twelve he saw a coach drive up into which
Colonel Pickard entered and drove ofi.

“Follow at a distance," said Dick, entering
his coach.

“ Bight, you are," replied the other.
The colonel drove to the City, followed by

the sleuth hound. Dick was nothing else when
once he set upon anyone's track.

J The first cab halted in Fleet-street, near the
end of Chancery Lane, before the house of a
well-known firm of solicitors, Bagshaw and
Lyons, who bore a high character, as Dick had
often heard.

Dick drove past a little way.
Then, as now, there were taverns in Chancery

though grim and small, near at hand—neaI
enough to observe the house.

We will follow Colonel Pickard in his inter
view wilh Mr. Bagshaw.

This gentleman had been a personal friend of
the late Samuel Pickard, and had acted as his
solicitor ever since he had come into his pro

t .
pull: was a friend, too. of the widow and orphan.

The appearance of this claimant was a terrible
blow to the man of law. In strict legality,
the estate was liable for all arrears, but if this
man proved himself the rightful heir, there
would not be a penny left for Mrs. Pickard and
for her only son Joseph, a fine youth of sixteen,
who was at school when his father died.

Brit the documents produced by the Walloon
oflicer were unimpeachable, and his account of
himself in accordance with family tradition.

Mrs. Pickard, who had been married twenty
two years, remembered well the restless scape
grace uncle going away after a quarrel with his
father. As a young man, he had been rather
wild, and given his father a great deal of trouble

He wound up by decamping with a consider
able amount in cash, and from that day until
his return, nothing had been heard of him.

But his papers were all right, and the little
book in which were the names and dates of
the family, with their births, on being com
pared with the family bible, was found to be
correct.

Mr. Bagshaw had seen the discousolate widow,
and she had reluctantly owned that, as far as
she was able to judge, everything was correct
and proper. .

The lawyer could not deny that his brevet
papers were all that could be desired, and his
testimonials of the highest character.

He was at his wits‘ end.
It was useless going to law. There was no

money to speak of, and the poor disinherited
family wanted all that was left.

When Colonel Pickard entered the lawyer's
room, it was with an air of easy swagger, not
uncommon on the part of a soldier of fortune.

“ Well, Mr. Bagshav," he said, “ I suppose all
the proofs have been looked into, and everything
is quite clear and shipahape 7"

'

" Yes l" replied the lawyer, reluctantly. “ I
think we may say, yes—but of course, there are
the law's delays. Meantime, wouldn't you like
to see your property? Young Joe, your nephew,
is I fine fellow, and, I presume, you will do
something for them, as you take all l"

“ Well l" after reflection, “ I will go down this
very day-it isn't far 1" ,»

“ Only at Chbelhurst ; it's a very pretty place.
No children 7" ,

“ No."
“ Then you may make young Joe your heir T"

insinuated the lawyer.
" S'death—not a bad notion l" responded the

Walloon oflicer, with a few choice oaths.
Swift was right. They did swear a little in

Flanders in those days.
A brief conference followed, after which

Colonel John Pickard left to lunch and ride
down to his little place in Kent, as he already
called it.

He had not been gone ten minutes when a
clerk entered with a roughly-folded note fas
tened with a wafer.

The lawyer tore it open impatiently,
Lane, and there happened to be one of some note,

l

“ Matter of life and death in re Pickard l" a
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A TALE OF LOXE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 273

lawyer's clerk had written this; “ Must see you.
A friend of the widow and the orphan l"

" Show him up," exclaimed William Bagshaw,
with a great bound at his heart-—though a law
yer, he had a good deal of heart. _ .

Dick entered demurely, and took a preferred
seat.

“ Well, sir f" cried Bagshaw.
“ One moment, sir," said Dick, " I have my

reasons for not appearing publicly in this matter.
My name is John Palmer, but if my informa
tion proves valuable, you will need no more. I
aak no reward, but to expose a most nefarious
transaction."" No reward-that be—-- l but I give you a
promise never to reveal anything you tell ms, as
from you,” cried Bagshaw.

“ Then, sir, that fellow who has just gone out
is no more the John Pickard than l am. The
real - John Pickard lies buried in a ps.uper's
grave,mnrdered by that unhanged scoundrel, Joe
Simon, alias Captain John Pickard. The scoun
drel robbed_,him of his name and other things
twenty yeari ago—and I can prove it |"

.f
' God bless my soul, sir l"‘ gasped the lawyer,

very red in the face. “ That cupboard-brandy I"
_Dick in a moment had the spirit-stand and

glasses on the_'table. He helped the lawyerfirst,
and then himself. In ‘his absence of mind he
took two. ,. _

Mr. Bagahaw soon recovered himself, rang the
hell, and when the clerk appeared,'told him
that he would see nobody until further orders.

Then Dick told pretty well all the reader
knows, and what he suspected.

'

" If this bdiy is exhumed, you can bring wit
nesses to identify it 7" asked Mr. Bagshaw.

" Yesl hut, Mr. Bagshaw, this man is a law
less ruflian of the lowest kind, the companion of
the worst criminals, a footpad, and now an
assassin. Those who identify him must not be
troubled."

“ I will contrive all this l" said Bagshaw ;

“anything to save the widow of my old friend. '

Bat now, Mr. Palmer, can’t you help me in this
matter 7"

“ Privately l" the other answered, hesitatingly.
"It is a terrible crime, and I would do much

to have it laid bare and the man punished-—but,

I myself--if I could only trust you l"
“ Sir," said Bagshaw, taking his hand, “ any

thing you lell me, shall, on my honour as a
men, be held as sacred secrets of my ofice."

" Then, sir, I am Dick Turpin l" was the quiet
answcr,—“ the highwayman l"

Mr. Bagshaw let go his hand and stared at
him in tier astonishment.

" lti true, sir. My life has brought me ac
quainted with many rare and extraordinary
secrets. Many noblemen have trusted me.
\Vhen I tell you that I urn confidentially em- -

ployed to frustrate the machinations of Brian
Seymour against the Earl of Elphick, Baron
Mountjoye, you will understand."

“I don't, upon my soul l But I know what
you mean," said the amazed lawyer; “all I do |

know is, I want you to help me to unmask this l

villain."
" I will, sir," was the fervent reply.
And a long and confidential interview fol

lowed.

CHAPTER CXXIII.
DOWN aw onsnur r-arm.

The late Samuel Pickard when he succeeded to
a snug City business and a compact little estate
in Kent, well worth eight hundred a year, con
ceived the idea of sending his son to school,
with a view of bringing him up to one of the
professions. -

So Joseph Pickard went on until at fifteen he
was in the sixth form of an excellent school.
He was a tall, handsome fellow, brave us a lion,
no bully, and the protector of The weak.

From the moment he was promoted to the
position -he now occupied, he was looked upon
with awe by those below.

To appreciate this, the reader must understand
that the highest form in the school—the sixth
were regard ed by the fags and other subordinate
classes, with an inexpressible reverence and
terror. -

They were considered as exempt from the
frailties of schoolboy nature; no one ventured
to aflix a limit to their ower. Like the gods
of the lotus eater, they y beside their nectar,
rarely communing with ordinary mortals, ex
cept to give an order, and set a punishment. On
the form immediately below them part of their
glory was reflected ; these were a sort of demi
gods awaiting their translation into a higher
Olympus of perfect omnipotence.

In this intermediate space flourished, a
t that

time, one Teddy Bowles, a fat, small-eyed youth,
with immense pendent, pallid cheeks, rejoicing
in the name of "Buttons," Y-his father being
eminent in that line in the midland metropolis.
The son was Brummagem to the back bone. He
was intensely stupid ; but having been a fixture
in the school beyond the memory of ‘the oldest
inhabitant, he had slowly gravitated on into his
present position, on the old ring principle
“weight must telL" He had been bullied con
tinuously for many years, and now, with a dull
pertinacious malignity, weal hiding his time,
intending, on his accession to power, to inflict
reprisals on those below him;*or, in his own
expressive language, to “ takeit out of ‘em, like
smoke." He was keeping his hand in by the
perpetration of small tyrannies on all whom he
was not afraid to meddle with.

But hitherto, from a lingering suspicion, per
hsps, that it was not quite safe, he had never
annoyed Joe Pickard.

It was on a Saturday, the hebdomadal satur
nalia, when the week's work was over, and no
one had anything to do. The heart of Teddy
was jocund with pork chops and mulled beer,
and, his evil genius tempting him. he proposed

- to turee of his intimates " to go and give the
Count a turn."

Nearly everyone had a nickname, and this had
been given to Joe, partly from some dormant

‘idea that his standoflishness and dignified
manner were due to aristocratic origin.

When the quartette entered the room, Joe
knew perfectly well what they came for; but
he sat quite still and silent, while two of them
held him down by the arms in his chair. \

" I think you'd look very
Count," Buttons said; ‘* so keep steady while we
decorate you."

i

As he spoke he was mixing up a paste with
tallow and candle snuff, and when it was ready
came nearer to daub the cross on Pickar<l‘u
forehead.

_.,.

well with a cross on,
‘
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'l‘he two who held him were quite deceived
hv Joe's unexpected tranquility, and had some

what relaxed their p as they leant forward

to witness the operation; but the fourth, stand

ll'i[Z idle, saw all at once the pupils of his eyes
contract, and his lips set so ominously, that the
words were in his mouth, “ hold him fast," when

Joe, exerting the full force of his arms, shook

himself clear ; and, grasping a brass candle
stick within his reach, struck the executioner
straight between the eyesj The effect of freeing himself to some extent
broke the force of the blow, or the
dynasty might have ended there and then; as it
was, Buttons fell like a log, and, rolling once

pver
on his face, lay thus bleeding and motion

em.

While the amistanta were too mush astonished
to detain him, Joe walked out without a glance
at his prostrate enemy; and, going straight to
the head of the school, told him what had hap
pened.

The character of the
known, that when they found he was not seriously
hurt, the let Picks-rd ofi easy with two books of
the I1’ fowritc outin Greek.

Buttons kept the sick room for ten days,

came out looking more pasty than ever, with
llll pleasant propensities decidedly checked for
the time.

In his parish church at Birmingha.m—two
ions of marble weighing him down—the old
button-maker sleeps with his fathers, and Joseph
IL some time reigned in his stead, and exercised

while he lived, over his factory people, the same
ingenuity of torture which in old times nearly
drove the fags to rebellion.

Bat though he rose to the distinction of alder
man, and was a Demosthenes in the town
council and a Draco in the board of ians,
in the centre of his broad face, marring the
placidiiy of its smooth-shaven respectability,
still burned angrily a dark red scar—Joe's sign
manual—which he carried to his grave.

Such was the youth who was suddenly tum
isoned to his s?ck father, at Cherry Farm, as
ihe estate was called, to find him dead.

The citizen had been a good parent and an

exclellent
husband, and was mourned accord

irg y. .
The funeral was over, and Joe Pickard was

discussing his future career with his mother.
He had quietly determined to buy a commission,
the business being carried on by his worthy
trustees, when the awful news came that uncle
John was coming home

The long-lost elder brother had turned up at
last.

It was an awful blow. It meant almost ruin.
The business was the outcome of the money,

and a strict inheritor could claim that instead of
ten years’ income illegally spent. _

_At all events, there would be a ruinous law
amt.

Mrs. Pickard had her jewels-—uot many—and
some fifty guineas, and that was all with which
to begin the world anew, if this terrible news
proved to be true.

On the day before the ap nee of Dick
Turpin on the scene, the lawyer had seen them
both, and told Joe that he was afraid he was
solely dependent on his uncle’s bounty.

Joe was for a moment struck down.
" Hr. Bagshaw," he then said, “

you must find
me work.”

great Bowles

rwassowell

and

“ Well, now, Joe, your uncle doesn't seem such
a bad fellow. He only takes what the law
allows him. You are his sole heir, and I should
do nothing until I saw him. No doubt he will
be delighted to let Mrs. Pickard remain here, and
let you finish your education."

“ He is a stranger, and never bore the best of
characters," insisted Mrs. Pickard.

“ Young men will be young men. The colonel
has changed much. His letter from abroad,

written to me, which proves his identity more
than anything else, or how could he have recol

lectei my name, expressly says that he is com

ing here in the hope of making his relatives

happy
with his savings and his pay."

" t speaks well for his kindness," said the
widow, in a musing way; “Joe, I think we'd

better wait and see what he is like."
And they did wait, and when they did see

him some instinctive monitor bade them dislike
him.

Hewas pomponsly generous, told them to con

sider themselves at home, and later on they
would discuss the future.

Than he asked for strong waters, and having
mtisfled himself, walked out to a hostelrie called
the "Wheatsheaf" to introduce himself as the

new owner of Cherry Farm and all its belong

ings. .

That evening the widow and orphan received
a visit from a Mr. Foster-,,a gentleman dressed
in quiet civilian garb, who brought a strong letter
of introduction from Mr. Bagshaw :—

“Trust him and be careful. - He brings you
good news." ,

They were together in a small cozy parlour.
“ What can he mean T" asked Mrs. Pickard.
“Be calm, my friends, and learn to conceal

your feelings. If you betray the least sign of
what I am about to tell you all may yet be losr.
That man who came to-day is an impostor. Mr.
Bagshaw has sent me to give you hope. Only
wait, and I promise you justice will be

doae."
It would be idle to attempt to depict the

astonishment of the widow and the orphan.
When they recovered themselves they asked

for an explanation.
“You would never be able to conceal your

abhorrence of this man if I told you all," he

retorted.
" I hope he will go away," said Widow

Pickard.
And he did. Next morning after breakfast

he declared that it would take time to get used
to countrylife after the existencein courts, camps,
and towns, and he should go up to abondon,
make it his headquarters, and only come down
occasionally.

In the meantime all was to go on as usual, he
said, magnificently.

“ It shall, sir," said Joe, with an emphasis
which rather startled the colonel.

He, however, made no remark, and bolted oh
to the metropolis, never to return.

As soon as he was gone, Mr. Foster, otherwise
Dick Turpin, told them the whole awful story,
to which they listened with mingled awe, horror,
semi-iucredulity, and relief.

" That is not uncle! " said Joe.
“ It is not," replied Dick.
“ Thank heaven!" was his genuine cry, and

soon after the visitor took his departure.
Meantime the order for exhumation of the

body had been obtained, and about midnight, in
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an outhouse of the churchyard, the ghastlyobject
'

was exposed to view.
'

There were present-tavern-keepers, women__oi
now stamp, and others, who declared they had
known Joe Simon, alias Captain John Pickard,
for years, and that was not his body.'

'

Mr. John Palmer, who had had business with
the rowdy captain, swore solemnly that not only
was this not the body of the pseudo-Captain
Pickard, but also swore solemnly that he had
seen him alive there, within forty-eight hours,
in the disguise of the Walloon Colonel Pickard.

Dick did not add, though everyone under
stood it

, “ and that is the body of the colonel."
The oificials, Mr. Bagshaw, and Dick re

turned to town at early morn, and went to the
private house of Sir John Fielding, the magis
trate, and laid the case before him.

There was the afidavit of Mr. Bagshaw, of
John Palmer, and a statement signed by several

others.
But one piece of evidence was even more con

clasive.
Mr. John Palmer had on several occasions

seen in the possession of the battered captain of
the stew. that ve stolen commission on which
for twenty years e had rounded his claim to
brevet rank.

Sir John Fielding at once signed the warrant
for his apprehension.

The supposed Walloon colonel had not re

gtxrned
to London in such high spirits as he had

t it.
That morning the manner of the widow and

or han had changed. There was a stiflness and
co dness about them he could not make out.

Did they suspect him!
No—it was only his fancy. Everything was

all right. Even the lawyer had coufemed that
his proofs of identity were complete.

But the colonel longed above everything !or
his old lite. He dared not, however, go to any
of the haunts which had recently been hisfor
years.

He knew, however, of others of a superior
kind which he had not visited for years. He
knew, too, where to find some of the Iuzbitués,
and in the afternoon rauntered into one of them,
made himself agreeable, and when he expressed
a duire to see life, several eagerly ofiered to take
him to some famous places.

“Been a soldier, you know—dice and cards,
you know l" he said, laughing.

He was supping with three rollicking blades
whom he knew by sight, but who never sus

pected in this resplendent new arrival from the
Continent battered old Jack Pickard.

Alter a copious and jovial
sugper

they rose
and started, arm in arm, for the um-Pum-Pah
Club, as it was called in the slang of the day.

It was particularly flash, but attended by all
sorts oi men—highwaymen, broken rouéa with
some means left, esters, and the like.

Somecalled it the Gleanei-s‘ Club, because it

was frequented by men who had once been rich,
but had been brought to ruin by women, dice,
and cards.

These men would sneak in and sit down, on
the strength of old membership, waiting for
something to turn up. It generally did in the
shape of a chop, s bottle, and perhaps a guinea,
irom a chum in luck.

The sham colonel knew it well, but was care
ful not to reveal his knowledge. He listened,

¥

wives I99n_henLst.=9.n¢_al.me with his new
friends... .

They a),0DfiO IIWI-hsthawaanot amau to be
cheated, hut. ready, to win or. lose as fortune
decided.

It happened on this occasion that he was -

losing, and he never moved a muscle.
The fact was, having plenty of money at his

disposal, he wanted tc establish a good reputation
at first, let what might come afterwards.

They played and drank, and some sang, in
glorious thought only of to-day. To-morrow
was an unknown qnr-wity.

'

Several persons came in and out as lockers-on
or to drink and exchange words with friends.
All were not necessarily gamblers there. Some
were artists, poets, andpstit maitru of the second
or third-rate class.

There were tables for eating and drinking,
and a bar, round which lounged several of the
usual customers.

They chatted, laughed, and made jokes as if

there were no care nor trouble in the world.
Presently in lounged Dick Turpin in his usual

town costume, with Tom King behind. There
was, moreover, another-a quiet, seedy-looking
man.

To him Dick whispered, and the other imme»
diately went out. .. V I

'

Dick and Tom went up to the bar and ordered
brandy, keeping their eyes on the wretched
assassin.

'

Presently four men, known as Bow Street
runners, entered, causing a great flutter. But
they took notice of one man only. _

U n him they soon had a powerful grip.
“ ands ofl i—-what does it mean 1" that man

gasped.
Now—Joe Simon—al1'cu Jack Pickard— I

arrest you for the murder of Colonel John
Pickard-and twenty other crimes l"

The scene may, as it is commonlyex ressed,
be more easily imagined than described.p

All rose in confusion, and stared wildly at the
Bow Street runners and their struggling victim.

He was instantly overcome and handcufled,
and marched out amidst murmurs of abhorreuce
and detestation.

The evidence was too clear to be resisted, and
ere _a fortnight was over, the bragging captain
sufiered the just penalty of his crime.

The widow and her boy came into their in
heritance; their gratituds to Dick Turpin being
great indeed.
- Mr. Bagshaw, the lawyer, insisu d on his
taking a hundred guineas, which, alter some
hestitation, he accepted.

CHAPTER CXXIV.
a aranrnmo nnsonvs.

"Two days later, Dick Turpin had an interview
with the Blue Dwarf, at his own re-ideuce.

He little expected the startling nature of the
announcement that was about to be made to
him.

“ Would
Sapa

you like to go to America 7" said
thwa, with a grin.

" America l" gasped Dick.
“Yes l" rephed the other. "The fact is, my

Lord and my Indy Mountjoye are Weary of the
persecutions they are enduring. Tu lead the life
they do is simply beyond their power. Lady
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Laura is in delicate health—eo is the child. A
month hence we shall start for America. I go
with them. We intend to travel, to penetrate
into the Indian territory. Now, we shall want
some brave friends. I have thought of you and
Tom King ; what say you l"

" Done l" replied Dick.
" Well, be ready in tihree weeks. During that

time you can amuse yourself in the best way you
like. Don't take much luggage. You will get
a rough outfit when over there."

“All right, sir," replied Dick, rising.
“ You will find a goodly sum in this pocket

book.“
" About Black Bess T"
" You must put her out to for awhile,"

‘eughed Sapathwa; “ she will be all the better
rbr it."

Dick after this retired, and went to announce
the amazing intelligence to Tom. It almost
took his breath away.

After some little discussion, it was decided to
take a week or ten days’ jaunt into the country,
and then to pass a week with Dick's friends.

Where should they gof
Well! they would start in the direction of

York, and let chance decide the rest.
A very jolly evening followed, spent in one of

their favourite haunts, where wine and wassail
ruled the roast.

It was noon the next day before they were

ready to start, which they did at a trot. Their
first stage was Honnslow Heath, to visit the re

nowned “ Cat and Bagpipes," which hostelry
was a favourite rendezvous of theirs.

Mine host was fat and jolly, with a greasy
chuckle of the most unctuous kind. He was on
excellently good terms with himself and all the
world, excepting the poorer portion of it.

Tramps, beggars, and such like he detested.
Paying poor rates, he washed his hands of the

poor; they were to him as noxious vermin in
the land.

Josiah Myrtle was at his door when the two
friends rode up.

He laughed with delight. He knew them of
old, and knew that after a ride they would want
co ions refreshment.

e hurried in, gave hasty orders, and then
returned to receive them.

They had already alighted and were ascending
the steps. Myrtle preceded them into the
parlour, where they shook hands heartily.

" l’ve ordered dinner in the bar parlour," he
then said; " but here comes Joe with the
tankards."

And so he did come, with shining goblets
filled with foaming old ale.

‘Tia marvellous how much beer drinking has
to do with the prosperity of a nation. England
and Germany prove this.

The Puritans were good soldiers and pious
men, but they would not have fought so well
had they not lived on rounds of beef and quarts
of strong ale.

Temperance is good in many ways, but the
cant of abstinence is wearisome and nauseous.

The tankards were soon put away, and then
the friends talked.

.\iyi-tle found business pretty “ fairish," he
raid, but it mightbe better.

And so the hours passed until it was time for
dinner. which turned out to be a most reclu-rché
little'aflair.

None of your kickshaws, French and Italian
messes, for them, but solid English fare of the

cut-and-come-again sort.
After dinner Dick and Tom announced their

intention of ssiug the evening there and
making a night of it. Both Dick and Tom had

friends in the neighbourhood, and expressed a
wish to see them.

So about an hour later they determined to

stretch their horses’ legs, each going to invite
his friend to the festive board that night.

Dick's friend, Farmer Jenkins, lived about
five miles ofi in a pretty rural village on the
borders of the heath.

He was at home, and gladly accepted the
invitation. of course with the inevitable con
dition of Dick's coming in and taking something.

Taking something was Dick's weakness, and
a very jolly hour was spent before he mounted
Black Bess to return.

His way lay along a green lane. He had not
gone far before he came to a place where one

large tree overshadowed a dark and gloomy
l.

polllere he was met by a man who was what was
then called half-cased. He was perfectly harm

less, though often very annoying, and the malady
of the brain under which he was suffering was
rather an aberration of intellect than the com

plete loss of judgment.
He approached Dick with a quick step, waving

a stick. Dick had befriended him on more than
one occasion. He was dressed in an old white
coat, now of very indifierent colour, with a

steeple-crowned hat which had seen the wars of
the Great llebellion, rusty and battered, but still
whole, and decorated with two cock's feathers
which he had torn himself from the tail of some
lucltless chanlicleer.

His grey worsted hose were darned with many
a colour, and in his lean but muscular hand he
carried a cudgel, which usually steadied his
steps. he being slightly lame in the right leg.

"Ware-hawks l ”
he said, pointing to the

heath; "just seen the fox and the dog. The
dog was telling the fox that he had seen you;
and the fox had a red coat on, and has gone to
fetch his fellows."

"Thank-1, John," exclaimed Dick, throwing
him half-a-crown; “many thanks. If you find
anything fresh, come to the "Cat and Bag
plpesy

And Dick rode ofi to the end of the lane,
where the heath began, and peered out. About
a mile off he made out one of the Bow Street
runners riding ofi. He was waving his whip as
if for a signal, and Dick knew there was not a
moment to be lost.

About a mile ofi was a deep pond, in the edge
of which was a gallows, with some notorious
criminal hanging in chains.

When he reached this, Dick could make by a
roundabout way for the “ Cat and Bagpipes,"
which he did not intend to visit, however, until
after dusk.

He made for the gallows; but just as he
reached it he saw Pooly emerge from some
bushes not far in front of him, while on the
other side were four other oflicers.

He clenched his teeth, saw that his pistols
were pre d for service, and rode for the head
oflicer. e had his heavy riding-whip ready.

The oflicer awaited him calmly, calling to his
men to join him. u
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.

"THEY HEARD A SHOT FIBID, AND NEXT MOMENT SAW THE YOUNG BQUIRE
RUNNING AWAY I"

No. 24.
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Dick never swerved ‘to the right‘ or the left; imanlwho had fled after committing the crime,
but, when wilhin twenty yards of the runner,

levelled quit-kh and fired.
The runner's horse swerved and threw him.

Dick urged his horse to its utmost speed, and
soon found he was leaving his pursuers far
behind. Besides, they had scen the accident,
and could not leave their chief.

Dick continued on his way, and, going a long
way round, relurned to the inn, where he was
anxiously awaited. .

He had a brief conversation with the landlord,
who agreed to keep a sharp look-out for dan
gerous characters.

With this assurance Dick went in and joined
his friends, who were delighted to see him.

all exchanged glances.
"It was young Squire Stuart, surely," said

one, “ he who was knocked down by Jackson at
Sandy Fair."

“ How was that 7" asked Dick.
“He insulted a girl, and the squire took her

part, and Jackson, who was a big brute, knocked
him down, and then bashed him about the head
with a stick and ran away," said the other.
"Then the squire swore that he would shoot the
scoundrel whenever he found him."

" Looks bad l" said Dick.
" Main bad l" the other answered.
While they were speaking the constable had

slipped out, going direct to a magistrate to give
They spent a most jovial evening, and did not information.

break up until the early hours of the morning.
Soon Bile!‘ breakfast our adventurers again

started on their way, reaching St. -Albans in the
afternoon. Here they determined to pass the
night, tnere being another hostelrie where they
were well known. '

Here they were quiet, as the guests in the
cofiee-room were strangers, and our friends on
the look out to pick up something that might
lead to trade. _ .

But they were not in luck that night, so went
to bed a little dissatisfied with their day's work.

Up early. All work and no play might make
Dick a dull boy; but.al1 money going out and
none coming in was eminently unsatisfactory.

They were on foot early next day, and rode
along quietly. Their. way now was along. a
long and rather unfrequentedroad which passed
through an extensive wood ot a very pleasing
and picturesque character.

At length apleasant open glade was reached,
where they agreed to pause and refresh, they
being always provided with everything needful
in case of accident.

A meat..pie and a hunk of bacon were, with
bread, the solids provided, and, as a matter of
coursc, there was no lack of drinkables.

They consumed a, hearty meal, and then sat
down to smoke and drink.

After that they indulged in a nap, leaving
themselves to be protected by their horses, who
would be certain to warn them in case of danger.

They slept a couple of hours, and then rousing l down by
up continued their journey.

They had gone about a hundred yards, and
were still in the thick of the wood, when they
heard a shot fired, and next moment saw a
young man come running aw-ay.

He crossed the path which they were follow'
g and dashed into the wood upon the other

side. .
Guided by groans, they went to the spot

whence the man had emerged, and found a
rough-look.ing,tolezab1y_-wellsdreued man lying
on the ground in the agoniss of death. .

“What has happened! " o
“ Shot--by
And the man leaned back and died.
Dick and Tom returned to where their horses

stood, and, rcmouuting, rode. off to the nearest
village. |

Fmding a constable, they gave information, I

ngrecing to wait at an inn until the return of
the men with the body. ,

'l'l.c_v were an hour gone, and when they came
lJ:'-Cl; tl.»c lI)0(l_Ywas recognised as that of a small
farmer oi not too good a reputation.

\\'Len Dick described the appearance of the

~.-‘

l

himl" ~

Before two hours had elapsed it was known
that young Squire Henry Stuart had been
arrested for the murder of Jacob Jackson.

The squire was universally beloved and re
spected. It was true his temper was hot, but his
feelings were always on the right side.

The fatal incident had been preceded by an
event which made some give credence to the
report.

It was Sandy Fair, at which it was the custom
for all classes to show themselves, if even only
for a quarter of an hour.

It was a fall: for fun and frolicsome enjoyment
as well as for business.

One of its principal features was a
booth, which combined a ball room and a drink- -
ing bar.

Here the lads and lasses disported themselves
on the light fantastic toe, while the elders drank,
smoked, and looked on.

Squire Henry Stuart and a iriend, Harold
Glenmore,were pasaing,when they were attracted
by a singularly sweet voice, that of a woman. who
between the dances was singing for the delecta
tion of the crowd.

“ Let us go in," said the squire, laughing, “ and
hear this sircn."

L
_

" ‘ ‘ ‘ ' '

And he led the way, followed‘ by his friend.
The singer was a dark and very handsome girl

of about nineteen, beside whom stood a tall, thin
man, rather the worse for wear. -

They were-both gipsiu, but he -had been pulled
along illness, and was glad to seek a

living by the exhibitionof his daughter's and his
own accomplishments ‘on
favourite gipsy instrument." -

The girl having finished hersong took off her
little velvet cap and came round in search of her
reward, which consisted otrooppers as. a rule.
But as she passed Stuart and Glenmore they‘
gave her silver.

She smiled and curtsied in a most bewitching
manner, and turned to continue her round.

The next application was to a rude, rough
farmer named JacohiJackson—a coarse, ugly,
and herculean brute.
_-" Money for that squeakingl

Several laughed, and the girl was about to
pass on, when, before she was aware, he had
thrown his strong arm round her slender waist
and drawn her close to him. Uttering a cry of
terror, she pressed him back with her hands,
exclaiming—

“Father! help l" adding something in the
Romany dialect.

Like a flash the old gipsy, feeble as he was,
his eyes glittering with passion, darted across the

the vzit_h_e_r,th__et\a

Not I. But‘
here's sixpence for a kiss from them red lips."
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 279

floor, and sprang at Jacob Jackson with a scream

of fury.
“Coward! brute l" he said frantically.
The fellow held the girl back with one arm.

With the other grasping the old man, he hurled
him back as if he had been a child.

All had occurred in a few seconds.
“ Let the girl go!” said the squire, quietly, with

a look in his eyes there was no mistaking.
A gleam of hate shone in the rascal's eye.
“ Aint no business of yours," he said.
The squire advanced quietly.
Rapidly releasing the girl, who fled instantly

to her father, before his opponent could suspect
his intent, Jacob Jackson dealt him a fierce and

savage blow, straight from the shoulder, that
might have felled an ox.

Stuart reeled back. He must have been a

stone wall not to have done so ; but he would
have recovered himself had he not

tfipped
over

a low seat, which sent him hea
'

y to the
ground.

Before he could recover himself, Jacob gave the
squire a kick and fled, amid universal hootings
and yells.

Glenmore helped his friend up.
“ It was a cowardly, base thing," he said.
“Yes; but rest amured of this," replied Stuart,

as he quitted the place, “in the end it is the

coward who pays for it."
These words were remembered.

CHAPTER CXXV.
A nrscovsnv.

Dick Turpin was determined to see a little
more of this afiair.

Knowing the gipsies as he did, he thought
that perhaps the old gipsy might explain the
matter.

He was now very sorry for having made any
allusion to the person whom he had seen flying
from where the body was found.

He had heard the whole story, and heartily
sympathised with the squire.

He invited Tom to take a stroll with him, to
talk the matter over.

“ I think the young squire might have irounccd
the vagabond," said Dick ; “ but I don’t believe
he shot him in cold blood.”

“ That's my idea, too," replied Tom ; " at the
same time I say, Served him right l"

Tom, however, agreed that it was just possible
that if the gipsies could be found it might put
another complexion on the matter.

Talking thus they had got into the very depths
of the forest.

“ Hist I" suddenly whispered Dick.
At no great distance they heard voices speak

ing in the Romany language.
They listened.
" I tell you, father, the brave young man shall

not die," said a female voice. " He was injured
in trying to save me from insult, and I will say
I did it rather than harm befall him."

" You are very tender to the Georgios all of a
sudden l" sneered the old gipsy ; “what matters
one more or less 7”

“ He shall not diel You shot the evil man
who would have insulted me, and did right ; but
you must let them know."

“ Go to prison l be shut out from the sun, the
forest, and the light I" shrieked the man, whose
name was Malachi ; "be stuck between four,

jiim to scorn when he told him to

walls-—never l
and fly."

“ No—yon stumpy Romany ! you will do
neither," said Turpin, stepping in and securing
one arm, while 'l‘om seized the other. " You must
come before the magistrates."

Malachi struggled, but in vain. The girl did
nothing, but looked inexpressibly pained.

Resistance she knew was useless, and when
the two men carried ofi the furious, but sullen

giw,
she followed in their wake.

hen they reached the village, they found it
in an uproar. A great crowd was collected
round the inn where the magistrates were
sitting.

All withdrew to let the little procession pass.
It was like a revelation.

There were several constables present, who at
once made way, and when spoken to by Dick,
secured the person of the gipsy.

Dick then passed on to the justice-room, where
his presence excited some attention.

“ That's him who saw the squire running
away," said the constable who had given in
formation of the murder.

"Well, sir, and why have you absented your
self, when your evidence was wanted here 2"
asked a fussy little magistrate.

" Because, sir, I was better employed l" was
the cool, collected answer.

" Better employed I" cried the other; "take
care; or I’ll commit you for contempt. How
could you be better employed than furthering
the ends of justice 7"

" But justice is sometimes blind, sir l" was
the demure reply. “ I have been looking for the
real murderer l"

“And you have found him T" gasped several
of those present.

" Yes l your worship l" continued Dick.
“Bring him in l" was the cry.
Dick made a sign ; and, to the astonishment

of Henry Stuart and Harold, the old gipsy was
ushered in.

“ How do you know this is the man 7" asked
a magistrate, in reality very much relieved.

“By his own confession l" and he told what
he had heard.

The gipsy was now asked what he had to say.
But he refused to answer.

The girl was asked if she could explain any
thing, and she made a passionate appeal for
mercy.

When calmer, she volunteered an explana
t"on.

After the scene in the booth, she and her
father left the fair and went to one of their re
treats in the forest. Her father was much
put out and very angry with the Georgio. On
her persuasion he, however, agreed to go away.

Next day they had started for another county.
When passing through the forest they met Jacob
Jackson.
and seized her to carry her off.

But her father hsd recovered himself, and rose
with a pistol in his hand. Jacob Jackson laughed

put her down.
Then the gipsy fired and the Georgio fcll dead.

Hearing footsteps, they hid in the bushes in
time to see Squire Stuart come up, gun in hand.

He stared wildly at the corpse, leaning on his
gun, and then hurried away.

“ I was so dazed and stunned," said the
squire, “that I acted like a coward. Remember
ing what I had said at the fair, I thought if

I would rather kill you, Zarah,

He felled her father to the ground, _
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280 THE BLUE DWABF ; s

found standing over the body I should be ac
cused of the murder. To avoid nnpleasaniness
I hastened away. That is my explanation."

“I don’t think anyone can blame you, Stuart,"
said the senior magistrate. "Such a cha

and the gipsy is remanded in custodyi" ‘.

Stuart moved away bowing. ' “
“We are very much indebted to- you, sir,"

sddre.-ising.Dick Turpin, 'ffor your prompndisu
covery of the real murderer. You have donea
great kindness and service to a neighbour, for
which we heartily thank you." _

"

“And so do I," said the squire, shaking the

highwayrnan heartily by the hand. "What put
it in your head, if I may aslc Tr"

“I know the gipsies well, even to speaking
their lingo," replied Dick, “andwhen I heard
the rights of the story I quickly came to the c0n- .

clusion that you were wrongly accused of the
old.man’s crime, so I set off at once to find the
fellow, and by accident found him." .

" Will you come and dine with me, Mr. ——"
“ Palmer," was the reply. “ Well, sir, I have

afriend with me. We are only two London
men about town taking a holiday."

" I don't care what you are," exclaimed Henry
Stuart. “I know this, that under Providence
you have saved my life.”

By this time they had reached the cofiee

rooms, where their appearance was greeted with
loud and tumultuous applause. Squire Stuart
was a general favourite, and Dick had won all

- hearts by the service he had rendered to their
friend.

A glass or two were taken in all goodfellow
ship, and then the squire, accompanied by Dick,
Tom, and three other friends, started for Stavely
Hall, owned by the squire.

It was a snug and comfortable place—a com

plete liberty hall—-where good real old English
hospitality was always to be found in copious
abundance.

There was substantial fare and plenty of liquid
to wash it down.

After this came a mighty bowl of punch, and
cards.

'
.

It was a genuine case of won't go home till
morning.

Dick Turpin and Tom King knew they were

wasting their time very foolishly, but even great
men must unbend sometimes, and they deter

mined to see this case through.
Next morning was Tuesday, and the remand

would be for Thursday, at the “Royal George,”
where the race balls took place, and quarter
5e5.~iO|JSwere held.

For in that time it was a very grand place. It
was situated in the centre of the town, which
was quite a rural place, with a river running
through its midst.

The inn was close on the banks, and the

magisterinl inquiry was held in a large room
with a balcony overlooking the stream.

The day was hot, and the windows were open.
There were thiee magistrates, a few of the

upper ten, and a small muster of the popular
class, so as to make it an open court.

A couple of constables stood, one on each side
of the g;psy, whose daughter was allowed a seat

Oil a bench.
She was quite overcome, and trembling.
The meeting was only a formal one. The only

evidence to be given was that of Mr. John Pal
mer, ct London, and Mr. Henry Markham, of

rge is -

very unpleasant. Of course you are discharged,

tbei same place, as to the confession they had
overheard. _ .

They gave it as briefly as possible, signed thtir
recognizancesto appear at the trial, and stood
down.- -

_
‘

The senior magistrate turned to the gipsy and
told him that he would be committed to prison
to take his trial. '

"‘ Prison l" cried the gipsy, in a<wiId, raspy
voice _=

_-

“_why should I go to prison? A vile
Georgio insults my daughter, tries to steal her
from me, and because I use the privilege of a

manito chastise him, I shall be shut out from the
lightofday,» taken away from the forest green
and the bright sun. Never l" and with a wild
bound, -helrushed to the balcony, and before any
one could interfere, had plunged into the river
below.-I J- - s -

Y -It was-too‘ suddenly done for any to interfere.
All/stood-spellbound, and with open months.

When the-"constables rushed to the balcony
after him, not even a ripple was to be seen on
the waters, which sped on quietly on their way
to the ocean. -

“ I am not surprised," said Dick Turpin,
quietly ; “ a gipsy would always rather die than
suffer imprisonment."

The magistrates shrugged theirshonlders. It
was not their fault. Everybody to their taste.
If a man preferred suicide to being shut up in a

comfortable cel1—well, it was his look-out.
Of course, there was a hurrying here and there

on the banks of the stream, a search in all pos
sible and impossible places, but nothing was
found. .

Only, that evening, after dark, a gipsy about
fifty years of age, with a zither on his arm and a

girl by his side, might have been seen entering
the neighbouring wood.

We say, might have been seen, but they never
were again.

Whatever was the mystery, it_remained un
discovered.

CHAPTER CXXVI.
xmenr aaaaxrs.

Next morning, taking a farewell of their new

found friends, Dick and Tom continued their
]ourney.

“This sort of thing is more amusing than
profitable,” remarked Dick, “ and we must make

up

fg
r

lostb Limp. That little
tragedy was very

exci ng - u i cos ime.

_
“ All y,our own fault, Dick ; you_ will always

dip your fingers in other people's P18," drily rc
sponded Tom.

Then they rode on without further remarks
until they came to a certain well-known cathedral
town, where they were personally unknown.

Here they resolved to halt and look about
themselves, thinking that by keeping_ their eyes
and ears open they must learn something worthy
of being attended to.

They put up at the " Duke of York," a very
large hotel, where, however, there was accommo
dation for commercial men and such like.

They dined, and then took a stroll about the

town to reconnoitre. They meant business now,
and must lay their plans accordingly. _

The town was quaint and old-fashioned.
Around the cathedral were some very ancient
buildings.

After surveying these for some time, they took
a short cut 10 return to their inn, and found
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 281

themselves in a very dingy street, which, how
ever, had once been fashionable.

When haltdwaty dovzu
they came to a

lsroglemansion evi en y no many years ago

fashionable and elegant. _The front door‘
was

ot:,a°rve;‘ll,lrgld lt
h
e

sigrqundings,
though dingy,

re ee emen 0 gran eur.
It had still a brims knocker and an imposing

number ‘q
t windows, the lower ones, however,

securey srred.
“There should be a history about that house,"

said Dick to his companion.
“I should say so. It has a look of faded

grandeur about it” replied Tom "which makes
one think it

dbelqngs
to a lIll8€.l.',. 1 should like

to see the insi e o it."
“ So would others," said a voice behind them,

and, turning, they saw a young man, well but

a
p
t richly dressed, who was also looking up at

e mansion.' “ Some mystery, eh 1" asked Dick.
“Yes, and a wicked one, that if not solved

soon will wreck two lives l" the young man went
on, bitterly.

’

“Might we learn it?” Dick said,
“ Who knows I Some idea might follow."

“There can be no harm done," the other
answered, with some little hesitation in his tones.

Dick was quick in coming to a decision. He

believed
the other to be slightly embarrassed by

a
feelling hthst

he could not take them to any
snita e p ce.

Dick was nothing if not decisive.
“ We are staying at the ‘ Duke of York,’ " he

continu?ed,Wpolit:lyid
Will you

jfiin n
a
h at

supper e s on e very muc to ear

your story."
“ You are very hospitable and friendly," said

the_a:‘her.
‘I

" I should be uncouth to refuse your
invi ion.

Dick at on:e turned to seek the hotel, the

stranger leading the way, as being better ac

quainted with the city than they were.

t Itigvas ion gleiizcalzzdl,01:11:
Dick ordered supper

or em a .

Dick noted that the
gtéllllléfllifil

defied their
caps to the stranger w i seemed tcr indicate
that it not wealthy h

b

was respected.
A copious supper was at last disposed of, and

th h h h
' '

.

5“1'J$.§'.’°f.“$‘.‘.°Zf§,‘, ‘§.'...'Z1‘Z.?...,~ said 11..
stranger, “ I should bore you with my sorrowful
history, except that your kindness has won my

gratiitude
and sympathy. I will, however, he

rie .
" I sm the only son and supposed heir of Sir

John Harcourt, a haronet of good family," he
began. “I was sent to Oxford, and then on a

short tour 0'1-the continent. My father had no

other
son; but h

e had brought up a niece, my

Cglilfiglil
Gladys, as if she were one of his own

c ren.
“ It will not surprise you to learn that we

got very much attached, and, in fact, loved when
we were very young.

“My father had but a moderate estate, which
was entailed, bringing in only a very small
income. But my moiher brought my father a
large fortune. which at her death

became abso

llutgly lll8,liO
will

sq

he
pleasvcd

;_snd, besides, he
ll EOIH8 aige VCD l1l'€BID ll'gIDl3.
" Altogether he was a very rich man, and I

had never any reason to believe that he would
‘rave it away from me.

“I returned to England to find my father

politely.

dead, leaving one of those inexplicable wills,
which, while well meant, sometimes cause into
lerable misery.

“ Except a small provision for my cousin Gladys,
all was left to me, on condition that before she

{leached
the age of twenty-one I was to marry

er.
“ You will say there ought not to be any

difficulty in doing that. You would think not,
but ever since my return to England she has dis
appeared.

“ Should she refuse me she retains her pittance,
and that's all.

“ Now comes that part which will explain
much. If 1 refuse to marry Gladys my uncle
Walter inherits all except enough to keep me
in genteel poverty, alias starvation.

"My uncle must have poisoned my father's
mind against me, made him believe in some evil
deed of mine, because before I went my marriage
with my cousin was all settled. i

“Now comes the worst part of the story. My
uncle was left guardian of my cousin. It wants
but three weeks of her coming of age. It that
passes without my wedding, that malevolent
scoundrel takes all. '

" At ‘college he was a tyrant and a bully.
Since that his lite has been asecret; but there

is one mystery that would be solved if Icould
get into that house." ~ '

“ And what is that, Sir John 1" -

"I believe that in that house my cousin is

imprisoned, and that she will not be let out
uniil the fatal hour has passed," he replied.
“ Then this man will chuckle and claim that
which is mine.”

" Your uncle lives in that house 7" asked Dick
Turpin.

“ Yes, and has not left it for a year I" replied
Sir John.

“ Are there many servants?" inquired Dick.
“ A man and a woman, I believe. But why do

you ask?" said Sir John Harcourt.
" Are you prepared to make a bold stroke for

a wife 7" asked Dick.
“ Yes; but explain yourself.”
" If you believe that your cousin is secreted in

that old mansion," said Dick gravely, "I will
undertake to break into the house with my friend
here and search the premises, with or wiihout
your personal co-operation. There is a back en
trance, I presume 7"

"Oh, yes," said Bir John, “ by. which an old
domestic comes out at times to do marketing
and so on. Besides, my uncle does not immure
himself in that den always. He is never about
in the day, but at night he goes out and mixes in
some of the looser society of the place."

“ What time does he go out generally l”asked
Dick, starting up.

“ Well, about an hour later than this," the
other answered, “

and does not return much
before dawn."

“ Well, Sir John," said Dick, “ if you will show
us the way to enter I will undertake to search
the house from top to bottom. If the young
lady is there she shall he released."

" How can I ever prove my gratitude 7

”
asked

the bavonet.
“ We are not rich men," said Dick, quietly,

“ and if we do this thing we shall be content to
leave the reward to you."

“ And it shall he liberal."
“Well, Sir John, this is our proposition," con

tinued Dick. “ Show us the back way, and when
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your uncle goes out, return here and show your
self to those who know you."

“ Every body knows me," said Sir John; “ but
I cannot venture into the cofiee room amongst
my equals."

"Because of the want of coin," laughed Dick.
“ You shall pay us when you like. Accept these
as a loan."

And he thrust some guineas into the other-’s
hand. Sir John coloured ; but as he tirmly
believed in Gladys being restored to him, he

accepted them.
Dick and Tom returned to their joint bed

room, aud from their horse portmantean took
their masks, without which they never travelled.

Descending rapidly, they advised Sir John to
secure a bedroom, and then went out.

The young baronet knew the way well, and

they soon found themselves in a narrow street,
with tall houses on each side, and several dark
entries.

Sir John pointed out a back door by which
servants were wont in palmier days to pass to
and fro, and then led the friends up a dark
passage, whence they could see all that passed
without being seen themselves.

They had not long to wait. Before half an
hour had passed a door was opened, and out
came a man, his face half concealed by a slouched
hat, and his form by a cloak. Closing the door
carefully behind him, he moved away.

“ That is my uncle," said Sir John.
"We have our reasons," continued Dick. “ Do

you return to the ‘Duke of York,’ and make
your presence as prominent as possible. Don't
in any vray appear to be mixed up with what is
practically a burglary."

Sir John sighed, but he saw that his new and
extraordinary friends were right. He made no
further opposition, but walked slowly back to
the inn, where his presence was greeted with
effusion.

He was personally as popular as his father
had bee» before him. But none could m.-ke out
the refllbl-I of that monstrous will.

Meanwhile our two friends, quite excited by
the business before them, had easily picked sue
lock of the back door. This admitted them to
an old-fashioned servants‘ hall;

Here they assumed their masks and produced
a dark lantern, with which they examined the

place.
'

Listening attentively, they heard voices, and,
going down a small flight of steps, found them
selves in an underground kitchen, where an old

$ and an old woman were crooning over the
e.
They secured and gagged the old woman, and

then, pistol in hand, bade the ancient serving
man show them his mas'.er's apartments.

He was by no means an active man, but the
sight of the pistols roused in him a nimbleness
unknown for years.

His master's apartments—bedroom, dining
room, and library—weie on the first floor, and
were soon txemined and ransacked.

After forcing the drawers of several bureaus,
they came to one in which they found jewellery,
notes, and gold to the value of some thousands
of guineas.

“ Now," said Dick in a terrible voice, “ show
us the young lady's room l"

“Ob, sir, my master will kill me l" the man!
gaspeu.

" Then he'll hang, which is a comfort. But if

you don't want a bullet through
on l" responded Dick, putting
the pistol to his forehead.

hi
l.-lo hesitated no longer. We will precede
m.
In a small room in one of the upper storeys

sat a young girl alone, the tears stealing down
her pale cheeks, an expression of despair, sad in
one so young, stamped over her features.

The room was plainly furnished, and over
looked the narrow street above alluded to. But
it was barred. The blind was up, the window
sash raised as far as possible, and the soft moon
light poured in freely, beautifying the humble
apartment with a strange, sad brightness, and
revealing every line of the girl's face as she
looked out into the stillncss of the night, as
though she would fain gaze for ever into the star
lit sky.

She was of the middle height, and very
pretty.

Suddenly the door opened, and turning she
saw the old ‘trembling servant and two masked
men.

“ Be not alarmed," said Dick, advancing and
speaking gently to the girl, “ we come from your
cousin, Sir John, to take you away." _

“ Oh l" she cried, rising, and her face flushing
with sudden joy, " can it be T"

“ Yes, come quick l" said Dick, “lest your
wicked uncle should return."

Gladys Harcourt required no twice telling,
but putting on a shabby black hat and a lace scarf
she followed them eagerly.

They lost no time in getting down, and were
soon in the open air, where Gladys had not been
for over a year.

She told them this, and both helped her
along.

There was no vehicle at hand, so she had to
walk to the inn.

Going in first Dick sought Sir John, and called
him out of the coffee room.

" I‘ve found her," said Dick,in a low tone, and
next minute, no one being by, Gladys was clasped
in her cousin's arms.

A door was open leading into a side room, and
into this he took her, while Dick summoned the
chsmbermaid. She knew him and his history,
and understood at once.

" This is my cousin, Gladys Harcourt," he said,
“let her have refreshments and a room."

He then rejoined the friends, and poured out
his thanks.

“ No thanks are necessary," answered Dick;
“ we are down here on our own business. We
have done ours, and if white doing so we have
been of use to you, we are glad. Now, don't
talk of any reward. You will keep our secret."

“ Yesl whatever it may be l" replied Sir John,
very much astonished.

“ Well, never say any more about this night's
work," remarked our hero, drily. “ My name is
Dick Turpin, and my lriend’s Tom King. We've
made a good haul from your uncle; and, simply
finding the young lady by accident, released her
at her own wish."

Sir John sat down, petrified with amazement.
" Can this be true 7"
“ Ob, yesl the old man and old woman will

speak as to the masks and pistols,“ said Dick,
with a hoarse laugh, " and so will the young
lady. And now, Sir John, farewell l If we have
done you a service, forget it as soon as possible.
We must be far away before morning."

your head, lead
the cold barrel of
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 283

Sir John was still almost overwhelmed with warm thanks of the young people, who earnestly
surprise and incredulity.

"I care not who you may be," he said, pre
sently, holding out his han_d, " but you have
saved me from misery and wretchedness. Must
you go at once Y”

“ Your uncle may return at any hour," replied
Dick ; “ in our trade we cannot be too cautious."

“ He never returns until cockcrow l” argued
Sir John ; “ the house will close soon. We must
have a arting glass."

The ighvraymen went out to see to their
horses, ordering themto be ready for daylight,
when business would take them away.

The ostler was to well ft ed them,and promised
not to fail, and the two returned.

Sir John, while thankful bl!IlS(lf for the great
mercy vouchsafed to him, could not help think
ing what might have been but for his extraor
dinary meeting with these two desperate adven
turers, who had solved the problem that had
been gnawing at his heart for a year.

" Now, gentlemen," he said, when they were
seated in a private room, with wine before them,
" I tell you, it will be needless to fly, unless you
wish it. As soon as it is fairly daybreak, I shall

apply
for a warrant against my uncle for the

il egal detention of his niece."
" But, Sir John, it is a matter of much moment

to us," urged Dick, comically.
" Don’t do anything against your wills, you

know," said Sir John, “but knowing the craven
nature of my uncle, as I do, I venture to say, he
will fly this place for ever before morning."

At this moment there came a great hue and
cry. Several men dashed up to the house and
asked for Sir John, as they had heard of his
presence.

The young baronet came forward and was at
once informed that Mr. Walter Harcourt, being
fetched from his inn by his servant, learned that
his house had been broken into, and a young
mad lady, his ward, removed.

Mr. Walter Harcourt gave way to such a

gempeat
of passion that he dropped dead in a

P.
The constable asked for instructions.
“ You and old Sanders can remain in the

house until morning," said Sir John, handing
the officer a guinea. “ Make yourselves com
fortable."

And he returned to his friends, who were
horrified at this sudden and tragic termination
of their adventure.

But that the evildoer, foiled in his deed of -
crime, should die thus was no fault of theirs.

The coroner's court would bring it in “ Died
by the visitation of God."

Next day, Norton Falden rang with the news.
The old man's sins had found him out. His

av_a_rice
and cruelty had met with a punishment

wntch none could say was not deserved.
But, after consulting his lawyers, Sir John

found that he must lose no time in marrying.
The days were passing rapidly.

They found that Walter hsd persuaded his
brother, an old man who married late in life,
that his son was keeping away in order to avoid

marrying his cousin. Enraged at this he had
made his strange will.

But Gladys now found plenty of friends, and
ere the week passed she was mart ied from the
bishop's residence.

Dick and Tom could not stop for the solemn
occasion, but went away after receiving the

and solemnly declared that they owed their
happiness to the two highwaymen,

Satisfied with this adventure, which had

brought them a clear profit of four thousand

guineas, the two companions started for London.
It was long since they had made such a haul,

and it was time they paid a visit to
Jack:Palmer‘s home.

'

After one night's stay in London, they went
‘

down to Jack's home and had a couple of jolly
days, the rm‘.disant farmer increasing his balance ,

at his bank, which was getting very large, in "

such away as to leave his family, if the worst
came to the worst, well provided for.

CHAPTER CXXVII.
on rm-: nvs: or nsraaruas.

To Dick and Tom the idea of a visit to America
was almost comic.

The far-ofi continent was a place of which
they had scarcely ever heard before.

To learn that this country far away over the
sea was inhabited by beings like themselves,
with a mixture of blsckmen and redmen, was
very trying to the belief of the high tobies.

Hitherto, they had never heard of any foreign
country, save France.

And this was a place inhabited by people who
ate frogs, wore wooden shoes, and were papists,
which, in the eyes of such excellent Protestants
as Dick Turpin and Tom King was utterly in
comprehensible.

France seemed familiar to them, and they
were told that, on fine days, it might be seen
from England, in the hazy distance.

But America l
It was too stupendous almost to be believed.

Should they escape all dangers? should they
ever come back? were the questions they asked

themselves.
Well, they had the most perfect faith in the

Blue Dwarf, and, as we know, some little con
fidence in themselves.

They must take the chance.
On their arrival in London from the farm

house, they went to one of the rendezvous ap

Rointed
by the Blue Dwarf, and found Tim

oach.
“ Sail in two days," said that worthy.
Upon which Dick and Tom, before starting

for parts unknown, determined to have a regular
s ree.
pThe prospect of being cooped up on board s.

‘ horrible ship for an indefinite period, never
‘

seeing a field nora house, to hear nothing but
‘

the roar of the sea and the wash of the waves,

p were far from a pleasurable notion to either
1Dick or Tom. r

But they were making money fast, and could
: they only make up their rninds to save-—and

Qboth had a goodly nest egg (Dick's was a large
l0ne)—lhey might retire without fear of the

_ consequences.
The sum realised by some highwaymen in

pthose days was something fabulous. The money

1spent in riot and debauchery in a week would
‘

often have provided for fifty families.
i "Light come light go" has always been the

motto of those whose money came to them in a
, nefarious way.
5 But many modern ways of making money are'

infinitely more nefarious than taking it by force.
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284 THE BLUE DWARF ;

The cheating done by lawyers and brokers
whose clients trust them, the hundred and one
ways of levying black mail by men in power
and with influence in any place of trust, the
disgraceful sweating exercised in professions
where such mean tricks were never supposed to
have been heard of, are infinitely more despicable
than highway robbery.

At all events, the man risked his neck, and
was alway amenable to the laws of his country.

But for the mean, crawling thieves we s
of there is no punishment—not even that of
their consciences, for they have none.

Dick and Tom were rather blllld of late. They
had mixed in such good society that they did
not seem so at home as heretofore in the haunts
of vice and crime.

Welll they must go somewhere, and elected
finally to try one of those gambling dens
abouudiug near Drury Lane.

There was always excitement, at all events,
to be met with in these places, and sometimes
tragedies.

This modern Damon and Pylhias had been too
successful during the last few days to go in for
any scheme simply for making money.

They would think only of enjoyment, pure
and simple.

So they entered the junior Cocoa Nut, where
a goodly collection of birds of prey and doves
were always to be found, and discovered that at
the early hour at which they entered there were
many seats vacant.

Dick and Tom at once drew up to the green
table and put down a guinea or two, with varied
success. Nobody was playing for any stakes in
particular, and the excitement was nil.

But as a rule it was a dangerous place. On
many occasions half a dozen comfortable little
patrimonies would change ha-nds while a man
was looking on.

Gradually it began to fill, and soon was
crowded. One peculiarity of the Younger Cocoa
Nut was that it admitted women, and by nine
o'clock a third of the players were women, with
perhaps as many loolrers-on.

And if there were lips more tightly contracted
than other lips, and eyes with a harder, greedier
light in them than other eyes, those lips and
those eyes belonged to the women.

The ungloved feminine hands had a claw-like
aspect as they scraped the glittering pieces of
gold over the green cloth ; the feminine throats
looked weird and scraggy as they craned them
selves over masculine shoulders; the feminine
eyes had something demoniac in their steely
glare as they kept watch upon the rapid progress
of the game.

Dick had got tired of playing, and looked
around. He at once noticed that the prettiest
and youngest woman in this golden chamber
was a girl who stood behind the chair of a mili
tary-looking old man whose handsome face was
a little disfigured by those traces which late hours
and dissipated habits are supposed to leave behind
them.

The pirl held a card in one hand and a pen in
the other, and was occupied in some mysterious
process, by which she kept notes of the other’s

lay.P
She was very young, with a delicate face, in

whose softer lines was a refined likeness to the
features of the man she watched.

But while his eyes were both cold and grey,
hers were of that dense black in which there

,__.

seems such an unfathomable and mysterious
depth.

What was she doing there? As she was the
handsomest, so she was the worst-dressed woman
in the room.

Theflimsy silk mantle had faded from hlack
to rusty brown, the straw hat which shaded her
face was sunburnt, the ribbons had lost their
brightness, but there was an air of attempted
fashion in the trimmings of her dress.

The shabbily-dressed girl was looking out for
some one. She watched her father's play care
fully—she marked the card with unfailing fasci
nation; but she performed those duties with a
mechanical air.

The man played with the concentrated atten
tion and the impassive countenance of an expa
rienced gamester, rarely lifting his eyes from the
green cloth, never looking back at the girl who
stood behind him.

He was winning to-day, and he accepted his
good fortune as quietly as he had often accepted
evil fortune at the same table.

Then the girl's eyes brightened suddenly as she
glanced upwards. The person she had been
watching for had arrived.

The doors opened to admit a handsome man
of five-and-twenty.

There was a semi~polite vagabondism about
the half-indifferent, half-contemptuous expres
sion of his face, with its fierce moustache and
strongly-marked eyebrows overshadowing sleepy
grey eyes-eyes that were half hidden by their
long deep lashes, as still pools of blue water lie
sometimes hidden amongst the rushes that
flourish round them.

As this man came in the girl smiled, and
then, turning to her father, told him she wu
tired.

" Well, then, give me the card and go away,”

thizdgamester
said, pcevishly; “girls are always

tr: ." ,

The girl gave him the mysteriously-perforated
card, and left her post behind his chair, but only
to move away and watch the new arrival.

But where was her pleasure T
The young man on entering the room walked

round the table till he came to the only vacant
chair, in which he seated himself, and, after
watching the game for a few minutes, began to
play.

From the moment in which he dropped into
that vacant seat to the time when he decided
to leave the table, three hours afterwards, he
never lifted his eyes from the green cloth, and
seemed to be oblivious of anything that was going
on around or about him.

The girl watched him furtively for some little
time, and then went out. v

The young man looked after her, but did not
follow.

Dick Turpin was tired, but he had seen all
this bye-play. He had gone into the supper
room at last, and was seated in a window behind
a curtain.

The handsome young man carne in with
another. He looked unutterably bored.

“ Well, Hawkhurst," said his friend, " do you
make any progress 7"

“ None, and l’m getting sick of it," answered
the other ; “ the girl won't elope, and unless she

does, I shan't get a penny of the money. Did
the captain twig I He'd see her dead rather
than let her marry me."

" And not far wrong,“ laughed the other.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 285

" Well, neither he nor she shall ever know of
this fortune unless she marries me. The captain
is a gambler, a roue, but if he knew that he was
heir to ten thousand a year and Castlston, I
believe he's a gentleman at bottom," said the
handsome young man, “and would whisk the
girl off amongst his own set once more.-~~But
he has insulted me; he has refused me his
daughter; she has refused to marry without Cap
tain Castleton's consent, and she and he may go
hang I I have the documents, and I will burn
them rather than he shall ever know his luck.
Let us to the Finish.”

And he hurried down stairs, the otheryoung .
man returning to speak to a friend and -follow
in ten minutes.

With an impatient gesture the first went on,
followed by Dick and Tom.

He had not gone ten" yards before he was
tripped up and two heavy packets of papers taken
from his pockets.

CHAPTEB CXXVIII.
a wosm-zarvr. mscovsur.

Dick and Tom were too tired and had indulged
in too many glasses to have very clear heads that
night, so they decided to sleep upon ‘it, and
examine the papers at early morn.

Tom was a quick and apt scholar, and would
soon solve any dilficulties.

They got up, breakfasted early and frngally,
as, from what the stranger Hawkhurst had said,
they believed they had got hold of a great heir
at-law case.

They placed the papers on a table, and Tom
King appreciated their importance as he read
them out. _

Here was a will leaving Castleton Manor and
ten thousand a year to Captain George Lascelles
Castleton, and the remainder to his daughter
Charlotte, on condition that she married none
of the Hawkhurst branch.

“ Oh l" said Dick, “that is why he wanted to
win the young lady to a marriage first.”

“ Yes," responded Tom, “ and here are the
marriage certificates of Captain George Lascelles
Castleton and Dorothy his wife, with the certifi
cate of the birth of Charlotte, and then finally
a regular genealogical tree. I suppose this
Hawlthurst stole all this, and with his hand
some face has been coming it over Miss Charlotte.
What do you mean to do, Dick T"

“ W»-ll, Tom, I know a good deal of this
Captain George Lascelles Castleton," said Dick,
‘He was brought up to look upon himself as
the heir of Castleton. When his uncle died, no
papers to prove his heirship could he found, and
another man step into the estate. Driven
to desperation, he turned gambler."

“ And now 7"
‘

“ We'll interview the joker and tell him what
I know. Of cousre, Tom, we must have a goodly
whack and go snacks,” laughed Dick.

"Yes; when shall we go l"
“ Soon," said Dick. “ I happen to know where

the Captain lives."
Captain Castleton had held that rank in a

crack cavalry regiment ; he lodged in some
rather ‘seedy drawing-rooms, and was at break
fast when Mr. Palmer and Mr. Markham were
announced.

His daughter had gone out.
“You will excuse our abruptuess, captain,"

said Dick ; “ but we believe we have good news
—very good news."

" There can be none for me—it is all too late I”
the other replied, gloomily.

“Excuse me, sir, for asking seemingly im
pertinent questions. But for some documents
which have strangely disappeared,. would you
uotbe lord of Csstleton Grange 7"

"Yes," the other went on; “ but they wem
stolen-destroyed."

“ They were not, sir,” was the answer; "they
are all intact and safe. What would you give
for them 7"

“Anything in reason," gasped the other,
trembling all over with anxiety.

" We will trust to your honour,” said Dick. “I
may appear impertinent," he added; “ but if
you received your inheritance you would leave
London with your daughter and return to your
proper station in society I"

“ Most certainly," said the captain ; “ but you
seem to know a great deal about me and mine
What know you of my daughter 7"

"We were at the Junior Cocoa Nut last
night," continued Dick; " but I must further
question

—fou
know u. man named Sidney

Hawkhurs i" - ‘

“Yes, indeed," replied the captain ; “ it is he
who long since promised to get me back my own."

“ He it is who has kept you out of it for a long
time,” was the grave reply.

“ With what object?" '
“ He loves your daughter ; at all events, her

expected fortune l" said Dick, drily; “and, be
fore he revealed the truth to you, wished to
secure the young lady.”

“The villain! the unmitigated villain!
daughter spurned him as he deserved."

“ I fear not; but she has refused to wed him
without your consent," was the answer. “ I heard
himself and acompanion talking of the matter
in the supper-room. He said he would rather
destroy thc papers than give them up without
the girl. Upon this, myself and friend, knowing
the man well, played the amateur highwaymen,
and eased my gentleman of all his ill-gotten
plunder—and there it is l"

He placed it on the table before the captain.
Five minutes sufficed for the examination,

and then Captain Castleton knew that he was

among the rich gentry of the land.
“ Come with me to my sclicitor's," said the ex

cited captain, hastily dressing; “ you must ex

plain thc wondrous tale—1 cannot."
He was ready in almost no time, and going

out, after leaving a message for his daughter,
they made for the solicitor’s residence, which
was not a hundred yards away, and, as it hap
pened, he was disengaged.

" All right, Mr. Ransom," cried Captain
Castleton, “ everything is found. That scoundrel
Sidney Hawkhurst had them all the time, but

played fast and loose-to win my Charlotte.
Pray, explain, Mr. Palmer l"

Mr. Palmer did, and then added :
" I knew that it would be ditficult to get these

documents out of such a consummate rogue by
fair means, so we followed him out of the
‘Cocoa Nut,’ tripped him up, secured the ini
portant packets, and took them to Captain
Castle'on " '

“And gave them up without any stipulation
of fee or reward l" added the captaiu—“ bnl

that must not be. What think you, Ransom
five thousand guineas I"

My
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286 THE BLUE DWARF;

“ Stop I" said Dick; “nothing of the kind.
We know that we have rendered you, by were
accident, an essential service, but we shall be
satisfied with a thousand guineas, when you
come to your own."

“ Draw up a binding agreement to that efiect
at once, Ransom, and let them have it, signed
and scaled,” continued Captain Castletou, im
petuously.

“ That will be acceptable,” said Dick, “ as

myself and friend are both going to America,
and may be absent some time. We hope, in the

meantime, that all may be settled."
The agreement was drawn up, duly signed,

sealed and witnessed, and then, leaving the

lawyer to scan the papers with a legal eye, the

captain, richer than he had been for years, with
crisp bunk notes and cheques in his pocket,
turned back to his lodgings, to announce the

good news to his daughter, and to celebrate the
event by cracking a bottle.

But Miss Charlotte Castleton was nowhere to
be found.

The captain turned pale as death.
" She only went to call on a friend," the

alarmed father said," I am ashamed to say—to
borrow a trifle—for I lost last night. She should
have been back an hour ago."

“Will you give me the address of the friend,
captain l" said Dick, “ I will run round. I fear
that villain Hawkhurst has got hold of her. If
so, we'll hunt him up. I know his haunts and a

good deal about him."
The distracted father gave the address, and

Dick started ofi to return in ten minutes with
the news that Miss Castleton had been to Mrs.
Withers, received half a guinea, and departed
long ago.

‘- Lost l lost l" cried the unhappy father, “ and
all my fault."

“ Don't lose all hope,sir. While I and Mr. Mark
ham watch his movements, do you, captain, go to
Doctors Commons and find if a license has been
taken out. We will keep you well informed,"
said Dick, thrusting a couple of guineas into the
0ther's hands, ere he dashed out.

Mr. Sidney Hawkhurst lived in a court out of
Drury Lane, in a house which had once been
fashionable, but which was now dilapidated and
let out in tenements.

On asking for the tricky gentleman, they were
directed to the second floor, but the Cerberus who
lived in a little den at the entrance, pronounced
his opinion, “not at home."

He thought, however, there was a young lady
waiting for him upstairs.

This was enough. Tom King was despatched
to warn the father, while Dick entered a public
house and watched.

In about twenty minutes Mr. Sidney Hawk
hurst, very much elated, and with a sinister
smile on his handsome face, hurried into the
house and rushed upstairs.

He was alone now, but doubtless a clergyman
would follow.

Dick was wild with impatience, but at this
moment Tom and the captain came in sight.

He lost no time in speaking, but led the way
upstairs.

They were soon all three on the landing. The
door was fastened, but one powerful blow from
Dick‘s shoulders hurled it in, and there were

Sidney Huwkhurst and Miss Charlotte Castle
ton seated on an old couch together.

" Thief, scoundrel, villain,” cricd the irate

father, striking him in the face with his cane, 1
“I have found you out at last l“

filharlotre
Castleton simply cowered against the

w .
“

To which allow me to add," said Dick '

Turpin, quietly, " Card sharper, filcher, and
‘

burglar I"
" What are you l" bellowed the infuriated

ruflian.
“That matters not, my gentle cly-faker (pick

pocket)"
responded Dick, “ l’ve baulked you

ere."
“Come out of this den of infamy, Charlotte,"

said the captain ; " but before you do so, know
that it is this miserable hound who has kept me
so long out of my inheritance. He knew it all
along—had the proofs in his possession, but
wanted to marry you and secure your fortune,
before telling the truth. Keep your distance,
cur, ere I maim you for life l"

And he carried ofi his daughter, the rear being
guarded by Dick and Tom.

Sidney Hawkhurst knew that he had played
a fearful game, and lost.

He knew Charlotte Cnstleton well. Having
found out his trickery, her love would turn to
contempt.

The whole party were soon in the captain's
poor lodgings. At sight of money, however, the
landlady sent out to a crack tavern for lunch,

which was served in style, and the meal heartily
enyoyed by all but poor Charlotte,

The true state of afiairs having been explained
to her, she somewhat dried her tears.

Hawkhurst was clearly a mercenary villain,
and as a scboif there was ten thousand a year,
a house in town, a fine old castle in the-country,
and the prospect of society l

“ You will make_a sensation in society before
the year is out, my dear," cried her father.

And so it happened, when Dick Turpin and
Tom retired, Miss Castleton was tolerably con
soled for the loss of her lover.

She might well be, for before the end of the
second season she was the acknowledged belle,
and had won the heart of the Earl of Babbing
ton, whom she eventually married.

CHAPTE R CXXlX.
As the Blue Dwarf had not as yet shown any

sign, Tim Roach promised to let them know
when they were wanted, and they were still free
to enjoy themselves.

They resolved to just stretch their horses’ legs
over Hounslow Heath and a little beyond, and,
having gained an appetite, to return and satisfy
it.

Hounslow Heath was visited only with a view
to stretching their horsesilegs. They intended
to return to Hampstead to dine.

They cantered along for some time, not for
getting to visit two of their favourite taverns,
where they were well received, and, while they
drank their stifi jorums of good Irish whiskey,
heard the gossip of the neighbourhood.

lt was nothing very new, not at all true, but,
as the Yankee loafer remarked, “ it don‘: sin
nify."

There were no new residents about, but busi
ness was not particularly bad.

So they dawdled away the time. until, appetite
being aroused, they might feel it advisable to
take the road buck to Llampstead. -
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 28$

It‘was- just 0 pleasant ride before dinner, and
the steeds were ready tor a good spurt.

“D—?' cried~Tom--King, suddenly, as his
horse stumbled, and on rising showed that he
had cast a shoe. - - ' ' i .

“ It might -have been worse," said Dick
Turpin, with his usual cold-blooded philosophy;
“ yon’s Jack Parker'a,, the blacksmith. I'll
just take a gentle trot over the heath, and re
turn in half-an-hour." _ .

Tom grunted for all response, and then away
went Dick, putting Black Bess on her mettle.. .

Nothing delighted the virolicsome mare more
than to stretch her legs on that grassy heath.

Dick let her go at her own sweet will, and, as
luck or ill-luck would have it, she took the
course in the direction of the “Leather Bottle,"
then one of the most notorious haunts of high
waymen, but which in some unaccountable way
enjoyed a special immunity from olficial inter
ference. - ;=

But the superior authorities had thought fit to
mark their feelings with regard to the “ ancient
flagon,” as atiected wits called it

,

by hanging.
the latest murderers, in chains, on a mound not
very far from its door.

1t really seemed to be as good as a sign-post,
for many indeed came to see it, and all stopped
to ohlaiu further particulars at the bar, which
brought grist to the mill of the landlord.

OI course, Dick could not pass without stop
ping to take the dust out of his throat.

He rode up to the door, dismounted, and
entering, called for a pint of the best burnt
sherry.

He was served very quickly, the interval
being occupied by a brie! conversation with the
landlady, who was only too glad to see one so
noted in the hierarchy of the tobies.

The liquor consumed, Dick bethought himself
of his companion, and, going out, took charge
of Black Br-.=s.

At that moment his eye fell upon the gallows,
where, hung in chains, was Abershaw, of jolly
memory, who expiated his sins only a few days
before. -

Dick knew him well, and regretted him,'and
thought he would just have one look at him for
old acquaintance sake.

' ~

He whisiled to Black Bess to follow, and soon
stood in front of the gallows, upon which he
gazed with a sad, stern look.

“Hel hel hel" laughed- a shrill and mali
cious hag close to him. ~

Turning he saw Mother Grip. " -

“What want you,‘ hag l?'~asked Dick, very
much startled. - - -

“ l give you three years—then hang l" said
the Hounslow witch.

Dick waited to hear. 'no more, but, leaping on
his horse, rode ofi to the other side of the heath,
where he stopped until rejoined by Tom King;

As soon as he came, Dick led the way irom
Hounslow, nor stopped until he had reached his
earlier destination. -

Ham pstead, with its quaint buildings, its upper
and lower “ Flask" and other favourite inns, was
one of their dearest hnunt8.

The upper "Flask" is now a large private
house on the right, just belore reaching the
heath, surrounded by a vory high wall.

It was the scene of many an elopement and
even duels in those days, and as much connected
with divorces as another celebrated inn at the
present day.

'
The iauthor ol " Pamela '-'-laid many a‘ soeno

in his-novels in the locality. ‘T 11
"

' " 'DicI'and Tom, however, did not stop on_ this
occasion until they reachedthat famous hostelrlo,

the
“ Bull and Bush," then~recent.ly come into

vogue, and much alfected then,as now, by artists
and poetswith an eye to the picturesque.

On reaching this spot, attracted by its pleasant
looks, .they .went in, entered the cofiee room,
and-ordered refreshments.

These were served with the same punctuality
and: prom titnds which ever since have won
favour, an whichprompted such men as Sir
Joshua Reynolds, Hogarth, and lesser lights to
visit there.

They werenot alone. Seated at another table

'was’an undoubted sea captain.- He was enjoy

ing‘ g
in pipe and

_d D_ck_ xcuse me,_ sir, sai i .

have you ever been to America 7"
- “Yes-'-and the Iujies, and round the Horn,"

replied the ancient mariner. _
“ Well, sir,” continued Dick, .“we are bound

shortly for America, and should like to hear a
little about such outlandisb.placea Will you
'oin us T" .1

“ With pleasure, my hearties," said the other,
coming with his pipe and glass to their table.
“I come from these parts, and have just seen
my youngsters ; while they were getting dinner
ready Ithought I'd look round." '

And he chuckled at the innocent deceit of
going to thetavern being called a lo >k round.

“ What art are you goingtol” he then asked.
“ New york, first, and then to various parts."
“ Well, New York's a nice place—only a few

houses on. an island, though," he remarked;
“ but it gets bigger every day. Ah I I mind the

last time I went to New York I had" a queer
adventure. Would you mind hearing it T"

‘

“ One moment," said Dick, and, summoning:
the tapster, he ordered a bowl ot punch, with

P‘%E‘.§§.?.Ef““.‘P.l&...

= "»

I

' A "

or c u i "

" You know our lingo,” he remarked. .
“ Oh yes," explained the other; - “ Seen a

deal of life in my ta'me—all sorts of classes."
Well, presently the bowl of punch was brought,

the glasses filled, and then the sailor told his

, ato .

. . ' . . , . .

. Iltywvasso filled with technicalities that if told
in his way it would weary the reader. We
therefore condense the really interesting narra
tive. " ' ' ' '

It appeared that,.from cabin boy to master,

all the life of Bob -Milner had been spe

politely, -' but

at in the

service ol the sarneifirm of ahipowners, and that
his lite had been singularly uneventful. '

_
In fact, this was his one story, and, like a

good many other people, he was very fond of
telling that one story 2

Somo years before, he was: seated in his snug
cabin, lying at anchor in the -Mersey, ready -

to start the very next day, early, for New York.
The captain was rather gloomy. lt.was a wild,

wet night in September, and above him he could
hear the wish-wash of the driving rain and the

whistling ot the wind in the rigging. _
But this was not the cause of his gloominess.

Just before leaving he had heard of an old
friend and pal of his, Captain Jacob Anson, who
had been found dead, half dressed, in his bath

tub on the previous morning. He had been
discovered face downwards in the water, which
was only a few inches deep.
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THE BLUE DWARF;

Al one leg of his trousers was rolled up, it was

supposed he had been finishing his bath by
stooping and washing his feet. which position probab y

caused a fit, when he fell.
He was surprised to hear of his death in this

way, for he had known the captain, as an old
friend, to be a man of robust health, and very
active for one of his years.

In the course of his roving sea life he had
passed through many strange adventures and
dangers. He had also many war uperiences;
he had been a midshipman and promoted for
good conduct, but finally took to the merchant
service.

Strange, indeed, it seemed that a man who had

', escaped so many grave perils should after all be
drowned in six or seven inches of water in the
bath l

While these thoughts were still passing through
his mind he was interrupted.

“ Captain," roared his first mate, Mr. Thomp
son, at the companion way, “ here's ayoung man,
in a shore boat, to ship."

“ Ship l" cried Milner, in astonishment, “who
on earth could have sent anyone away ofi here
to sbip at such a time? Tell him we have all
the men we want."

But the stranger, gliding past the mate, came,
all dripping wet, into the cabin, and stood before
him.

Never had he seen a handsomer or trimmer
looking youth. His deeply-embrowned face, his
attire, and the way he had of supporting one leg
-:|n the ball of his foot, made him pretty sure he
was a sailor.

He held his Scotch cap in his hand, and the

water trickled from his short ringlets down
dieeks as smooth as a girl's. His eyes were
pnnd, and of a soft deep blue; but, looking
iito them, you might have detected a daring,
care-for-nothing expression that implied he was
not to be trifled With.

“ And why are you so anxious to ship again 7"
asked Milner ; “men just returned from a voyage,
as you seem to be, do not usually care to get ofi
again in a hurry.“

He gave the captain a swift, keen look, who
was startled by the tiger-like flash momentarily
lighting those soft eyes of his.

“ My money, sir, the earnings of a year, was
all stolen from me in the boarding house where 1

Pyit up for one night."
“ Tnat was hard."
" Yes, it was, sir," he responded, his eyes soft

ping with a sad, gentle expression.
Milner felt sorry for the young fellow, and

said he would ship him, while in the meantime
he mentally but vainly asked himself where he
had seen a face resembling his before.

But when he signed him=elf John Rogers on
‘he ship's books, he was sure he had never seen
anyone of that name before.

"There is some mystery about that boy," he
fluid, after he had gone forward.
_ He had never been so much interested in a

201911138!’hand before. He was indeed a good
sailor.

Next day he sent him aloft to mend a shroud,
where the maintopsail had chafed it, and to put
leather sheathing around it. This task was per
formed with remarkable celerity, and in the
neatest possible manner.

“ Very well done, Jack,” said Milner. and he

gave his captain a pleasant, gratified look from
his blue eyes that made his heart warm towards
him.

He was so quiet and mild looking that before
long some of his rough shipmate|—al1 of whom
were older than he—thought to domineer over
him.

The upshot of this was, that one day he seized
one of these tyrants, a big, strapping fellow,
named Robert Martin, by the collar with one
hand, by the wrist ‘with the other, and, by I
powerful,dexterous movement, hurled him across

‘

his hip, head foremost, upon the forehatch, where
the man lay half stunned.

Here the matter should have ended. His over
awed adversary would never have molested him
again. But, no; Rogers must spring npm the
prostrate man and pound him with blows that
fell like a sledge hammer until he was senseless.

He then snatched up a handspike.
“There, Jack, that will do," said the captain,

sternly. The young man seemed to hesitate,
then, with a tigerish gleam in his eye, threw
down the heavy weapon, and walked away.

The time passed-—vo_vages were serious things
in those da_vs—and nothing further happened.
The men kept aloof from John Rogers.

They were within a day's sail of the destined
port. Far away they could dimly see the line
of the coast, but a strong gale, with a head wind,
compelled the skipper to beat ofi the land under
reefed topsails.

It was a dark, misty night, and the captain
was on deck, when all at once, the spanker blew
clear of the gasket, the rope holding it to the
mast, and slipping about, threatened to carry
away the gafi. In fact, the stays holding it now
parted, and he feared every moment it would
come down.

Jack was ordered aloft to secure the sail. He
ran up the rigging like a squirrel, and Milner
went below to put on his overcoat ; when he
came up he saw nothing of Jack, except his
Scotch cap lying on the deck, while the gali now
hung down nearly ready to fall.

He ran to the man at the wheel, an old one
eyed Portuguese.

“ What's become of Jack 7" he inquired. “ Did
you see nothing—hear nothing of him T"

" I thought I heard a sort of cry behind me,"
hc answered, " but it was so dark, I couldn't see
anything.”

“Great Heaven! I believe he has fallen over
board," exclaimed the captain.

He called all hands, and discovered that J iclc
indeed was missing. He lowered a boat, and
looked for him in vain.

“ He is lost l“ was the general cry.
Milne: sufiered dreadfully about this afiair,

and reproached himself for sending the youngest
sailor alott to the gafi.

Just at daylight, a cruiser came in sight with
English colours flying. She made (nrectly for
them.

“Ship ahoy 1" was the hail from her deck,
when she was near enough.

" Halloa l" answered the captain.
"' Is that the ‘ Ocean Queen 7‘"
“ Aye l aye I" was the answer.
“Please, heave to, and I will send a boat

aboard."
On his heaving to, they sent s bout alongside,

with a police oflicer in uniform.
" Wants young fellow about eighteen. shipped

aboard your vessel at Liverpool,” said the oliicer.
while the men-of-warsmen stood by. “ He worc
a Scotch cap, blue jacket and trousers."

"1 did ship sucn a lad," replied the skipper,
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G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

4
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



.250 run BLUE‘ nwsnr ;

1/

;‘bl'r,t-he
aint here now. What's he wanted

or
- "For the murder of old Capiain Anson, at

‘Birkenhéad I" was the answer. “ Where's the
young scoundrel 7"

Captain Bob Milner explained. The ofiicer
told him that he was the son of the captain’s
wile by her first husband. He had been seen to
leave the captain's house in the early morning.

- Then Captain lllilner recollected. It was
the likeness to Anson's wife he had recognised.

| s“ If the scoundrel’s dead," said the oficer, “ I
think as how we've come on a tool's errand, and
must let you go.” ~

“Avast I" said Robert Martin, the man who
had been aloft, and who, it will be remembered,
had been so mercilessly pounded by Jack, who
had come down from the miuemtopsail yard,
by».meana of a hackstsy, “just you wait. . I was
standing amidships when Jack went aloft to the
gsfl. All at once, although it was so dark, I
could make out the outline of his Ioun, as he
slid down from aloft. Then heigave a sort. of
cry, and crouched in the, black shadows, so that
the man at ,the wheelcouldn-'t' see him, ‘and
sneaked along to the steersge hstchway. You'll
find him behind the false bulkhead in the
steerage.. _ lids said nothing ‘cause of what. he
did to me,.but when I find him charged with
murder, I do my duty by speaking.” .

The runner, guided by one. ot the men, went
below into the , and, dislodging the
thick plank which covered the 0
into the small space between the double bulk
head, they found _-Tack, so tightly squeezed that
he could hardly breathe. . .. . -

As he wssbrought on deck, securely ‘hand
cufled, the absence-of gurpY ‘ H rise on.the,part_.of_
some of th‘e__meu ‘made the captain suspect

aboard. .
Well, he was __t_akenjto England, and being

tried, was convicted." fieeingthat there was no
hope, he made‘ a tulloonieuion at his crime... i

1"'l°~9fiP'*'i-'?"‘"*!i\§.1W »~.°"=. 9*§“'.'“
ahonthw bad: . . disposition, leohtain;
f ..h' < ‘<

1

.'

'

3\IIU7!ll5- W11»
1.Z‘.ss’i§‘1.§.Z‘2. it o *‘

'..'."";':‘;'i.‘“-Z_ ,

-. then,,th'e.worthy.horse dealer led his new.

rig“?! _.., ,9, ,tert,ame¢_l,t_hemmost hospitahly.

meuw '==. -"ids-‘can
u-mw.=.;-" w'-keeps-H. iiiir. us-ma
the uptain. - W . l -‘ ‘PI v ;, _

It-»had..t_a_ken some.__time to tell, and as._they_

wmted‘-i-d¢vi¢§"=bwt -F11;'<»Mr.- tbs:
snack .b'e_advisable.,

“L,-l,-"_,j_,_305' , ,,'._..'s!~=q*1i\’-Ififlin .1‘ >9
given,tbe~

* ' '

The_skippel'!,-_l11,tfll'Il16d-ithqll t-l,1_lt,.as
their journey up country_.¢was concerned, they
should leave htl,\eir,purehasea_ until they reached

Iiew
York, pply _their ship's outfit with

t em.
. .

‘ Tom Ki_u'g,"_.'u_ponthis, asked fora list of things
required,"so"that their journey to Hampstead
would not in any way be wasted.

A very pleasant afternoon was passed, and
then the new friends parted. _

Bob Milner, who"hs.d forgotten all about his
dinner with his youngsters, and who was well
primed, went oii rather sheepishly, while Dick,
and Tom returned to town. _ _

They found Tim Roach awaiting them with
instructions to join the Blue Dwarf at Ports
mouth on the evening of the sixth day. ,

They accordingly determined to procure their
sea outfit at once, as Tim Roach intimated that

.williug,to have them let to res

pening leading.

if

_ ,-‘;,_‘;;_:..1 .=|-
ll.

,8e!'i0us
. into the. room by right_ot residence in the

next day he should depart with a light waggon
and luggage for the ship.

Though a lady did not carry a waggon loail of
furbelows in those days, yet, still, as they were
going to alcity where there were some high
omcials, even a lord being governor, finery to a
certain extent must be provided for.

Having taken the advice of the captain of the
“ Ocean Queen," they had their boxes sent to the
address indicated by Tim, and then gave them
selves up to the society of some Circes of their
acquaintance.

Next day they started for Portsmouth, which
plane they reached very quickly, and put up at
the .“ Blue Posts."

Their first duty was now to secure the safety
of their horses, by which they set great store.
They knew a-hora dealer..of high character,

:_ho,
in addition to selling horses, let them on

ire. .

To this man they told their story. They were
going to America, a journey which might last
six months or a-year. During that time they
wished .thei.r- horses taken. care ot. They were

table persons
who would treat them fairly and-kindly, and
would pay six months‘. keep in advance.

To this Mr. Luscombs at once agreed. He
saw‘ quickly what kind of tits they were, and

declared they should never be ridden by anyone
except himself or a friend.
. .Thsy-were in the counting-house alone—that

is, the.horse.dealer, Dick, and Tom—preparing
to pay the six months’ keep.
4. f"l‘hat's a beauty of yours," said the horse

. dealer, addressing Dick; *- it 1 didn't know better,

I should say she was Black Besa"
_, “.And what do .you know about Black Bess,

, .Mr. Luscomhe 2" asked the valiant highwaymen.
that they,_ too, known oi his being concealed‘ .,,_.“ Bhewas born and bred in this stable," spea

,iug_.generically of his varied establishments.

1 “ Then I may as well tell yon," said Dick,

k.

-s_qs,ili.ng,,,“lhatit is Black Besa"i
'“'H0 I" cried the other, holding out his hand ;

‘j.l_h_Ql1_,1'@Vproud -to. know the rider, and we'll
»,wet as-soon as we've settled the

b09Rs_.'.',,. _,

,T,he,uiei5_'ey._wab' paid, the receipts given,

'vate apartments, where he en

,_Ilthii-eyes ins oIuer_ or such a horse as that
.he1d.'.a._.higher position than anyone else. No
matter,-how or for what-.purpose he_kept such
cattle,,_in hiasyes he was a hero.

_ After spending a pleasant half.hour, they
returued=tcthe ‘P Blue Eostsf! minus their horses,

‘and going into the room. appointed to captains,
ordered dinner.
_ , Our friends could accommodate themselves to
any society, and knew, even when the liquor
was in, how to exercise a careful amount of dis
crimiuation.

The doughty captains in HM. service eyed

them with haughty disdain, and some even ven
tured toinainuate that they were bsgmen. But
they did not lookvlike indiyiduals who could be
joked with, and they had. no mind to pick a

quarrel with utter strangers, who came

house.
But Dick and Tom found this quiescent atti

tude very dull, and as soon as their dinner was
over rose and strolled out of the house in search
of more lively companions.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 291~
Doubtless Mr. Luscombe would be glad to pro

vide them with entertainment; but then, if he

had recognised Black Bess he had also recog

nised the rider, and our friends had no desire

to make their profession known too much.

Mr. Luscombe was, no doubt, a very worthy
man and an excellent citizen, but they should

consider him a man very much given to his cups,
and henceapt to be free in his conversation.

It transpired that Tim Roach and a coachman

had arrived, and put up at a more private and
patrician hotel than the " Blue Posts," which was

only patronised by noblemen when they wore a

blue coat.
They wandered through the streets towards the

"Hard," and looked out for some place where

. they might amuse themselves, however roughly.
They were about to enter a shabby-looking

place whence emanated the sounds of a rasping
fiddle, when suddenly they espied Captain Bob
Milner crossing the road. Hastening up to
him they shook hands, and heartily and readily
accepted his invitation to go into a house with
him where there were a number of men of his
own class, to whom he introduced his Hampstead
friends.

Here they were hail-fellow-well-met, and the

talk and the smoking went on galore.
The skipper incidentally told them that he was

appointed once more to command the “Ocean
Queen,” and that his best cabins had been taken
fora young couple, their nurse and child, also

for two other gentlemen in charge of an invalid,
with a couple of servants, and further two gentle
men named Palmer and Markham.

“ Palmer l that's me," said Dick.
" Markham l that's me," added Tom.
This was a remarkable coincidence which at

once necessitated glasses round at the skipper's
expense, and finally it was decided to order sup
per for all in a room upstairs at the back of the

house,where they could make as much noise as

they liked.
The supper was ordered, and would be ready in

an hour.
It is useless to record the further events of

that night, but when they rose rather late the
next morning in their own room at the “Blue
Posts”—-how they reached there they knew not
they found orders to go on board at once.

This they did, and a few hours later they were

sweeping out to sea, leaving Old England behind
them, and bound for the land oi the redskin, the

buffalo, the rattlesnake, and a1ligator—a land
which to Dick and Tom was quite unknown and
legendary.

CHAPTER CXXX.
NEW YORK.

We are in the New York of the Knickerbockers,

the Vanderbilts, the Van Ranssalers, and the

Peter Stuyvesants, while the Dutch were

governors of the State.

But from a purely Dutch colony it had become

now partially English. Founded by the Holland
ers, it had been conquered by Great Britain and

gradually made British. .

The New England Szates, with their cities of
Boston, Philadelphia, .'\:c., had at once invaded

the State in crowds, and were proceeding to
Yankeefy it as fast as possible, never expecting,

however, what a mighty metropolis it would
become.

New York, at the time of which we write, was

a very different place to what it is now. A man,
speaking oi hisresidence, describes it as agreeably

situated on one of the salt marshes beyond Cor
lear's Hook, subject, indeed, to be occasionally
overflowed, and much infested in summer time
with mosquitoes, but otherwise very agreeable,

progucing
abundant crops of salt grass and bul~

rus es.
When it was visited first by the Dutch under

t

Communipan it was called Manhattan by the
natives, which name they speedily changed into
New Amsterdam. At first it was nothing but a
fort and trading station, but soon there grew up
around a numerous progeny of little Dutcn
houses, all of which seemed to nestle most lovingly
under its walls.

These were surrounded by a strong palisade, to
guard against any sudden irruption of savages.

There was, however, excellent accommodation
even then, before the days of the huge hotels o£

the resent, for travellers, and Lord Elphick and
his ady, with Lord Jermyn and Lady Jermyn
and Colonel Grant, readily found apartments in
an inn oi a superior class. »

Dick and Tom also found a place more suited
to their calibre, to which they were directed by
Captain Robert lililner-a mixture of the inn.

and boarding house as at present established in
the same locality.

They were very tired when they reached their
sanctuary, and retired to rest in a double-bedded
room as usual with our friends.

They both woke tolerably early, and at once
discovered they were in a strange land.

Somebody at the back of the house was sing

ing in a nasal tone and with a queer pronuncia
tion, which made the words almost incompre
hensible to the two listeners, as follows :—

Oh, do seaashas arrove when de robin am a singing,
An’ de farmer gits his plow out to furrow up de ground ',

De notesof do robin frsw de forests am a ringing,
An‘ de mule stinks his ears up at ebery little sound;

De gran am looking green ’loug do algss of de medder
An’ de turtle dove ar‘ oooin' in de mapls on de hhl ;

An’ de gander an’ his mateara a walkin in love‘s shaddc,
An‘ de pickaniny darky gou a wsdin' by the mi1L

Both rose, and going to the window saw in a
back yard a negro, a sort of black Sam Weller or
Boots at the Swan, working away with cheerful
alscrity at the boots and shoes of the establish»

ment.
Blacks had been seen in England even long

before that time, some having come over in the
train of returned colonists; but at the time of
which we speak they were very rare.

At all events, they had not come under the
notice of Dick Turpin or Tom King.

“ Well," said Dick, with a rather strong exclm
mation, “we are in a strange sort of plaoel
Did you ever see anything so ugly in all your
life T”

"Well, never ; but the blackamoor is very
jolly," replied Tom, “let's go down and see what
sort of grub they give us."

'

They dressed, not without shaving, as usual —

they were very punctilious John Bulls on this

p0int—-and went down to breakfast just as a
shrill tinkling bell sounded the summons for the
first meal.

The captain's table, to which they were

attached, was copiously supplied—steaks, chops,

fish, and vegetables in abundance. The food was

washed down by jugs of cider and ale, with
spirits for those who preferred it.

But the great characteristic was the copious

ness of the meal, and quality, in which the Ame
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292 THE BLUE DWARF;~
ricans, especially the New Englauders, have not
degenerated even unto this day. _ _ _“ This is jolly. Do you feed like this, captain,
every day T"

"
_

“ Yes," said Milner,‘ “ when we" don't have

something better. This is a rare country, sir, as

you'll find. Going west, I think?"
“When my friends have seen a little of New

York,” replied Dick, diplomatically ; " they've no

and of letters. I believe we are free for several
days."

' " '

But in the afternoon they were sent for by
Colonel Grant and informed that they would
have seen enough of'New’York in a week, and

then, wishing to make use ot their absolute free
dom, they would go up country. He'commis
sioned them through Milner to make inquiries
and find a trustworthy guide, and to purchase
necessaries.

' ‘ ' ‘ '

“ You see; Mr. Pllmer,"said the colonel, smil
ing, " we don't mean always to follow a. beaten i

ihalf-breed, who was as brave, true, and honest atrack, and so must have a waggon. I believe
the correct thing will be a guide and two
teamsters, and I think we'd better wear the dress
of intending settlers. It will excite less atten
tion.’

i ‘ ~ - *

" Very good, sir," replied Dick; " we'll report
to-night ;" and he went out to reconnoitre.

These two men had, since their employment by
the Blue Dwarf, acted so faithfully and loyally
that all were ready and willing to forget their
terrible profession.

Indeed, the Blue Dwarf was not without a
secret hope that they might take to the life of
the West, and give up their habits of rapine.

Besides, Dick and Tom had proved so useful
that if they were left behind they might get into
some serious trouble, and Sapathwa be deprived
of their services. So they were invited to ac
company the party.

After an early dinner Dick asked for an inter
view with Captain Milner, and explained his

requirements.
‘

" Well," said the skipper,
“ I’d better ask the

landlord ;" and. he, being summoned, advised
them to let him send for Indian Jack, as he was
called, a half-breed, who was known as a scout
out west, a mighty hunter, and a good guide
everywhere.

It must be explained here that modern Ameri
can slang was unknown at the time of which we

write. " I guess
" and all that sort of thing was

not invented. Rough men spoke bad grammar,
and pronounced many words as if there were no
"g" at the end, as “ singin' “ for “ singing,"
and so on, with u few other little eccentric
expressions.

'

The present style is auinvention of the period;
nothing more, and a very bad invention.

Indian Jack was an Oneida half-breed. His
father had been French and his mother Indian.

lish wished to explore as far on the borders as
was safe, and wanted a guide, a waggon to carry
stores, a good team, and a teamster.

These two were of the party, indicating Dick
and Tom, and they wished to dress and arm under
his direction.

‘ -

"They'll leave all to you, Jack, and pay
liberal, take my aiierdavy’ for that," said the
landlord."

“ Good l” said the guide, in a guttural but not
unpleaaantly harsh tone ; “Indian Jack is ready.
Best buy waggou—sell again when done with,
and the same with oxen."

" Well," remarked Dick, “ I think so. too,
young man; but I'll consult the chief. If you
have no objection, then, we'll see about clothes
and a gun each, not forgetting knives."

“ Good l" the other‘ continued quietly, "since
that's the locrum ; Jack ready when white man
ready."

Both Dick ‘and Tom rose and followed the

frontier man as ever stepped in untanned shoe
leather.

He took them straightway to a man who sup
plied traders, hunters, trappers, and others with
what are now called store goods, and introduced
the new customers.

They were English, and rich. That was
enough, and soon, after half an hour's interview,
Dick and Tom wore disguises that would have

paflsed
the keenest Bow Street runners in Eng

an . -

They had on brand new moccasins of the very
best untanned leather, leggings, which were, in
fact, tightly-fitting trousers, reaching from the
ankle to the waist, a hunting shirt from the knee
to the neck, with light sleeves and a gorgeous
crimson sash; the edging of the tunic and leg
gings was ornamented with coloured strips of
blue cloth.

From the sash hung a powder horn and hunt
. ing knife, while the head was surmounted by a

broad-brimrned sombrero, or what is now popu
larly designated as a Buifulo Bill hat.

Mr. Ikey Solomons—such was his euphonious
name-—-ofiered rifles as well, and as Indian Jack
approved, they made this purchase also.

The whole was paid for liberally, the guide
being too well known for extortion to be tried,
and then the two returned to their inn, after
ordering their own clothes to be sent on to the
Hudson Tavern.

Bidding Indian Jack have whatever he pleased,
Dick and Tom, with a comic twinkle in their
eyes, went to the “ New York Arms," made them
selves known to the authorities, and went up to
the first floor, to the apartments occupied by the
exploring party, as they called themselves.

Knocking a little sharply, the two hunters of
the west went in and stood before the astonished

When he reached the inn his appearance at group. Colonel Grant and Lord Jermyn were
once impressed our friends.

He was tall and wiry.
as dark as that of a gipsy, while his dress was

composed almost wholly of skins.
tunic of deerskin, a cap of the same, leather leg
gings above moccasins and soft shoes of deer
hide; hence the name of Leather Stocking, by
which these men are so often called.

He had a long hunting knife in the belt of his
tunic, and a hunting shirt, while his right hand

grasped a long rifle that rested in the hollow of
his left arm.

The landlord explained that a party of Eng

seated talking together, the earl and Lady Laura
His complexion was I occupied a lounge in loving proximny, while the

Blue Dwarf sat half concealed by curtains art
He had a fully arranged to conceal his form.

“ I presume you have made a mistake," began
Colonel Grant, rising, and speaking a lit_tlo
haughtily.

“ No, colonel," began Dick, taking on his hat ;
“ it's our first appearance as ‘ The Hunters of the
Prairies ‘ on any stage."

It was too much. In recognising in these two
supposed Indian hunters Dick Turpin and Tom
King, all burst out laughing. Shelton Seymour
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 298

and Lady Laura were convulsed, while even however, slow.
Sapathwa smiled grimly.

“ My lords, ladies and gentlemen," began Dick,
with great gravity, “ we have provided ourselves
with our travelling costume, under the advice of
Indian Jack, the guide, and have now come for
YOU!’ orders."

" Oh I excellent well," cried Colonel Grant,
nearly choked, “ splendid l but I think we'll try
middle-class homespun. But as guides-—it‘s
magnificent l " " -

" Well, colonel, we only have done what you
told us, and Indian Jack highly recommended,"
said Dick, who could stand being laughed at as
well as any man; “ but about the waggon and
teamster. The guide recommends buying them
and selling them again when you have done with
them."

All nodded approval.
“ The fact is, Mr. Palmer, you have done so

well already, that we shall leave everything to
your judgment," said Colonel Grant; “still, of
course, get everything as cheap as you can."

“ Thanks, colonel," said Dick. “ I don't think
that you will regret trusting me, sir."

“ Certainly not; but one moment," remarked
the colonel, coming‘ up to him. “ You must
want money."

And he thrust a handful of notes into his hand.
“ You can keep an account, you know," said

the colonel, smiling. “ Int us know about twelve
how things are progressing."

Dick bowed all round, and then retired with
Tom, both feeling as yet rather awkward in
their new costume.

But they would soonbe used to it
,

and this was
so much the better, as it would be some time
before they would change it for anything more
civilised. >

Next day they had their first view of the
half human eons of the forest, who occasionally
made their appearance in the streets of New
York, fantastically painted and decorated with
beads aud flaunting feathers, sauntering about
with an air of listless indifierence; at other
times, inflamed with liquor, swaggt-ring and
whooping and yelling about the town like so
many fiends, which conduct usually ended in
their being locked up.

“ Nice boys to meet in the woods and prairies,"
growled Dick. “ What does the colonel mean
by taking us among them? I shouldn’t mind
handling a dozen of them poor creatures I "

Yet Dick lived to form a very difierent opinion
of them.

But still, they had to go, and at the end of a

week all the preparations were made.
Their first trip was to be the Katskill, or Cat

Hills, so called because of the fact that during
the time of the Dutch domination they were
much infested by catamounts, as well as thickly

pled by bears, wolves, and deer.
They had a strong but light Waggon, four

powerful but not unwieldy oxen, the guide, and
two trusty men of his selection, backwoodsmen.

~These were ordered to hold themselves in
readiness to start at any moment.

It was the evening of the seventh day after
their arrival in New York, and Dick and Tom,
more used to the place, had, under the charge
of Indian Jack and the two subordinate guides
he had hired, gone to one of those lower-class
places of public amusement which were to be
found in a seaport town.

Compared with London or-Portsmouth, it was,

l

The united Yankee and Dutch
mind had not as yet introduced gambling, except
in such a mild form as “ spoiled five

“
or “ catch

the ten."
They played as modern American old maids

are said to play the most exciting games, with

a limit of twopence-halfpenny. The loss of a

shilling by one of these ladies, who are not
poor, is considered a life-long calamity. One
day a member of the set, having won eighteen
pence, her conscience smote her, and she vowed
that gambling was dreadful, and she would
never play again. She never did; but she stuck
to the eighteen-pence I

“I hope we shall start soon," mid Dick, as
they left the gay and festive scene. “ This sort
of life will soon kill me. I don't see what we're
here for l"

"S'blood l" replied Tom King, starting.
They were standing close to the port near the

landing place for paaaengers. As Tom spoke a
number of people who had just arrived came
pouring or-t through a gate, escorted by blacks
and other touts, inviting the iravellers to seek
various places where accommodation was to be
had.

“Plenty of work,“ added Tom, “for there's
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock l"

Dzck Turpin fell back in surprise, but next
moment, remembering his disguise, he stood his
ground and looked.

'

Yesl the two indefatigable and persevering
scoundrels were already on their track.

How could it be?
It was simple enough. Brian and Robert, for

ever on the prowl after the young earl, had
visited one of their favourite haunts on the road
to Portsmouth, and seeing Dick and Tom pass
had followed them.

By one of those singular accidents which do
not often happen in alifetime, the two men were
flush of cash; they had won thousands from a
young baronet, who had just inherited, and were
able to follow on to Portsmouth.

Once in that well-known seaport, it was not
ditlicult to find that a large and distinguished
English party were going out to New York in
the " Ocean Queen."

On inquiry they found that another vessel
sailed in a week, and took their passages ac
cordingly.

This gave them a week on board.
Amazed and astounded as he was, Dick never

for one moment lost his presence of mind, but
followed in the track of the two sleuth hounds
of murder and rapine.

They put up at the “ New Amsterdam House,"
one of the old-fashioned inns frequented by
Hollanders.

It was only eight o'clock in the evening.
The two friends went at once to the residence

of the earl and asked to see the colonel.
They were at once admitted, and found that

gentleman, Lord Jermyn, and two English
gentlemen of position under government, playing
whist in a separate room.

The colonel saw at once that they had im
portant news, but with an expressive look bade
them sit down.

When it was finished. as it happened, the
English officials rose. There was a ball at the
governor's, and it was their duty to attend.

" Don't be late," they said, smiling, as they
gazed at the visitors, whom they believed to be
hired guides. “ We shall expect you."
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39$ THE BLUE DWARF;

" Well l" said the colonel in a low tone.
“ We must leave to-night. Brian Seymour

and Robert Woodstock have traced us," said

Dick, in quite a crest-fallen way.
Colonel Grant and Lord Jermyn gazed at one

another with an appalled look.

“Impossible l" cried Lord Jermyn.
"They have just landed from the ‘Indian

Queen,’ and have gone to the ‘ New Amsterdam

House,‘
" said Dick. "My lord, they must have

been on the scent and followed us to Ports
mouth," added Dick, who had been reflecting
deeply.

“I fancy so," replied the colonel.
start to-night T"

" I think so, sir."
“Remain here, Dick; and you, Tom," con

tinued the colonel, “go to the rendezvous and
have the caravan ready for midnight. Lay it to
English eccentricity; but it can harm no one."

Tom silently obeyed.
“ I will have everything ready for removal,"

proceeded the colonel. " They have plenty of
carts here. Do you in the meantime go to the
" New Amsterdam’ and keep watch and ward.
Who knows? Ont in the wilds we may catch
them napping; and, by heavensl if we do, I
will end this persecution."

The “ New Amsterdam " was not at all a select
house. On the voyage out Brian and Robert had
found this so, and became aware that it was fre
quented by a jolly lot—advcnturers and the
like—aud where some fun was to be had.

Dick knew enouzh about the place to be
aware that his going into the public room might
attract attention, and cause comments to be
made. But there was a drinking-bar in full
view of the public apartment, and this he
entered.

There were not very many men there; but
they were of the humbler sort, and when Dick
civilly asked them to drink-in fact, almost
humbly, as a stranger would—they accepted
without the slightest hesitation.

“Lot of strangers came in from the ‘Indian
Queen?

' " he then said.
“Not many—ouly two here; but they seem

tidy well ofi-—piles of luggage. They do bring
a lot from the old country,” said one of the
“ loafers."

“Yei=," said Dick; “I’ve only lately come
from the old shop; but I didn‘t bring'rnuch
truck."

“ Goin' to try up country I " asked the man.
"Well—yes"—with a slight drawl. “I was

what they call a poacher in England," he added,
with a laugh, “and suppose I can shoot a deer
here, and no questions asked?"

"Yes, sir, and ‘barn, and catamounts, and
deer. None of your blessed game lnws here,
air, as when I was s. boy," retorted the other.

“ Been here some timel " asked Dick.
“ Twenty year," was the answer.
Dick thought that his appearance did not

indicate that he had done much for himself in
that time ; but he made no remark.

He, however, easily set the others talking by
asking them to drink, and thus was able to hear
a great deal that was passing in the sitting
room.

Brian and Robert were too much elated at the
respect with which they were treated, as new |
arrivals from the old country, not to be drawn

“ Can we

into the usual trap held out to all such persons.
They stood a grand supper, and when Dick 4

last peeped in were too far gone to be dangerous
that night.

The moment be discovered this the listener left.
He found everyone ready. All the luggage

had been removed to where the waggou awaited
them, and all was in readiness at the hour of
midnight.

" Indian Jack," said Dick, who knew that the
most consummate flattery with such a man was
to trust him, “ are we to be friends? You know
that your pay will be anything you ask; but I
wish us to be friends during the six months or
more we may pass together."

“And so does Indian Jack!" was the
answer. “ Money very good -—make squaw
happy-got lot of papoose—but friend better."

“ Then, Indian-you are white enough to
know the value of mouey—you shall be the
richest man amongst the guides if you serve
us well," said Dick. “ We have bitter enemies
just come from across the water. Take us
where they cannot find us."

“ Ready l "

quiet

" Good I "
answered Indian Jack.

“ In ten minutes."
Colonel Grant had been wise in leaving all to

Dick Turpin. With better chances the highway
man might have been a general.

He had one good quality essential to success.
He could judge who were to be trusted.

Twenty minutes later the waggon was drawn
out into the silent streets. Not a soul was to be
seen—not a white man, a red man, nor black
man.

The guide, on horseback, led the way.
the rest were mounted, and kept behind.

Lady Laura rode beside her young husband,
wearing a short riding-habit.

Indian Jack had decided to take them into the
heart of the Catskills.

This mountainous region, a part of the State
of New York, contains some of the finest scenery
in the world. Poets, painters, and descriptive
writers-English, American, and foreign—have
wasted words in their endeavours to paint its
beauties.

In vain l It must be seen to be appreciated.
Hills, valleys, trees, thrown together in ad

mirable aud beautiful confusion—gullies, gorges,
streams, in picturesque disorder—-met the eye.

Through the lower flats of this region Indian
Jack had decided to lead his party until he
brought them to a spot with two qualities.

Where they could pass the night in safety and
know when any foe approached.

Dick had fully explained that they were not
afraid of open violence. All they had to fear
was treachery.

The foe was utterly without heart or principle,
and would shoot them from an ambush or crawl
into their camp and stab them to the heart, just
as the Opportunity ofiered.

Indian Jack was nothing if not vain, and
Dick, hnving discovered this, had won his heart
in a way that was irresistible with a half-breed.

He had bought him a complete new suit of
buckskin, a knife, a shot pouch, a powder horn,
and the best rifle in New York.

Indian Jack felt a big man. There was no

position in civilised life which he did not look
down upon.

The caravan crawled until they were half a
mile out of the town.

Then, to the utter amazement and confusion
of the whole party, they found that there was
a water channel before them.

All
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All became aware that the city of Manhattan,
New York, New Amsterdam, or whatever it
might be called, was on an island, and that the
mainland was a quarter of a mile ofl.

Dick stared ; all the rest waited.
Indian Jack waved his hand for silence just as

Dick was going to-well, let us say ejaculate.
“ Come," said the half-breed.
And he led him to where two scows were

moored, that is to say, two large barges, flat
hottomed and wide. In aiae they were as big as
some small men-of-war.

He explained that this was their only way of
reaching the mainland, and showed Dick a huge
ferry rope to which the soows were attached.

Dick now resolved to trust Indian Jack in
everything. First, the ferrymen, six in number,
were roused. They stared at the strange com
pany, but when shown a larger sum in gold
than they had ever seen before in a lump in
their lives, they agreed to do as they were told.

With a rapidity and ingenuity which surprised
everybody, the waggon, oxen, and horses were
put on board. Then the human beings followed.

After this the ferrymsn set to work in a double
way, and pulled on the line, while the four
others, aided by Indian Jack and his two com
rades, used huge and heavy scnlls.

It was arduous work; but occasionally there
was shoal water, and then they began to pole
the scows, which prevented such a heavy strain
on the rope.

The whole thing was an utter novelty to our
friends, but no one expressed any surprise.

The one anxiety was to get away from the
vicinity of the two murderous villains who had
got on their track with such infernal perse
verance and tact.

This extraordinary passage took two hours.
It took some time to get the caravan ready again.

The ferrymen were quite glad to stop on that
ide all night—for a consideration.

As there were no other ferry boats they could
not be followed that night.

As soon as the whole
carpvan resumed its march.

were ready the

CHAPTER CXXXI.
run MOUNTAIN nous.

The night soon cleared, but still the scenery
could not be very well distinguished. They
made out crsgs and trees, and tiny waterfalls,
but nothing very distinctly.

One thing, however, was quite clear. The
road was heavy in the extreme, and the caravan
made but slow progress.

Still, there was very little to fear. By one of
those heaven-sent chances which occur only once
in a lifetime, they were on their guard. They
knew that, in the first place, Brian and Robert
were behind them, and that they had to face
their malignancy and hate.

Secret assassination was the great thing they
had to guard against.

Of course, neither Brian Seymour nor Robert
Woodstock could have come to America without
a good supply of money. But even they could
scarcely realise the lengths to which these scoun
drels would go to attain their ends.

They little thought that at that very moment
they were closeted with two of the most utter,
unhanged rascals in New York and its environs,

plotting the murder of the earl and the abduc
tion of Lady Laura and the child.

They were amply provided with money, which
they had obtained by a daring crime. They had
committed a burglary in a country house, where
they were received and trusted as relatives of
the Earl of Elphick. They had stolen the whole
of the family plate and jewellery, on which
they had raised a large sum.

They were to be feared indeed.
The caravan halted at four in the morning and

camped.
They had comfortable tents; in fact, every

thing had been done on the grandest scale.
Dick, Tom, Indian Jack, and the other men

had one to themselves, where they slept soundly
until a good while afcer morning broke.

Dick and Tom thought they would just like a
look round, and, entering the woods, followed
on in the hope of finding an elevation whence
they could get a good view of their surroundings.

Suddenly they started, and then stood still,
as a weird sound fell upon their ears.

It appeared as if a lot of blacksmiths were at
work in the forest. There was undoubtedly the
sound of repeated knocking with picks or some
thing at no great distance.

Pushing forward, they soon came upon a wild,
weird scene indeed, worthy of the Hart:
Mountains, where an evil spirit holds high revel
on the Brocken.

There was a yawning cavern in the side of a
rock, and within they could see tires and torches,
and many men busily attacking the rocky sides
and the earth with picks, iron wedges, and
hammers.

Wondering what it meant, they advanced
closer, to find themselves near a long, low, log
house, with unmistakable signs of a drinking
sho about it.

T ey at once entered, and found that their
surmises were correct. There was a long bar
provided with drinks of all kinds, while in front
of the counter was a deal table, on which a
sable servant was putting all that was needful
for a breakfast.

They went up, and a fellow in a slouched hat,
very stout and cheery, asked what they wanted.

‘* Two drinks," said Dick, “ and if there’s any
to spare, something to eat."

" Sambo, two more knives and forks,“ the
host said, and then supplied them with whiskey.

“ New in these here parts, strangers I"
“ Oh l yes," replied Dick, “ passing through

with a party. Looking around just to see for
ourselves."

“ No idea of settling 7"
“None; we're from the old country, and are

just seeing life."
The man was evidently satisfied. He feared

they might be “ prospectors," who might offend
gold seekers.

The Catskill mountains were long believed to
be rich in the precious metals. In fact, enough
was found to give an appetite for more, and this
grotto had yielded sutticient to make it worth
Sam Perkins‘ while to start a groggery.

il.
rl

The digger.-I now came lrooping in, rough fel- '-
I

lows-—English, Irish, Scotch, and Dutch, with
canvas pants and red shirts.

Sam Perkins introduced the strangers in a

way that at once relieved any fears the diggers
might have had of rivals, and both D.ck and
Tom were heartily received.

As soon as the copious m ral wu cleared, Dick
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296 THE BLUE DWARF ;

'
which was heard with great interest.

and Tom ordered “ big rummers " round, and

the diggers swore eternal friendship. They had

no time to lose, they said ; in fact, were late, but

begged their new friends to have a big drink, and

put a handful of dollars in the landlord’s hands
for that purpose.

They left amidst the plaudits of the crowd, and
reached the camp just as the caravan was ready
to start.

They explained their singular rencontre,

It was decided’ that evening to make only
such stoppages as were advised by the guides and
teamsters to be necessary for the repose of the
animals.

The leaders were anxious to get over the
prairies and plains to some safe hiding place in
the hills, where they might secrete themselves,
and give Brian Seymour the slip.

The guides said that at a- distance of some four
hundred miles—no distance at all in the new
country-was a valley of great beauty and fer
tility, where they would find everything that man
could wish.

‘

It was in the Indian country, but the tribes in
the vicinity belonged to the Delaware or great

.Mohican race, who were friendly and faithful to
the English.

This, then, was an advantage,'as Brian would
never think of looking for them there.

Two more days sufliced to carry them through
the Catskill mountains, and to descend to the
fertile prairie, with here and there a scanty settle
ment of the hardy pioneers of progress.

From these they received a hearty reception,
such visits being very few and far between.

Their progress over the prairie was now toler
ably rapid, but still sixteen or eighteen miles a day
was considered very good work.

Lord and Lady Elphick were, indeed, delighted.
Mounted on excellent steeds, they rode here,
lhere, and everywhere over the grassy plain,
rousing the birds and small animals from the
prairie grass.

They breathed health every hour, while the
babe, the nurse declared, grew visibly.

la was Supathii-a's original suggestion, and all
were grateful for it.

At the end of the third week they came in
sight of the hills, which were not very lofty, but
still very far ofi western spurs of the Alleghany
Mountains.

They were, in truth, in verdure clad.
The mick was tolerably clear, as if one or two

waygons had passed that way before.
l’ie.~euily they got into a kind of gully, where

the rocks were perpendicular, and the earth
strewed with big stones.

Through this the waggon was dragged, how
ever, at a tolerable pace, the oxen pulling admir- ,
ably. All along they had been well fed, andl'
never overworked, so that they were ready and
willing.

After a journey of about two hours they
came to a kind of ledge, from which there was
a sharp incline, and at the bottom a beautiful
valley, all trees, shrubs, flowers, and running
water.

“ How lovely l" cried Lady Laura, “ one could
live here for ever."

“And wear homespun instead of silks, wooden
bead necklaces ini-tea-I of diamonds, and be pre
sented to some Indian chief instead of to his

‘

Majesty," said her husband laughing.
"Well, I don't exactly mean for aver," the

younglady retorted ; " but wouldn't it be nice to
carry it ofi to England and tack it on to our

ark 7"
P “ Well, yes,“ continued Shelton, “ that is rather
a reasonable proposal for a woman. Eh l what's
u fl!

.

pThe teamsters were unhitching the oxen, and
the guide explained that the slope was composed
of what was called shingle, or loose stones, and

that unless great precautions were taken, in

would reach the bottom rather too rapidly,
upsetting and scattering its contents on every
side. i - -

The remedy was to hitch on two oxen on each
side, and so harness them as to keep the waggon
back by sheer force.

1
All would have to dismount,

ed.
As soon as the oxen were bitched on pro

perly, ths guide got to the head of the waggon

$
1

‘ help to control it, and then it was allowed to
‘de. - ‘

It was quite clear that but for the power of the
teams the waggon would have been upset and
probably broken.‘

As it was, a great deal of pulling and hauling
was nec to make the waggon go slowly.
The wheels, too, were locked.

The horses went down easily, picking their
way carefully. But the English party had to
exercise great care, while the nurse would have

fared but badly had not one of the guides helped
her. The man, a sturdy Yankee, had taken
a great fancy to her, and was most polite in his
rough and rmdy way.

“Jane has made a conquest,
young earl, laughing. .

“ I hope not,” said Laura, quite alarmed ;

" she'll be leaving us for that fellow.”
"Well, now, I call that selfish," retorted her

husband ; " you get married yourself, and don’t
want poor Jane to follow your example. Of
course, we can get another nurse, a black girl, or
even a squaw."

"Shelton, you are a tease; but I hope Jane
will give us proper notice before she leaves," said
Lady Laura. -_

At this moment they reached the bottom, and
all re-mounted.

Indian Jack now proposed that they should
ride forward and select the site of their location,
while the waggon came slowly after.

Indian Jsck was a pretty good judge of white
men's taste, and at once led them to a choice
and beautiful spot. It was about a hundred yards
from the water, with a goodly lot of timber
around.

Indian Jack

the horses being

Laura,’-' said the

pointed to a small mound with a
flat place on top about forty feet across each
way. There he suggested they should build a

block-house, sufficiently strong to resist an attack,
should any of the inimical Indians come that way.

This eventuality he did not much fear. The
nearest Indians lived on the borders of a dense
forest, replete with game, about four miles off,
and these could be easily propitiated with blan
kets, powder, and cheap guns, which could, with
all other neceasaries, be procured from Port Lara
mie, further back in the hills.

These forts were really trading posts, well for
tified, however, as a protection from warlike red
skins and their miserable renegade allies. They
were frequented by traders to buy skins, and
there were dealers there who sold everylhing
that was needed. ~ ~

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

4
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



D

A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 297

Colonel Grunt, who tacitly led the whole party, on the branches of a tree, leaving the ofial and
at once declared that this should be their moun- inferior parts to the vultures and prairie wolves.
tain home.

They would erect one block-house for the heads
of the party, and another for the men, where they
could drink, smoke, and sleep to their heart's
content. '

Indian Jack assured them that the woods would
supply them with plenty of game, bear's meat,

_veuison, turkey, and pig's meat, with no end of
small birds ; while the river would produce an
endless variety of fish.

The guides would undertakento ‘supply the

camp with food, though, of course, they would do c

the same by way of amusement.
As soon as the waggon came up a halt was

declared, and a holiday proclaimed for the rest
of the day.

' ‘ -

|-I
CHAPTER OXXXII.

ax INDIAN con.

Five days later there was a marvellous change
in the scene.

A block-house and a long log hut had been

erected, with a corral, or enclosure, for the
cattle. -

The men, all of them, were provided with
heavy American axes. Knowing that the log
hut had to be built, hammers and all other
necessary tools had been provided.

The logs were a foot square. The windows,
which were four in number, were a foot and a
hulf each way, and had thick wooden shutters.

The roof was sloping, and made from stout
planks cut with axes.

'

The log hut was built in exactly the same way,
but was not quite so lofty.

Two days before, Indian Jack, the two team
sters, and Tom had started with the waggon for
Fort Laramie, about nine miles distant, and were
expected back about noon.

Dick and the two other guides had remained to
finish the block-house, which had been built in
two days.

'

They had plenty of game and fish, and lived
admirably. They could get all they wanted except
tea, sugar, and bacon, which our Englishmen
could not do without. They couldu’t drink the

native whiskey, that is the heads ; but Dick and
Tom had to. Wine .was kept for Lady Laura,
our friends indulging in good “ apple Jack," as
the Americans called cider.

The waggon returned a little after noon, when

everybody dined, and then the “ plunder," asthe
Americans call goods, was apportioned among
the two residences,

It was arranged that next day the two other
guides should go into Fort Laramie with Dick,
Colonel Grunt,and Lord Jermyn to buy blankets,
powder, and guns for the Mohicans, to whom
they intended to pay a friendly visit.

Dick thought he would have a few hours’

amusement that afternoon, and invited Indian
Jack to show him some shooting.

Indian Jack, with whom Dick was a great
favourite, acquiesced, and shortly alter the two
started, crossing the stream and going down the
valley to where it widened into a thickly-wooded
prairie.

Here they were sure to find game, and did so.
Dick had the good fortune to kill a line buck,
with splendid horns, which Indian Jack cut up
into joints, which, with the skin, he hung up

' drumming, assumes an upright

Dick brought down some wild turkeys,-which
were very good eating. Generally theyare shot
at night, when flving to roost.

'

All this, however, seemed very much like
what he had done iu England. What he wanted
was something new; He was not long before
he was mightily astonished.

As they
Dick suddenly came to a standstill, as he heard
what sounded like the beating of a drum in the .

‘distance.
“ Eh, Jack, what's that 7" he asked.
“ Gome—see l " replied the dusky hunter, with

a smile. “ Keep quiet."
Dick followed his guide a considerable dis

tance, until they reached the edge of a thicket,

int:
which, motioning for silence, Jack led the

ot er.
Reaching a hedge of cactus, behind which the

noise continued, Jack signed him to look and
make no noise.

And what did Dick see?
A magnificent bird, called the rnflied grouse,

common in those days. It was this bird that
was drumming.

The peculiar noise made by them while
drumming is usually heard while the bird is
standing on a log, but the log has nothing to do
with the sound produced. The bird, while

position and

drops his wings until the flight feathers almost
or quite touch the log, or other perch, on which
he stands. _

He then, by an intense muscular efiort, makes
quick, spasmodic beats with his wings. In doing
this the ends of the wing feathers may, and per
haps sometimes do, touch the log. It is the
intense quiver of the flight feathers as they
come in contact with the still air in the short
and intensely-rapid beats, that produce the soft,
yet powerful and far-reaching sound.

No impact of a feather or feathers witha solid
substance—especially a moss-covered log—could
ever make the sound, soft as it is; and it seems
to come to you from every direction, so that it
requires a quick and practised ear to locate it
correctly.

Dick looked in silence for some time, and then
he spoke.

“Well, I'm blessed l" he said. " I must take
that home," and he felt for his gun.

But the bird had vanished, and Dick was left
staring blanlrly, while Indian Jack shook with
suppressed laughter.

Dick made no remark, but followed the Indian
in silence some little distance, until they reached '

one of those trees with wide spreading branches,
the boughs of which begin two or three feet
from the ground.

Suddenly Indian Jack gave n sharp, yelp-like
cry, and pointed to the tree.

Dick quite startled, reached the first branch‘
just as Indian Jack fired his rifle.

Then the Londoner saw a drove of little
animals rushing at them, about two feet high,
with little eyes, and with strong tr-sks like
boars’, only smaller and sharper than those seen
in Europe.

Indian Jack in amoment went beside hirn
and informed him that these were peccaries, the
wild hogs of the prairie, some of the most vin

dicftive
and dangerous animals the hunter has

to ace.

picked their way through the grass,‘

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

4
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



run BLUE nwsar;

The git, ,plained that once it sees a man it
will nevi fave him ; it lies down and waits.
It is of M‘; use to kill one after another unless

all the Ears are slain. The incautious hunter
who ffls it in the open is sure to.be gored to
death.

“ Wlut are we to do f" asked Dick, ruefully.
" IL1l—one—two—three—kee firing, friend,

hear~——" was the answer. “ en quite dark- ,0 away."
ink listened with perfect awe. He could

scarcely believe that a drove of these little pigs
could be so dangerous.

He, however, began, in common with Indian
Jack, to fire at the little brutes. Several of them

_ were killed, but the savage animals sat upon
their haunches looking steadily at their ex

pected prey.
“This is infernal l" said Dick, at last. “ I've

a great mind to get down and have ashy at
them.” _“ Kill dead l" replied the guide.

Dick was wise enough to take the experienced
hunter's advice, and remained still.

At fixed intervals they fired, until presently it
began to get dark. But the persistent little
brutes never moved.

At last, under the leafy arches of the trees it
was quite dark, and they could no longer see
the piggies.

But they could hear their sharp and savage
little grunts.

Presently, however, that ceased, and they
w(re about to descend, when the Indian fired
anolher shot, which was answered by a shout at
no great distance.

Then the two hunters came up
orce what the difficulty was. They could not
help laughing at Dick's indignation at being
trted by such little brutes.

When he got back, however, he ate some
bioaieu peccary for supper. His employers were
very mucn amused at the relation of his ad
ventures, which he told with great vivacity and
humour.

Next day Dick, the two hunters, the colonel,
and Lord Jermyn started for Fort Laramie,
which they round to be a very extensive trading
post, with a wall eleven_ feet high and eight
wide. The outside and inside were made of
piles driven into the ground, the vacancy being
tilled with earth.

No Indian would venture to attack such
fortifications with white men behind them.

The travellers were well received by the
agents, some of whom were men of substance
and posilion, with wives and families in the
cities, where, after a few years, they retired.

The chief trader, Mr. Farnham, invited the
two English genllemen to his house, and was
amazed to find that one of them was a lord.
When told that they intended locating for a
season, he asked permission to pay his respects.

Of course they would be very glad to see him

;_
,

and any of his friends.

; Meanwhile, Dick and the others were buying
all that was wanted of the minor traders, as the
big ones merely purchased the skins and furs,

7
! which, when carefully prepared, are sent ofi to

the nearest river, and shipped in scows to the sea.
1\lr.Farnbam was very intelligent and well

informed, and gave them a great deal of in
formation about the country and the Indians.

It was quite late in the afternoon when they
rose to start, reaching home towards dusk of

and saw at

evening. A few days later Mr. Farnham and
some of the other leading traders came riding
over early, and were delighted to be introduced
to two real live countesses.

Our people made them as comfortable as pos
sible, and a very pleasant day was spent. The
English and Americans fraternised, and Mr.
Farnham invited them all to pay a visit a fort
night hence to the fort.

All the ty became convinced that their
American ]ourney would be a very pleasant
afiair, little expecting the terrible trials they
would have to pass through in that land, which
would cause all they had sufiered in England to
seem as nothing.

But the knowledge of the future is mercifully
concealed from us.

Two days later, they paid a visit to the great
village of the Mohicans, who received them with
great afiability. They had been preceded by
Indian Jack and the traders with pack horses
loaded with the presents.

The whole tribe, male and female, old and
young, turned out and gave them a grand re

ception, with speeches, which fortunately were
short, as they had to be interpreted.

Then giving the whole party seats—the Blue
Dwarf and Dick were abseut—-they gave them

a great Indian spectacle. There was a war
dance, a game of ball-one of the gayest scenes
in Indian life; after which there were foot races
and other amusements.

When they rose to go, after a treaty of amity
had been declared, binding them to defend their
new friends oi at armis, all the young men
mounted and accompanied them to within a
mile of their residence.

The ladies, when their first fright was over,
became quite delighted with the gallant young
Delawares, who were as gentle in their way of
speaking as the most refined gentlemen in their
own country. Everyone has noticed this par
ticular, especially in regard to the Delawares, the
gentle race who were exterminated through their
fidelity to the English.

Two more days passed, and then something
happened which had a marked efiect on their
fortunes.

Sapathwa, confined perforce to the block
house in the daytime, was in the habit of going
out at night, sometimes by himself, sometimes
with Dick.

On the third evening after the visit to the
Indian village, Sapathwa rose, after every one
slept, from the corner he always occupied in the
block-house, and went forth unarmed to wander
through the woods—his favourite amusement in
England.

Indian Jack saw him depart, but his orders
were to take no notice of his proceedings, in
structions he was only too ready to obey after
obtaining one glimpse of his unearthly counten
anee.

When all hands were summoned to breakfast,

it was found that Sapathwa was missing.
In an instant the camp was up and nothing

else thought of. Everyone able to move dis

persed to scour the neighbourhood.
Dick and Bill Simmons, one of the scouts,

started together on foot. He knew not why,
Lut seemed to think he should find him near the
great Delaware village.

Sapathwa had spoken a great deal about the
Mohicans, and expressed a great desire to study

them, their habits and modes of thought.
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They reached to within half a mile of_th_e'
Mohican town,.and there saw that a crowd was

When the Indian had waited some minutes, a
I

slight sign summoned him to the side of one of
going towards the village, carrying ‘something the chiefs.
elevated on their shoulders. .

Hurrying up and getting into the crowd, their
astonishment may be conceived.

On wild’ men’s shoulders was a platform of
poles and skins, upon wuich, sitiing erect on a
stool, was the Blur. Dwarr, looking more serene,
proud, and contemplative than th.-y had ever
seen him before. He gazed down upon the
hideous painted throng with a kindly smile of
protection, keeping his countenance admirably.
despite the hideously comic and distorted crowd
below.

In front marched a medicine man, made up to
look as fearful as he could imagine himself.
Some shouted, some danced, some blew horns,
and all who were not carrying their strange
demi-god rushed halter-skelter with terrific yells.

Sapathwa saw Dick, and his lips whispered a
faint sound. '

“Do nothing! say nothingl
Go l" g l

And they went without another word, and
rushed back to report the astounding event
which had occurred.

“Taken him for a god," said Indian Jack,

grinping ; " all safe ; expect one from the rising
sun.

'

Alllndian races believe in the advent of a great

Quite safe l

Sapathwa was putting away his platter, and
in the act of drinking from the goblet.

Indian Jack announced the visit of the white
men, and pointed out where they were approach
in .

is they came up and saw what was going on,
it was with difliculty they controlled their risible
faculties.

But this would have spoiled all, as, except in
the privacy of the domestic circle, Indians never

laugh.
Greetings took place, and then the great

sachem asked their business.
Indian Jack stepped forward and made a

speech, in which he saidall that had been agreed
on.
‘ He thanked the redskins for their kindness to

the great paleface medicine man, and promised
them a rich. pruent of coloured blankets as a
reward. He then further explained that they‘
could not do without their 00!I]l1I'0I'.' '

,The Indians looked grave. It was quite evi
dent that. they would part with their inspired
captive reluctantly.

At this moment Indian Jack unfolded a parti
cularly bright blanket in purple and gold, and
threw it on the sachem's knee.

Some men sneer at dressy uniforms and the
saviour to their race from the East. This is be- I like ; but the human mind is impressed.
lieved to be some.old tradition about the second
coming of Montezuma.

'

Our friends were infinitely amused, but were
in a way alarmed. .~. _ _

But a consultation was held, Indian Jack and
Dick being called in, and it was finally agreed
to claim him next day as their great medicine
man, who had power to change himself into any
shape he liked, and whose breath could wither
the strongest man.

f‘ Give him up quick," grinned Indian Jack,
“ when hear that.‘

And none had any doubt 5f the circumstance.
Indians are very superstitious.

They are also born conjurors. In one or two
tribes they have men who can do table-turning
in a way which would shame the paltry professors
of- the “ai-t" in Euro

At an early hour the whole party was collected.
Lady Laura, Lady Jermyn, the nurse and baby,
with the amorous guide, were left at home.

All the rest mounted and rode at a rapid pace
for the Mohican village. When they came within
a couple of hundred yards, they drew rein and
dismounted.

Indian Jack went forward, and walked into
the centre of the camp.

Hie astonishment was great.
Sapathwa was taking his breakfast in public,

waited on by some of the leading men.
He was seated in a tent, the sides of which had

been drawn, so that all could see. The Blue
Dwarf, still preserving his complacent gravity,

'

accepted from two kneeling braves some broiled
meat on a platter. It was cut, but the Indians
had given him a knife and a pointed stick, which
he was using very freely.

Another held in one hand a wooden goblet
and a bottle, which Indian Jack knew well con
tained whiskey.

Several of the sachems sat looking on, evi
dently delighted with the imperturbable serenity
of their new god, .

A. great writer has said, “ Some years since
when a great orator was made lord mayor, he
used.fo wear a red gown and a cocked hat, the

- splendour of which delighted him as much as a
new curtain ring in her nose and a string of glass
beads round her neck charms Queen Quashee
ma-boo."

The great writer then calls this “twopenny
splendour."

He was wrong. A lord mayor in evening
dress would impic-is no one.

.Then Indian Jack having announced thatva.
hundred similar ones would be presented to the:
tribe in a-few ‘days, arnurmur oftsatisfuction
went round the group.

The great sachem then made a speech, ex
pressed his desire to be at amity with their white
brethren, and at once gave up their great medi
cine man.

All they asked was that they should be allowed
to take him to the confines, where his horse
would await him

All agreed, and hurried away to avoid laugh
ter, and be ready to receive their medicine man.

All mounted ready except Indian Jack, who
stood waiting with a horse.

A few minutes elapsed, and then the sound of
horns, with the accompaniment of some mono
tonous chant, was heard, and the procession came
in sight. -

It was exactly the same as before, but what
chiefly astounded our friends was the stolid
gravity of Sapathwa.

The outside of the stockade was reached, and
then the transfer took place.

Sapathwa was assisted to mount his horse, and
the whole party rode oli at a sober pace, which
was kept up until they were out of sight of the
village.

l Then Colonel Grant turned to Snpathwa.
" How could you do it l" he asked; “how keep
your countenance amid that gang T"

\
“They were not frightened at me, and they
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500 THE BLUE DWARF;

were kind to me," was the rather bitter
answer. _

Colonel Grant made no reply, and the subrect

‘h'°,lPP°d'.
.‘

he time passed pleasantly enough in excur
sions in the forest, picnics in wonderful places,
rides to curious caves and mighty waterfalls,
\ntil at last the day came round for the visit to

‘file fort. _
All the heads were to go save Sspathwa, while

the escort was to be composed of Dick, Tom, and

Indian Jack. _
It was a fine day, and a pleasant journey.

Shelton and Laura enjoyed it especially.
The fort was enfeta.
Flags and banners had been hoisted, and when

the advancing aortége came in sight several old
cannon were fired.

The gates were open, and were surrounded by
amotley collection of loafers—Indians and whites
and halt breeds—who gazed with wonder at the

gay throng. _ _
Then the traders came out and received their

guests, whom they led ‘into the inside oi the fort,
where a pavilion had been erected for their
accommodation.

At the steps leading up to this they all alighted,
and were conducted into a gaily-decorated hall,
where the banquet was ls id out.

Some neatly-dressed women conducted the
ladies to an apartment specially reserved, and
then the attendants proceeded to spread the
table.

The banquet was copious, and there were
many delicacies, and even had there been de
ficiencies, they would have been made up for by
the cordial hospitality of the givers of the

banquet. _
A very pleasant day was spent, and it was

quite evening when the cavalcade returned,
jocund and happy. _ _

Would they have been in such high spirits
had they seen, amid the hangers-on round the

gate, two pairs of evil eyes fixed upon them as

they passed, with a look of triumph and

hstel.
A week passed, and then one morning an

Indian runner came to the white men's camp to
bid them be careful.

’

It was rumoured that the Sioux, who dwelt iir
the hills at a distance of thirty miles, had heard.
of the wealth of the palefaces, and were priv
paring for a serious attack on them.

Some loafing halt-breed from the tort had
spread the news abroad.

The Mohicans sent a message to say that they
would fight to the last gasp for their paleface
friends; but \\ hat they had to guard against
were ambushes and surprises.

The runner was thanked, and an invitation he
brought for someone to visit the camp and
confer was accepted.

He then departed with presents galore, and
was made quite happy.

It was then decided that Dick and Indian
Jack should visit the Mohican village, with
powers to treat.

The rest would remain near the block-house,
keeping a good look-out for enemies.

On reaching the village the Indian, without
any circumlocution, proposed that a number ot
young men should start in small parties for the
Sioux territory, and that these should be followed
up by a larger party, which Indian Jack and
Dick would accompany.

They would then be able to get good informa
tion as to the movements of the Sioux, and be
prepared.

The sachem emphatically declared that it a
plundering expedition entered their territory to
injure the whites, not a man of them would
leave that region alive.

While they were still conferring, Tom rode up
to ask what hnd been settled.

Dick told him, and he at once rode back with
the news.

An hour later they started on an expedition
which, if a man had said a year ago he would
have joined in, he would have set him down as
a lunatic.

They were to go on foot, make as long a march
as they could that day, rest until midnight, and
then start for the neighbourhood of the Sioux
village.

END OF VOLUME IL
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME.
BY PERCY B. ST. JOHN.

VOLUME III.
a L

CHAPTER CKXXIII.
TH] TBLIL OI‘ THE SEBPENT.

The start was made next day as soon as light
broke in the east.

Dick was surprised at everything he saw. He
noted how the Indians went straight ahead
without looking to the right or left, and how their
keen and eagle eyes took in every detaiL

Indian Jack and Dick were accompanied by
eight stalwart redskins under the guidance of a
young chief named Chinjackgook, father of the

-I celebrated Uncas of historical and romantic
fI.Il‘l8- 0

.The young brave was a fine handsome fellow
for an Indian, armed with rifle, tomahawk, and
hunting knife.

He had discarded all superfluous clothing, and
stood erect, a really noble-looking Indian.

They strode along without noise and without
speaking until night came.

Then they halted beneath some stunted oaksl

and prepared for rest.
ln the west, a stormy and lurid sunset was

fading out, fierce red and brazen yellows paling
into sullen grey. One long fiery lane of that
wrathful sunset, slanting down the pines, struck
the hills beneath which they rested.

A hurried meal was taken, and then, wrapping
themselves in their blankets, all rested.

At midnight they were on foot again, and
ready for the march.

Their way was now through inlets and canons,

(ravines with perpendicular sides), dried-up
water courses, and the like.
V- Two hours before daybreak, they were in sight
of the great Sioux village, which was in a deep
valley beneath.

Slowly descending the slop of a hill they thus
reached _a grove of in-ees round a pool called
Blue Spring, because of the colour of the clayey
bottom, and of the bubbling springswhich sup
plied the pond.

Here two of their young men awaited them.
They had been in the village and learned that
an expedition a hundred strong, led by renegades,
would start that night to surprise and destroy1

- the whites.
Council was held, and then Ohinjackgook de

cided to send back some of the runners, while
he.and his party would follow and watch the
invaders.

Dick and Indian Jack would stay with this

The young warrior, before starting, told them
the path the invaders would follow. They would
enter the hills through a particular gully.

Here the scouts would await them, and
when they had passed, follow in their foot
ate

The gully was narrow, but at its mouth was a

dense mass of thicket. In this they concealed
themselves and waited.

An hour before sundown, they saw them cross
the intervening plain from the villhge to the hills.

A solid column of painted warriors in their
full panoply, ready for the war path.

They would pass close to them.
There was a group of leaders in front, severa-l

half-casts, in the semi-garb of Indians and fron
tiers-men, with those Indians.

They were abreast, and Dick Turpin, peering
out, recognised under their disguises Brian Sey
mour and Robert Woodstock.

He gasped for breath, but said not one word ;
these hell-hounds had tracked them to their
lair, and all their precautions were compara-
tively useless.

It was indeed a fearful blow.
What had they not to thank the forethought

of their Indian friends forl .
As i-oon as the enemy had passed out of sight,

Dick explained, through Indian Jack, that the
party was led by deadly foes from beyond the
seas, who wished to deprive ui_-i beloved master
of life, wealth, and his beautiful bride.

“ Ugh l" said the chief, in a tone that did not
promise much for their foes.

Silently, stealthily, they followed to the end
of the gully, which debouched upon a plain.
There in a thicket they found some of their young
men, and horses for the whole party.

Not a moment was to be lost.
They reached the village in an incredibly

short space of time.
A large party of armed Mohicans now accom

panied Dick aud Jack to the blockhouse.
The information brought by Dick was as

astounding as it was awful.
The earl shivered. Such persevering hate and

malignancy seemed incredible.
After a brief halt, Dick and Tom and the two

other scouts returned to the Mohican village,
where a band of one hundred and fifty young
braves awaited them.

Then they sallied forth and put themselves in
the ambush, by the only way the foe could
come.

‘ i

They had not long to wait. Silent as the
shadows of the night the Sioux deflled out of
the forest, and then

The fearful war whoop of the Delawares was
heard, and like an avalanche, they fell upon the
foe.

It was an awful scene.
Some fell at the first attack, others in the dea

perate fight that followed, and others, fleeing,
were tomahawked and soalped.

' -

When the bloody fight was over the corpses
were examined.

‘

Those of Brian and Robert were not among
them.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 303

They were of the half dozen, not more, who
hail escaped the fearful massacre.

Trouble was not yet over. But the Indians
had received a lesson they would not soon forget.

The whole party returned, the Indians jubilant
and happy. They had not had such a crop of
scalps for a long time.

The rejoicings lasted for hours.
In the morning Dick and Jack returned to the

block-house to carry the news.
Danger was over for a time ; but they would

never be safe.
The Indians, however, solemnly aamred them

that no evil should come if only they would
trust to them.

After a long council, it was resolved to take
the advice of the Mohicans, and trust to them,
instead of breaking up their mountain home.

But every precaution would be taken.
When Chinjackgook came the next day, he

iniimated that experienced scouts, warriors of
renown, would be always kept on the hills sur
rounding the Sioux village.

The chief suggested the capture of one of their
renegade allies, and bringing him to the camp,
where, by bribery or terrorism, he might be
brought to play the traitor.

This was approved of, and it was arranged
that Chinjackgook with a dozen of his warriors,
and accompanied by Dick and Jack, should visit
the neighbourhood of the Sioux, and make the
capture.

CHAPTER CXXXIV.
rm: roar-zsr asrmna.

Dick began to think himself quite a forest
ranger, and to talk familiarly of scalps and moc
casins and tomahawks, like a native to the
manner born.

He made the scouts smile sometimes, but his
valour and pluck were too great to be doubted.

He began at once to make preparations for the
pedition.
“ See how wise it was to bring you," observed

Safiathwa,
with one of his hideous grins.

ick looked pleased. He was not sorry him
self. The life was a healthy one, and not more
risky than the highway, with the gibbet in the
distance.

The party, fourteen in number, was well pro
vided with provisions, arms and ammunition,
and started, as is usual on such expeditions, on
foot. ,

Horses are hard to conceal, and in the way.
They started on this occasion at dawn, several

scouts having declared the passes in the hills to
be quite free.

That the Sioux were armed for war they knew,
but they also knew that they could not com
mence active proceedings until they received the
support of one or more afiiliaied tribes.

This would take time,and besides the Delawares
were prepared.

That is always half the battle.
Dick had soon got used to the moccasin, which

suited the country, and quite admired himself in
his war costume.

He would have some fine stories to tell when
got back to the tight little island.

He had written by Tom King’s hand to his
family, saying that he came over to America in
search of some property which he believed be
longed to him.

G!

he

It was bright and gay when the expedition
started.

They had gone about six or seven miles, when,
entering upon a small plain, they came very
near to a herd of buffaloes.

Dick saw a wild, confused mass of cattle, with
shaggy heads and powerful horns, and turned
to Indian Jack.

“What are they T" he asked.
" Bison of the prairies," replied Jack.
"Good eating?" remarked Dick.
“ Good hunt first," grinned the other.
Dick, in his anxiety for a nearer view of the

animals, had advanced alone on the grassy plain.
Suddenly one of the foremost bulls made a dart. '

He had seen the red shirt of the prairie
hunter, and bisons or bufialoea are very mucil .

like ordinary bulls, and this had at once exaspe
rated his somewhat hasty and uncertain temper.

Lowering his head, so that his shaggy mane
fell over his eyes, almost blinding him, he made
for Dick, the whole hundred or more bulls and
cows following, with the result of making a noise
very much resembling distant thunder.

Dick stood amazed for a moment, and then
felt a hand clutch his arm and drag him beneath
the shelter of the forest.

On came the terrible brutes, the one which
had sighted Dick leading. It was like the rush
of an avalanche, and anyone who had dared
to have faced it would haie rued the day.

Still they continued their headlong course,
until Indian Jack, taking steady aim, tired and
hit the foremost bull just behind the shoulder,
when the huge, unwieldy animal fell to his .
knees, and a large portion of the others stumbled
and fell. Soon, however, they were up and
away, leaving their leader to his fate.

The remit was the killing of the bufialo. The
beast was then cut up, and a small portion, in
case of its being required, taken, while the rest,
wrapped in the skin, was hoisted into a tree.

The journey was then continued, but they did
not cross the hills that night. They halted and
made a feast of the bufialo meat and soup,
which Dick found to be delicious.

At grey of dawn they were again on foot, and
making their way in the direction of the Sioux
village. Two hours later they were in a valley,
a rough place, all stone, shingle, and boulders.

It was the direct path to the Sioux town.
They selected a spot whence they could see

without being seen. They would trust to the
chapter of accidents, and it might serve them.

Presently they heard footsteps, and saw a
man coming staggering along.

He proceeded some little distance and then
seated himself on a large boulder, apparently
for rest and reflection.

A faint and gentle breeze was stirring softly
through the cedars that plumed the rugged hills
around, and the mists of an Indian summer
threw a glory over all ; but to the wanderer
seated on the boulder the singular beauty of the
scene presented no attractions.

He was apparently a young man ; but his
flushed and haggard face betokened continued
dissipation. He had a heavy-set frame, indi
cating strength, and an unkempt beard and hair,
which he was permitting to grow long.

He wore an old pair of buckskin punts, which
had likely been left olf by some bull-whacker,
and his head was adorned with a large wide
brimmed hat, surrounded with a thick gilt baud,

I
and the edge of the brim surrounded with tinsel.
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304 THE BLU E DWARF ;

He carried a rifle, while in his belt was a knife
and an old dragoon pistoL - . - V

They thought that perhaps this man, evidently
a loafer from one of the drink» shops.at.the.
nearest fort, had been ti'ying_hi< luck among=the=
Indians, and might prove useful. , .

Indian Jack was commissioned to interview:
him ; he believed he knew him as Tom-.Williams,.
a rustler. - - e .1 -

But at that moment “another lcharacter ap
upon the scene, and Jack at .onoe

motioned them to be still. <

“Some fun," he.said, and pointed to the teas
of the rustle.r,.where an Indian, in all the glory
of paint and feathers, was making his noiseless
way like a midnight ghost-like a crafty and
stealthy wolf—on the trail of the rustler.

When he occasionally arose from his crouching
position to reeonnoitre, the matchless symmetry
of liis form was apparent at a glance.

Broad, athletic, and sinewy as a panther, he

presented a fine resemblance to the statue of
Apollo Belvedere.

Indian Jack knew this to be Sleeping Otter,
one of the most cruel and vindictive of the
Sioux tribe. »

Now Indian Jack reasoned that if he could
save the rustler, gratitude would make him de
voted to their interests. r.

Meanwhile the Sleeping Otter advanced.
When he had approached within close proximity
to his victim, he halted in a cluster of rose vines,
and, unsheathing his knife, severed, one by one,
the little metal bells which fringed his deerskin
leggings, lest their sound might betray him.

'l‘hen began an exhibition of that wonderful
cat-like cunning—that craft of stealing noise
leesly and shadow-like upon his prey—which
only an Indian attains to perfection. Not adry
twig nor weed snapped beneath his weight.

When the breeze stiffened suddenly and agi
tated the cover of grass and vines through which |
he was making his serpentine way, he glided
swiftly forward; when it lulled again his pro
grem was slow and toilsome, but noiseless as the
shadows of the drifting clouds.

A cluster of sunflowers is reached at length,
and his victim is within easy range of his rifle.

Indian Jack listens bresthlessly and gels his
gun ready.

There was an evil and malevolent glitter in
the Indian’s dark eye as he hissed, “Nippo
shmk-Itah I" (" Die, dog I")

Then for an instant, like a kneeling statue in
bronze, the feathers of his painted headdress
scarcely stirring, his long black hair falling down
his shapely shoulders, his eye glanced along the
polished barrel.

Then a white pnfi of smoke burst from his
ambush, followed by a shriek, a dreamy whistle,
and a yell of fiendish disappointment, as another
pufi of smoke arose, and the Sleeping Otter, dis
coucerted in his aim, fell dead, the bullet crash
ing through his brain.

At the double sound the rustler rose, and at a
glance took in the situation.

There was Sleeping Otter lying dead on the
ground, his rifle still smoking, himself dead, and
lndian Jack, with his gun in the same state,
beckoning him to come to him.

The other obeyed at once, and when asked for
an explanation gave it freely.

It appears that he had been hanging round the
Indian camp, with a number of renegades and
half breeds, when one of them, Simon Renard,

.down to the nearest fort and trading
having come into some money, took a party

station and
stood the ordinary round of drinks.

Sleeping Otter happened to be there, and. like

a
ll his race,gladly accepted the drinks ofiered

im.
There was a drunken orgie, of which Tom was

the leading spirit, and which ended in a terrible
row. Sleeping Otter was unmercifully beaten,

»am'1_draggqd out for dead. Tom himself, in a

maudlin state of intoxication, was told of this in
the morning, well knowing how bitter would be
the 1ndian’s feeling of revenge.

He feared to return to the Sioux, and yet
knewnot what to do. Suddenly he bethought
him of going to the Delawares for refuge, and
now his life had been saved by one of their
friends.

Indian Jack now explained that, as Sleeping
Otter was dead, he had nothing to fear from the
Sioux, but that he might win a very handsome
reward if he would be faithful alone to them, and
keep them well-informed of the movements of
the Indiana

“ Could I hev enough to get to hum?" he.
asked.

“ Yes," replied Indian Jack ; “ do you want l"
“ Yes, if I cud get to hum respectable," was the

answer.

'

Torn Williams’s story was a common one. He
was a rustler—a word with many meanings. If

a man is worthless, and possessed of a happy
faculty of living without work, contriving inge
niously to live on the bounty of others, he is a

rustler. Among the regular soldiers a comrade
who is always -‘ broke," and yet manages very
adroitly to get as many drinks ~at the bar as
others who have cash to pay, he is a wonderful
rustler.

'

Tom Williams when a boy got some notion of
being a great Indian fighter, and was bursting
with ambition to distinguish himself as " Red
handed Tom, the Terror of the Trail," and so
he ran away from home to a small town of
twenty houses built of pine and cedar logs, which
was a kind of summer rendezvous for hunters
and trappers who plied their avocatious along
the neighbouring lakes and rivers. The little
grassy vales lying among the adjacent hills were
favourite camping places for the wandering
Sioux.

We have seen what the expectant Bed-handed
Tom, the Ten-or of the Trail, had become.

Dick Turpin now interviewed Tom Williams,
and explained to him that if he would only be
faithful to them he should go home to his old
mother and be amply provided for the journey
with arms, ammunition, and a horse.

Upon this Tom Williams swore eternal fidelity
to the new friends he had made, and returned to
the camp for instructions, after which he started
for the Sioux village, the Mohicans retreating to

a secure fastness in the hills to await his return.
When the evening shadows were falling a

cayote crept slyly from a gloomy cranny, and
trotted hurriedly across the little opening to
where the body of the Indian lay. For an instant

it snufied eagerly at the little puddle of blood
which had oozed from his head, lapped a mouth
ful, then dropping upon its haunchcs, threw up
its head and pierced the twilight air with a long
howl of mournful delight.

Hither and thither from the lonesome caves
came answering cries, and soon a large band of
these prowling hyenas of the plains were hold
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 305

ing a goodly banquet on the flesh of the dead

Sioux.

CHAPTER CXXXV.
-ml Afracl on run: anocx novel.

Dick and the rest of the
party

now went into
hiding, while Jack and two ndians returned for
a supply of buflalo beef, which they were to cook
and bring up for the night's consumption.

They had a splendid hiding place, where, unless

by accident, none would find them.
It was one of the subterranean

which those hills are honeycombed. It was lofty
enough for health, and, which was of essential

grottoes with

g importance, it had a pure spring of water pass
ing through it in a transparent and pellucid
stream.

Dick Turpin was delighted. He was rather
sensible to the influence of the romantic and the
picturesque. It reminded him of his own cave
in Ep ing Forest, and of stories he had heard
about bin Hood, Little John, and Friar Tuck.

The rest of the day passed without further
adventure, and when night came the others reap
peared with a goodly supply of food. In all
military afiairs the commissariat department
must be looked to, under the penalty of failure.

It was dawn the next day when they saw Tom
Williams coining up the gulch.

He was walking with a more erect and firm
step than on the previous day.

His information was important. A great ex
pedition was being organised against the
lllohicans and their new allies, the English tra
vellers. It was the popular belief of the tribe
that the palefaces had untold wealth at their
disposal, and that if they could capture their
treasure they could win complete mastery over
all the Indians of the plains.

Upon hearing this it was at once determined
to return to the block-house.

Dick Turpin took care to do everything in his
power to win the confidence of Tom Williams,
and succeeded.

He knew the men Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock well, only since they had dyed their
skin and assumed the character of renegudes they
called themselves Simon Green and John Bux
ton.

Dick now began to think that the journey to
America was, indeed, a good notion, as, it they
could, under cover of this peculiar warfare,
“ wipe out " their enemies, it might save a great
deal of trouble, and probably also to the hang
man.

When asked about returning to the Sioux vil
lage, Tom professed himself quite ready todo so,
us, knowing his wandering habits, they never
entertained any suspicion. -

He was very often in the habit of going out
shooting, and, if successful, going down to the
fort to sell it for drink, and then wandering back
to hang about the camp.

But all decision was left until they returned to
head-quarters.

'l hen a very remarkable one was come to.
The Mohicans decided on removing their vil

laze bodily to the valley occupied by the pale
faces.

The tents could easily be moved, while as for
the stockade and wigwams the materials for

éhem
could easily be found iu the neighbouring

crest.

A holocaust was made of the old camp, which
burned like tinder.

The palefacss were delighted. as this amal
gamation of the twoforces would be a great source
of strength to both parties, and save a lot of
running to and fro.

Dick told the story of the rustler to his ell

ployers,
and they at once to send him

ome whenever he liked to rejoin his mother's
hearth and begin a new life.

Still they would detain him yet a little longer,
in case his services might be required.

And Tom Williams was delighted to win his
spurs and return to a state of usefulness, after the
degradation into which he had fallen.

He again returned to the Sioux village, where
he remained two days.

On his return he explained that the delay in
the attack was caused by the non-arrival of a
branch tribe, which had promised to join them.
Immediately they came the attack would take

lace.p
Tom Williams would have no need to return to

the Sioux village any more, for which he was
very thankful, as he lived in continual fear of
being found out.
' But other scouts were sent out, so as to have
plenty of warning when the time came ior the
long-thrcatened attack.

To be thoroughly prepared would be half the
battle.

Dick and Tom, from sheer love of adventure,
elected to be of the scouting pm-ties.
the excitement of life, and prevented them from
feeling they were getting rusty.

'

Indian Jack and Chinjackgook were the party
they
words of Mnhican, which, though very guttural,
was not an unpleasant language.

Their general plan was to get into the hills
overlooking the Sioux village, where they could
watch all that happened below.

It was the fourth morning after the first return
of Tom Williams, and one party of scouts were
in their mountain eyrie on the watch, when
they saw at early dawn that the Sioux were in
motion.

All were collecting.
Dick had a powerful though small telescope,

by means of which he was able to make out that
the warriors were arming, and the war horses
were being led out.

The hour was come, and there was no time to
be lost.

Their horses were not far away, so that there
was no diificulty about returning to the camp.

In half an hour after their appearance every
one was on foot.

A selected party of fifty young braves were
sent to keep guard over the block-house, which
was well known to be the centre of attrac
tion.

Dick and Tom, with Indian Jack, were to act
with the Mohicaus, with a particular view to the
looking after Brian and Robert, whom they pro
mised themselves the pleasure of settling per
sonally, when all objections to a return to Eng.
land would be removed.

And yet, why should they desire so much to
return to their native shores l

Here they were free, well fed and clothed, and
handsomely paid, without any tear of stern
handed justice turning upon them.

But still both felt an irresistible attraction
which called them over the seas to their homes,

It kept up

always went with, and both knew a few~
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THE BLUE DWARF;

to their wild and lawless life, to the uproarious | the swckade, they could make a further despe
existence of their dearly-beloved London.

The women, old men, and children were left
behind in the village, which was protected by a

strong stockade, and the others going out selected
strong positions in which to post themselves
in three divisions.

' Chinjackgook commanded one party,supported
by his most renowned chiefs, and these were

posted behind a long natural hedge of cacti as
ambush ; the two other divisions lay in waiting
in the woods.

It was twelve o'clock, the sun poured down its
heated rays on the whole scene, there being
scarcely any wind.

In fact, scarce a breath of air was stirring.
Then suddenly there debouched from the

opposite foresta huge force of Indians. They
were in considerably grea'er numbers than the
Mohicans; but these latter were nothing daunted
by this.

They were, as was well known in all that
portion of the northern continent, the bravest
of the tribes, and, through the services they had
rendered to their palefuce brothers, they were
be'ter armed than their foes.

But this would avail them little except in the
outset of the combat.

After firing one volley they must rush in and
depend upon their tomahawks and knives.

Everybody was calm and collected, save per
haps Dic‘: and Tom. The novelty of the situa
tion, the peculiar character of their coadjutors
and of their foes, could not but excite strange
feelings in their bosoms.

The foe approached quietly at first, and then
came rushing forward at a trot, to be received
with a withering volley, and the terribly ferocious
war-cry of the Delaware braves, coming from
eix or seven hundred throats at once, fairly
stunned the two Englishmen.

Then out dashed the whole party.
But the Sioux stood firm, firing steadily at the

euemr.
Both parties then threw away their guns, and,

still shrieking like demons from the bottomless
pit, the hand-to-hand conflict commenced.

It was something fearfuL Tomahawks and
knives were at work, all fighting with the
ferocity of wolves or tigers.

Dick, Tom, and Jack kept together, and were
speedily opposed to three great hulking Sioux.

Both Dick and Torn, in addition to their
tomahawks, had pistols in their belts.

Dick found the war hatchet of the redskins a
rather awkward weapon, and presently found
himself weaponless, his tomabawk knocked out
of his hand, and a stalwart warrior rushing on to
slay him.

Quick as thought his hand went to his belt,
and as the Indian raised his weapon with a cry
of triumph, he fell back, a bullet lodged in his
brain.

Dick at once recovered his weapon and sought
out another foe.

But the mere weight of numbers was telling
on the Mohicans, and they were forced to re
treat. Both sides had already experienced heavy
losses, and Dick began to fear that his friends
were doomed to defeat.

Slowly, sullenly, with the tenacity of men
fighting for their homes, their wives, and little
ones, the Mohicans retreated.

Could they but reach the village, or get inside

rate stand.
Chinjackgook was about to

for a dash back upon their homes, when there
was a sudden cry, a volley on the flunk of the
Sioux, and then a charge of cavalry.

Yesl
The Blue Dwarf, mounted on the tallest horse

of all the party, his cloak flying wildly in the
wind, is leading the whole of the white party,
backed by the Indian escort, and charging into
the thick of the Sioux, who give way every
where before him, and with a fearful yell break
and flee.

Toe victory is won I
The Mohicans only stop for two things—to

secure their firearms and the scalps of their foes,
and then they start in ursuit.

As Tom and Dick ad lost sight of Indian
Jack and Chinjackgook, and had no desire
unnecessarily to join in the massacre of flying
men, they remained with their white friends
and the escort.

The explanation was simple.
When the noise of the meléa reached the ears

of the fifty young warriors of the escort, they
guessed, by the number of guns fired on both
sides, that their friends were outnumbered.

Their impatience knew no bounds. Sapathwa,
seeing it, at once proposed to leave the child
and the women in the Mohican camp while they
rode to see how the fight, fought mainly for
themselves, was raging.

In case their assistance was needed, he would
lead them, rightly judging that his appearar-*
would create a panic in the ranks of the foe.

It actually stunned them, and so great was
the rapidity with which the Sioux fled, that very
few were overtaken.

When they returned to their quarters, the
Delawares looked everywhere for Sapathwa,
who, however, fearing an ovation, had returned
to the block-house with his friends.

give the signal

CHAPTER CXXXVI.
SIMON, THE RENEGADE

Next day Tom Williams rode off early in the
direction of the Sioux village, to find it deserted.

They had fled to some of their mountain
fastuesses, there to remain quiescent until they
could recover from the severe blow they had
received.

The rage of Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
stock may be conceived when, even in the wilds
of America, thousands of miles from home, they
found themselves baulked in their nefarious
designs by the Blue Dwarf.

They knew, too, that to urge the Sioux to
further action would be useless until the first
panic had worn ofl. Brian explained to the
amazed redskins that Sapathwa was merely an
abortion who should have been strangled at his
birth; but they could not at once remove the
feeling of awe with which his sudden apparition
had inspired the warriors.

But the head of the tribe and the experienced
guides and hunters knew that now the hatchet
had been dug up, it would be war to the knife.

The blow might be deferred, but it would
come when they least expected it.

It was therefore determined to send out parties
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- Perry

of scouts to follow in the rear of the retreating
foe.

In the first place, however, the palefnces deter
mined to reward Tom Williams, and let him start
for his home so well provided for that there
would be no fear as to his being welcomed by
friends and relations.

Whatever the feelings and sentiments of near
and dear relations, a little ready cash does no
harm.

It smooths the way to many an otherwise
diflicult recor ciliatiou.

Tom Williams knew the way well. It was
situated in New York State, and he had no fear
but that he would be able to find it.

He received a horse, a good rifle, a pair of
excellent pistols, some cash in bullion and the
rest in a rather large draft on a New York bank,

quite enough if he were wise and prudent to set
him up as a big ruan in his native village.

He was deeply grateful, and made his white
friends promise to come and visit him at his
native place, Llangherne (Larne), the name of
which he explained by saying that all the dwellers
therein were, like himself, Welsh.

Upon this he started, with many thanks and
many a joyous expectation of the happiness he
would be able to sflord his family.

He took his departure about an hour before
sundown.

An hour later the first scouting party started
to try and discover where the Sioux had fled, so
that they might watch them with the more chance
of success.

Indian Jack, who had lived some years among
the Sioux, had a shrewd suspicion that they had
gone to the old site of their village near Perry's

There were some thick trees and some dense
bushes between them and the foe.

They peered through, and could scarcely
restrain a cry at what they saw.

Tied to a sapling was Tom Williams, while
standing before him was a notorious renegade, a
friend of the Sioux, Simon Renard, examining
the unfortunate young man's pocket-book.

“ Skunk-chief l" he said; "so you it was be
trayed us, and now, like Judas, you are going ofl
with the price of blood l"

And turning to the assembled Indians he ex
plained the discovery he had made.

His words were few, but to the purpose. As
they were bound for the Mohican village, they
could take no prisoners along even to be tortured.
He proposed that the traitor should at once be
put to death.

The Indians rose with one accord to rush at
the unfortunate youth, when their rifles went ofl,
and, with a terrific shout, in rushed the Mohican,
Jack, and Dick, followed hy the rest of the scout
ing party.

The surprise was too great, and the whole of
the Indians and whites fled to hide in the recesses
of the woods.

The gratitude of Tom Williams was great, and
warmly expressed. He had about half an hour
before stumbled on Simon Renard and the Sioux
who were bound for the purlieus of the Mohicau
camp, and questioned as to his movements.

He said innocently enough that he was going
home to see his friends. This at once excited the

suspicions of the renegade, and, securing him by
the aid of withes cut by an Indian, he took his
pocket-book from him, and thus obtained proof
positive of his connivance with the paleface

Peak—a place easily defended by a few men. and 1rrieuds of the Monicam.
from which they could sally, leaving their fami- l
lies in safety.

Indian Jack and Chlnjackgook were the leaders,
with a choice party of twenty virile and agile
men, amongst whom were Dick and Tom, who
were very popular since their hearty co-operation
in the late flght.

They proposed to get out of the camp after
dark, make a strike eastward, after which they
would turn in a southerly direction towards

’s Peak.
But they would not go far that night, only

securing a good station for the nizht, whence
they would depart at the first glimpse of morn.

This was agreed to on all hands, and about
eight or nine at night they halted in a dense
thicket near a stream, where they proposed to

pass the night.
They had brought the usual frugal food of

scouting parties on the war path, having no desire
to light fires, which might prove eminently dan

gerous should they enter upon an enemy's terri
tory, which-they were very likely to do.

They ate their food, drank from their gourds,
the guide and the two white men from their
whiskey flasks, and then lay down to seek repose.

Scarcely, however, had Indian Jack wrapped
himself in his blanket and put his head on the
award than he sat up. He had both heard voices
and seen a fire at no great distance.

He drew Chinjackgook and Tom to his side,
and it was decided that these three should crawl
upon the camp of their foes and reconnoitre.

They went with the most extreme caution, and
after a progress made with elaborate care
they reached the edge of a thicket and heard
guttural voices and the crackling of fire.

Another moment and a cruel death would
have been his fate, but for their intervention.

In his flight Simon Renard had dropped the
proceeds of his robbery, which were returned to
Tom Williams, who made up his mind to pro
ceed with his journey without further delay,
taking advantage of the panic of the Sioux.

The others making no diificulty in the matter
he hastily left, glad to get away from the
vicinity of Simon Renard, the foulcst and most
cruel of all the renegades of the border, one who
never was restrained by age or sex, when once
he had made up his mind to get rid of his own
race.

A council of war was held, and it was decided
to send back three of the swiftest runners to warn
the chiefs to be on their guard, and to send out
other bands of scouts to watch every pass, can
yon, and gulch leading from the valley round
Perry's Peak.

Once more they laid themselves down to rest,
and this time slept soundly until a little after
dawn.

They now knew that, their enterprise being
known, its perils would be vastly increased.
Only the exercise of the most extreme ingenuity,
combined with cunning and experience, would
enable them to either follow the trail of the
others or conceal their own.

The Red Eagle (Chiujackgook) and Indian
Jack were the most experienced hands, and
their principal work was to select such soil as
left no mark, or at all events very little. The
duty of the youngest of the party, a slight
youth, was to come last and obliterate the
faintest sign left by any of his predecessors.

Presently they came to a stream running
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THE BLUE DWARF;

from the hills. On the principle that water
leaves no trail, they entered this and followed
it for some considerable distance.

This brought them into the forest, and by
using extreme caution they landed without
leaving the slightest mark upon the banks.

They were now ascending the wooded side of
a slope, which was rather steep, and where they
had to use considerable care, so as not to send
stones flying down the side of the hill, that
might have betrayed them.

In this way, alternately cautions and bold,
they reached the to , and found they were at
the summit of the hil on a narrow plateau over
looking the valley on the other side, in which
was situated the secret village of the Sioux.

As Indian Jack expected, on the other side
was Perry's Peak.

They could distinctly make out the whole
camp, which was of great extent ; but the men
seemed to a great extent to be absent, and this
they found to be true, as during the day large
numbers came in laden with game.

The question now arose as to what was to be
done. Should they return to their own camp
and organise an attack on the Sioux, or remain
on the defensive!

The latter was the idea adopted, after some
discussion, and unless something new turned up
before night, they would return and report to
their fellows.

Under these circumstances it was resolved to
keep close and watch. But on the chance of
hearing something more of the intentions of
the enemy, it was resolved to scramble down
the hill and lie perdu at the bottom of the
slope.

They were now in dangerous proximity to the
camp, not above four hundred yards separating
them.

The intervening space was prairie, which close
to the foot of the hill was skirted by heavy
timber saplings and undergrowth Here they
resolved toremain until some time after nightfall.

As soon as they had selected a suitable
hiding place, Indian Jack, Red Eagle, and
the irrepressible Dick started on a tour of in
spection. They had not gone far before they be
came aware of the presence of someone in action
at no great distance—someone singing or in
toning some chant.

Peering through some bushes they crept on
until they discovered the cause of the noise.

One of the medicine men, a conjuror of the
tribe, was preparing for some great incantation.

Doubtless there was going to be a festival, and
thena great pow-wow would be held to deter
mine t!;e question of peace or war.

Assisting the medicine man was a slight-look
ing Indian, also in a fantastic dress, evidently by

I _ nis antics and manners one of those softies who,.
amongst all Indian tribes, are treated with in
dulgence, almost with respect, in consequence
of their infirmity.

“ Follow," said Red Eagle, and at once rush
ing into the thicket, the two men were knocked
down and secured.

Indian Jack then explained to Dick that it
was the intention of himself and Red Eagle to

penetrate into the Sioux. camp, after assuming
the garo of the two unfortunate monntebanks.

These would be so secured as to render their

escape impossible, while he, Dick, could return
to the camp and inform their comrades, in the
best way he could, of their plans.

The guide suggested that it he would lead
them to where the prisoners lay, they would un
derstand all the more readily.

They then proceeded to disrobe the foe and to
disguise themselves.

Dick smiled grimly as he surveyed them in
the moonlight, and then, when they started, he
returned to his companions, and by motions in
dicated what had happened.

The redskins signed to him to lead the way,
and at once shifted to where the prisoners had
bmn left. After seeing that they were properly
secured, the members of the expedition sought
re ose in sleep.

ow long he slept he knew not, but presently
Dick woke. It was night ; but somehow the high
wayman felt restless and uneasy. Had he the
nightmare or not l—he could not say.

Lighting a pipe he thought a walk on the
plain might do him good; a good stout hard
walk might knock the blue devils out of him.

It had been a sort of brooding day since
dawn; thick, heavy, oppressive, with a light
breeze that was like steam for warmth and
damp.

Not so much as the head of a cloud had shown
anywhere, yet the sky was quite dingy,

At sundown it fell pitch dark.
Now, as Dick strolled out upon the plain, it

seemed to grow supernaturally dark. In fact,
he never remembered to have seen more inky
darkness.

Tners could have been nothing in the most
violent and lowering of electric storms to fling
a more ebony complexion upon the deep than
the night air now held.

“ Why,“ muttered Dick, " a man might marry
one of them New York negresses, and not know
her from a side of bacon, let alone the colour.
Why, you might make a hole in this darkness to
lie down in."

He now looked about him in order to get the
bearings of his position.

He could see absolutely nothing. Forward,
in the blackness, the stillness was that of a coflin.
There was something soul-snbduing in a night
of such darkness and stillness as this.

But he must either remain where he now was
-be kept moving all the time—-or he must wait .
until morning. Now all was blended in one im
penetrable shadow, concealing hills, trees, and
everything.

He knew that he had descended into a hollow
by the feeling of descending, and now once more
he was ascending.

Then his eyes were dazzled by a great glare as
he stumbled against something, which on exami
nation, proved to be the stockade of-the Sioux
village.

And the light indicated to him that his plucky
companions were carrying on some of their
dangerous mummery.

Some six savages were carrying aloft on the top
of some poles certain rough cradles, made_from
very hard wood and flaming pine knots, by the
light of which the medicine man and his aid
were gamboling about in a way almost to make
Dick laugh. .

Round were hundreds of Indians, some caper
ing, some walking in slow procession, many
blowing horns, others whistling in a wild in
fernal chorus, while all were in motion.

Behind were motley groups of men, women,
and children.

In close proximity to the false medicine man
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 809

were some renegades, amongst whom Dick had
no diiflculty in recognising Brian Seymour
and Robert Woodstock.

Beside the former stood a stalwart chief who
was toying with his tomahawk. By the light of
the torches, which were as bright as a ship's
portflre, Dick saw a sinister smile on Brian's
face.

Suddenly the procession paused, and the big
warrior placed himself in front of Red Eagle" and
Indian Jack; then putting his left hand on the
breast of the Mohican brave, he addressed him in
emphatic, and, as it appeared, threatening tones.

Dick had already unslung his rifle.
Then, with a fearful yell, the Delaware war

cry, Red Eagle snatched the tomahawk from the
Sioux and sprung round, making an open space
for himself, all the astonished braves retreating.

Dick now fired, and, by good luck, hit the big
Sioux warrior.

This made the confusion ten times more con
founded, and in the general rush, the high-held
torches went out.

Dick groped along the stockade until he
reached a narrow entrance, and soon made out
his friends, who had thrown ofi their heavy
trappings, rushing for the opening.

Red Eagle was said to have cat's eyes which
could see in the dark, and Dick seemed to think
that there was something in it, as he made for
the narrow gap with the howling mob behind.

They passed him with tremendous swiftness,
and feeling that to join them were folly, he
crouched under the shelter of the stockade and
waited.

There was a rush of
cry reached them.

Dick waited a little longer, and then saw that
the Sioux had again lighted a fire, and round
this some of their chiefs and sachems collected to
hold council.

This was Dick's opportunity. Turning his
back on the flames, he walked resolutely in the
opposite direction, knowing that if he persevered
he would reach the wooded shelter at the foot of
the hills in the end.

He was right, a"d when he had done so, over
come by fatigue, he lay down and slept.

When he awoke it was long daylight,
and though he examined the skirt of wood right
and left, he found himself alone.

Alone, in an enemy's country, and with no
means of rejoining his friends.

It was one of the hardest nuts Dick Turpin
ever had to crack.

pursuers, and then a loud

CHAPTER CXXXVII.
ALONE ox '1-as wn.1>s. "

To nttcmpt to return by the way he had come
would be useless. The Sioux scouts, if they had
not already started in force, would soon be on
the track, and he would be a helpless victim to
their cruelty.

He knew that about a mile to the eastward
there was a canyon, or narrow pass through the
hills, which he might be fortunate enough to get
through.

The lndians, his friends, would doubtless have
clambered the steep and shingly hill at the foot
of which he now stood, and made their way
rapidiy towards their own quarters, in the hope
of afterwards returning and rescuing him from
the Sioux.

Thcy must have known who the daring

intruder was who had created so lucky a disorder
by ‘firing at such an opportune moment.

Still he felt hurt at the idea of being left;
1He resolved to push on towards the canyon,

and, walking circumspectly, reached the spot
where he had left his companions that morning
with the-prisoners.

He stood utterly overwhelmed with surprise,
as in the centre of the thicket he found an
‘upright stick, with at the top, in the cleft wood,
an arrow, the point of which directed him to a
space between two trees.

" This way "
was as well indicated as by any ,_,,

signpost in England.
'

Taking the stick out of the ground and carry- i
ing it with him, he passed through the opening-,' ~‘

and found, at the foot of another tree, a small E
parcel of food, jerked buffalo, and knew that his _:

'.

friends had neither forgotten nor neglected him.
He secured the “prog," as he called it

,

and
then went round the trunk of this tree, which
was surrounded by high grass. Braking up the
stick and arrow, he carefully concealed all.

He -was already learned enough in prairie lore
to be' cautious aboutleaviug any trail, knowing
the keen scent and sharp eyesight of his foes.

Behind the treetlie side of the hill is not quite
so steep as usual, and Dick at once prepares to
clinfbiitz ~

' “‘ '

But before he had gone up fifty yards he
heartily wishes himself in Drnry Lane or on the
King's highway with his unexampled Black
Bess between his legs.

The -"work is hard indeed. In places the
incline is very great, but still he toils on the best
way he can, looking back every now and then.

Dick Turpin does not disguise from himself
that he is in a “ blue funk."

A dozen or more murderous savages in his
track, thirsting for his blood and his handsome
head of hair, is not a lively prospect by any
means.

But‘-he will die game ; or, better, if he can he
will escape his foes.

Onl onl
The slope is nearly three hundred yards high,

and in some places, but for roots, would not be
possible to ascend.

Brill Dick perseveres, though to the injury of
his knees and fingers, and at last, _after three or
four stoppages, and one or two serious attempts
at sliding, reaches the summit.

Aaoss this he speeds, after taking some of the
food -so considerately provided for him, and soon

is on the other side of the small piece of table
landi

The slope here, though sharp, is rendered less
dificult and dangerous by bushes, saplings, vnd
roots, and down this he moves with caution,
and very shortly after is at the bottom.

Here the path is easy, over prairie plants and
flowers and grass, so pleasant to the foot. On
the other side is a belt of timber, and pushing
through this, he finds himself close to an almost 6

perpendicular rock.

"

He looks around, almost hoping to find another
arrow to point his way. But there is nothing to
indicate which road his friends have taken, and |

he is at a loss.
He looks and listens.
Then, finding no clue of any kind to guide

him, he turns to the right, and before long finds
himself at the entrance of a narrow mountain
pass, which he believes leads in the direction he
should take.
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310 THE BLUE DWARF;

Warily he examines every nook and cranny
where a man might be concealed, but nothing
warns him that there is any danger, and throw
ing his rifle into the hollow of his arm he
advances.

On, on, for a mile, and then the pass begins to
ascend ; but somehow, as he examines the
moving clouds above, he thinks he is turning too
much to the left.

But there is no choice now, and he must hurry
on. As he advances, however, the pass becomes
sleeper and narrower, and he knows he has lost
his way.

A pretty look out in a country wild and with
out roads, and where savage animals and men
abound.

Still there is nothing for him but to continue
on his way, trusting to some fortunate circum
stance to put him on the right track.

At last once more he stands upon a small
piece of table land looking down into another
valley, but with no way that he can see by
which he can gain it.

in front the rock is perpendicular, to the left
it is rude and covered by boulders, to the right
it is shingly. While his choice is this, presently
he is descending the slope after an original
fashion.

He sits down, digs his heels into the loose soil,
and slides.

He finds this a very easy and pleasant way of
progressing; not conducive to his pants lasting
long, but a prime way of locomotion.

When he gets there he finds himself rather
stiff in the rear, but is at the bottom of the hill
... the vallev.

He now moves forward with as much rapidity
as he can, but still with avague idea that all is
going wrong. He is not, he feels, on the right
track ; and, what is more, after he has eaten a
meal all his resources are gone.

If he were to wander about much more after
this fashion he must shoot some game, and he
could not tell from one moment to another when
he might want to use his powder and shot in his
own defence.

Besides, in those gullies, passes, and gnlches,
the shot of a rifle would rouse echoes that
would probably bring more than one hornet's
nest about his ears.

He walked with extreme circumspection,
gazing up at the trees and boulders by the
way, with the feeling which is exemplified in
the poet's words, “ the thief does think each bush
an oflicer.”

Midday came, and with it great heat, compel
ling Dick to cry a halt and take rest under a
huge tree, with large boughs which could serve
alternately for rain and sunshine.

Here Dick was compelled to take his belt in a
hole or two, in order to deaden the pangs of
hunger, which his last repast had only in
tcnsiiied.

Having rested a couple of hours, he decided
on pushing forward, yet contemplating with
horror and despair the bare idea of spending
another night in the woods, alone and without
provisions.

Hunger is all very well for town-livin g people
to complain of, but those who win their appetites
in the open air, find that when the supply ls

stofiped
the results are anything but satisfactory.

unger is bad enough anywhere, but moun
tain and prairie hunger is something fearful to
experience.

He was soon again on his way, and he had
reached once more an arid and difficult path,
when the long shadows warned him that night
was ap rosching.

He ooked around for a sheller, and saw
several holes in the rocks where he might pa--1
the night, but where indeed he would find but
cold comfort.

Still he had to decide. At the foot of the
ascent leading to the hole he had figured out for
himself he found that the slope was covered by
sage bushes, which grew thickly and in abund
ance.

Through this he at once began to clarnber l

until by degrees he nearly reached the miniature
cavern. Chancing to turn his head, he saw in
the distance coming from the direction he had =

followed, a band of Sioux Indians, evidently on
his trail.

His resolve was at once made. He would
enter the hole in the rock, and there make a
vigorous defence. Of surrender he had no
thought. He already knew enough to be well
aware ihat death by a bullet or a lolnahawk was
merciful to that which would be inflicted on a
hel less prisoner.

he cavern was entered by a narrow fissure,
and when inside he found that it had s. rather
elevated roof, in which were holes that let in
light and air. At the hack the cavern travelled
into unknown depths.

But with this Dick had nothing to do.
His business was with his present adversaries.
They came on as if they were following a

clear and beaten trail, until they reached the
sage bushes. Here they stood still and keenly
examined the trail.

Dick had only five shots in his pouch, but he
would fire these, and then clubbing his rifle
would, with that and his knife, make desperate
defence.

He looked at his gun, saw to the priming, and

prepared for the worst. Looking down once
more he saw all the party dividing into two,and
defiling one to the right and the other to the
left.

They were not coming up to face his fusillade_
but were crawling up to circumvent him, by
making a sudden dash and overpowering him—
one on each side.

He drew back from the mouth of the cave,

ready to sell his life dearly. He put his knife
handy, clutched his gun, and waited.

The time of delay seemed interminable, for
the Indians did not appear as he expected.

Then he heard noises outside. and heard chop
pinz too, so that they were collecting piles of
brush and sage bark with which to smoke him
out of his den.

He looked upward at the air holes, but they
did not promise much. The volume of smoke
would doubtless be too much for him, and would
soon end his trouble.

He almost resolved to rush out and perish in
a desperate attack, destroying as many of his
enemies as possible.

Then he heard the crackling of the flames,
and the next moment the smoke rushed onwards,

keeping downwards instead of rising to the

roof.
“ What was the meaning of this 2" Dick Tur

pin at once set thinking. " There is a powerful
in-draught which must be caused by an orifice
on the other side of the cavern."

In this discovery there might be safety.
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,.,_._________
Pressing onward, he‘ found that it was as he

expected. There was a low-roofed tunnel running
as it were into the interior oi’ the earth. Trailing
his rifle behind him, Dick at once entered into
this narrow earth-bowel, moving as rapidly as

possible in order to avoid the volume of smoke
which was sweeping up behind, and which
threatened to choke him.

He had gone about a hundred yards when the
roof rose rapidly, and soon Dick stood up at the
bottom of a shaft, which, from some little dis
tance, sent down a faint light.

But what is this?
In the centre of the shaftis an upright pole,

from which project at certain intervals small
stout sticks. It looks exactly like an eccentric
kind of stairs, and Dick knows that it will lead
him to the light. But will it lead him to safety?

This was a question he must risk, and he at
once resolved to ucend.

He did so with ease, and found himself at the
summit, under the flooring of what appeared a
log hut standing on piles.

At the same moment he heard a voice grumb
ling above.

“ Where on airth does this yar smoke come
from 1" said the voice of a man above.

And a trap in the floor was opened.
“ 'Tarna.l snakes l" continued the same voice,

“ whar in thunder does it kim from T Is the old
boy smokin’ his pipe down below l"

“No l“ cried Dick, " it's the infernal Sioux
smoking a white man out of his den."

“ Kim up, varmint l" shouted the other, “ and
show your ugly mug."

Dick rose to his feet, and as he did so, found
some steps which enabled him to gain the in
terior of s. small hut. with its occupant staring
at him with unconcealed surprise.

He was a stout man of about forty, dressed
wholly in skins, with a hard, sunburnt counten
ance, but merry twinkling eyes.

Dick fell on a settle as if utterly exhausted.
The man handed a full flask of whisky and bade
him drink, a request with which the other readily
and copiously complied.

He then told his story briefly and successfully.
“Oh! friend of Indian Jacki then it's all

right square and up and down,” said the man,
who now busied himself with preparing a meal.

He then explained that they were not more
than two miles from the block-house, to which
he, Bill Ranz, would presently conduct him.

He further added that he had built this hut
himself over the shaft, and having discovered the
secret of its outlet had contrived the pole as a
secure means of retreat in case of a siege. As
yet, however, he had had no occasion to use it,
but was glad that it had served as a safe place of
retreat for Dick.

He did not think the Sioux would venture
through the tunnel in the face of a determined
man, so believed that the secret of his shaft
would remain one for a long time to come.

Dick politely hoped so, so that he might not
have reason to regret his involuntary hospitality.

CHAPTER CXXXVIII.
rm: noan aoszm".

The return of Dick safe and sound to the
block-house was a source of unmixed satisfaction
to all, especially to Indian Jack and Red Plume.
who had, however, on their retreat, brought the l

conjuror and‘-hisuid with themito the Mohican
camp, so arto keep them.as'hostages for his
safety.

Now, to prove their satisfaction, and in accord
ance with an una ritten rule of the plains, the
two were released, loaded with presents, and
sent away rejoicing.

Dick told his adventures fully to Indian Jack,
who informed him that his meeting with Bill
Bans was very fortunate.

He was as good as gold, one of the heroes of
the borders, who had distinguished himself in
many a fierce fight, \vhile his marvellous hunt
ing adventures were the talk of all for miles
round.

For two or three days after the safe appearance
of Dick, nothing particular happened ; there
were hunting parties, picnics with a heavy escort,

a
n
d visits to interesting parts of the neighbour

ood.
Scouting parties, too, were sent out, but the

Bioux were unaccountahly quiet. This was the
more surprising, because of the presence of Brian
and Robert.

These schemers had never been possessed of
suficient money to enable them to lie idle very
long, and this puzzled Sapathwa and his party.

One day, however, while out with Indian
Jack and another guide, the highwayman saw
Brian ride past with an Indian runner, evidently
bound for the coast—for New York, doubtle-s,
there to look for correspondence, probably re
mittances from England.

The moment this was reported, a council was
held, and it was finally decided that Dick and
Tom should follow and await their return.

Could they secure any letters which might
arrive for Brian and read them, it might put
them more on their guard than they otherwise
would be.

Dick and Tom were ready in a moment. They
simply aused to secure each a rifle and a brace
of pisto s, with some provisions. But this was,
to a certain extent, a minor consideration. as

they would follow the desert road to New York,
that followed by the regular carriers, and up to

a certain point by a heavy lumbering coach—a
shadowy imitation of the English stage, re
cently introduced, and which was magniloquently
called the Royal Colonial Mail.

On this road=there were stations to change
horses, and at all these places was what was

called a post house and inn, where there was

“entertainment for man and:~beast " always
ready.

' ' '

The last stage from» New-York, the

which the Royal Mail stopped, was a place called
Pine, and to this the two envoys would be taken

by a guide. -Y

Being provided' with arms and ammunition,
their next care was horses, for on the endurance
and fleetness of their nags much of their success

depended. The difierence between a good and a
bad horse might make the diiference between life
and death.

' <

The two " knowing ones
" went into the pad

dock and looked around.
There were some with white legs ; but these, in

accordance with the wise old saw, were left to

the last.‘ -

“Ons white leg, suspecthim;
Two whim legs, reject him ;

Three white legs, sell him to your I00;
Pour whito legs, give him to the crows."

Without returning to these, Dick and Tom put

point at
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812 THE BLUE DWARF;

their saddles upon the backs of two stout steeds
of English breed, well up to their weight, and
with obvious stamina and pluck.

There were some mustangs, or wild horses of
the prairies, good enough to look at and to carry
Indians for a certain distance, but useless to men
above twelve stone.

It must be remembered that when people speak
of the wild horses of the prairies, it is not to be
supposed that horses are in any way indigenous
to America.

They were introduced by the Spaniards during
the Spanish occupation, and during the many
vicissitudes of the conquerors a large number got
free, and, escaping to the plains, increased and
multiplied most wonderfully.

This most im portant matter settled, the envoys‘
received their last instructions and started for
Dead Pine, as the town and station was called,
whence the lumbering royal mail started.

Dead Pine was a small town, so named because
there is a large live oak in trout of the mail sta
tion. Dead Pine was not an imposing place, far
from it. It had half a dozen private houses,
some stores, some mortgaged farms, three drink
ing shanties, and one barracks, where about a
company of soldiers were stationed to keep the
Indians in order.

It had also a malarial back country, with plenty
of “ bad men" living in it, two half-starved
churches, some pious men loaning money at about
two and a half per cent.—per month—to their
struggling neighbours. It was also the centre of
a lumber and turpentine district, where promi
nent citizens stole government timber and called
it business.

Dick and Tom rode up to the shanty called an
inn whence the royal mail started,and,alighting,
ordered something to eat for themselves and
guide, which they wanted after a twenty-mile
ride over a rough road.

A waiter brought them the essential drinks,
and they then learned that a traveller from the
interior, with a half-breed guide, had arrived in
time to catch the “ Royal " for New York.

The guide was still loafing about the shan
ties.

The next mail would come in that night, and
start back on the following morning.

Dick made no remark except to hurry the din
ner, and when the waiter retired he told Tom to
write a note telling Bapathwa exactly what had
ha pened.

here was no use to hurry, as the royal mail,
which started that morning, could not possibly
make its return journey under ten days or a fort
night.

One wao travelled in that day gives a graphic
account of the obstacles to be overcome.

“ We went away at early morn," says the
veracious chronicles of considerably more than a

century ago. " For two miles out we had good
roads; after that the roughest and worst that I
had ever seen—stumps, tangled roots, hills,
gullies, swamps, corduroy—loose logs over heavy
ruts-—and the county commissioners know what
else.

'

“ Now we were in a wilderness-a solemn awful
silence, broken only by the tramping of the

mules, the creaking of the waggon, and the hic
coughs of the driver, who was about half drunk
when we started. It was a pure wilderness,
with the underhrush all gone, no song of bird,
no scent of flowers, no flutter of insect life—a

strange dreary desert of forest. There were majes
tic trees, aged with a century of growth."

Dick and Tom had seen some bad roads in
England, but nothing of this sort, and they were
careful to pick their way so as to be sure of the
safety of their horses. -

The lumbering royal mail had at bad parts
extra horses and men, the latter of which went
in front and picked up the worst impediments
and cast them on one side.

In time the road would become passable even
for vehicles, but only those with wide and heavy
wheels.

In places Dick and Tom had to go otf the track,
and make a round. This was where the corduroy
road was quite too bad.

Where the swamp was so deep and soft that a
heavy vehicle would sink to rise no more, stones
and dirt had been cast in by the county commis
sioners, and then rough-hewn logs about ten feet
long and a foot square, pinned together by
wooden pins.

When these got disarranged, which was com
mon, the logs would stick up at an angle of forty
five degrees, and it was impossible for horses to
pass, nor vehicles either, unless someone went
forward and pushed them down, when the horses
and coach could get over.

The next station was duly reached, and the
two travellers were glad to rest and secure beds
for the night.

They were in no hurry to go on, and as the
quartcrs—if rough-were comfortable, they rc
solved to pass the night at Orme, as the po.~1
was designated.

It was a smaller place than the last, and ha-l
only one drinking place—the station inn—abou:
four houses, and, about a hundred yards away,
a rude log-hut, very rickety, with the usual
stick and mud chimney.

Dick made some observation about this queer
looking residence, and asked if anybody in
particular lived there.

The landlord—they were alone with him, the
waiter being busy, and were standing in the
front smoking—looked at them rather slily.

He was a blufi John Bull sort of fellow, of
very recent importation.

" Well,they do say as it's the putting-up place
of a road-agent," he said.

“ And what is a road-agent? "
asked Dick,

laughing. “ I think one is very much wanted
about here."

The man laughed heartily.
“ They call things by queer names out here,"

he said; “ we calls ’em different. When I left
England, eight years ago, they were a-talking of
Dick Turpin."

“ Ah l
" replied the other, with a comical

glance at Tom.
“ That’s a road-agent," said mine host; “ and

this one, Jack Rabbits, is said to be a rare fellow.
He and three others have stopped the royal
mail and cleared out a dozen passengers."

“ A bold rascal," continued Dick, coolly.
“ What's he like T

"
“ A big ugly fellow, about five feet nine, ali

mounts a mighty big-boned horse,” replied Joi
Barnes, the landlord, who was farmer, post
master, and innkeeper, all in one.

“ Ah l
" said Dick, “ let's have drinks," and

walked in. " I shouldn't have thought that
game would have paid out here."

“ Well," continued Josh Barnes, “ there's a
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 313

YELLOW’ JACK SUDDENLY ADVANCED. WIELDING HIS MUBDBBOUS AXE, WHEN DICK
SHOT H131 POINT BLANK.

No. 21'.
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314 THE BLUE DWARF ;

goodish few rich men about here, and as there's
no banks nearer than New York, they’re obliged
to have heavy purses sometimes. Lots of men
has their acres mortgaged just as in England."

“ Suppose so," cried Dick ; and asking for
cards, he and Tom played for moderate stakes.

It was seven in the evening when the stage
arrived, and a number of passengers entered,

chiefly, as it afterwards proved, inhabitants of
Dead Pine, while others were men who had
come up to look around them in search ot a
location.

Their first order, with rare exceptions, was
drinks, and the exceptions were-a man, his
wife, a daughter, and the daughter's sweetheart,
evidently from the old country.

They secured a table to themselves, and then
ordered a meal separate from the others, not
from any pride, but from pure shyness.

Evidently they were intending settlers, as Dick
determined in the course of the evening to find
out.

He was standing at the bar, when a rough
man came in, coarsely clad, with a cap drawn
over his eyes, a rude tunic and a belt, a brace of
pistols, and a rifle in his hand.

“ Jack Rabbits i" whispered Josh Barnes, as
the man came up to the bar, and throwing down
a silver dollar, one of the real old Mexicans,
ordered a drink.

Seeing that Dick had finished his, he bade the
stranger do as he did.

Dick nearly choked himself with the violence

gfiakcough
that followed, but he accepted the

in .
“The tables are pretty full, Barnes,” he then

said, still huskily ; “can you find room for three
in a private?"

“ Such as it is,“ replied the landlord, who saw
a gold quadruple in the other‘s hand.

“ Sup with us," then said Dick, addressing
Jack Rabbits; “ this bar is mightily too crowded
for comfort." , -

" With pleasure,” replied the road-agent,
somewhat; surprised at the other's politeness.

But the stranger was so friendly with Barnes,
he didn’t think he could be an ofiicer.

CHAPTER CXXXIX.
JACK nannrrs.

Half-an-hour later, Dick and Tom, with their
new friend, Jack Rabbits, sat in a small and
comfortless room, before a supper of the best
the house provided.

The provisions were copious and good, though
plain, but the drinkables were excellent.

“And now, Captain John Hare," said Dick,
coolly, mentioning the name of the most notori
ous highwaymen before their time, “ what on
earth are you doing out here I"

The man dropped his knife and fork and
looked wildly round.

“ Don't get into any tantrums or blue funks,"
said the English high toby. “You forget us
and no wonder. We were young ’uns when we
met at the ‘ Rag and Famish,' introduced by old
Gentleman George; but we are now known to
fame as Dick Turpin and Tom King.”

“ Gosh I ” cried the other, quite recovered on
learning this confidence; *‘ and what are you
doing over here i ”

“ We’re on private business,“ said Dick,
quietly; “nothing on the fancy lay. But now,

'
don't

£
2

1
:

the supper spoil. We’ll talk of old
times terwards."

The supposed Jack Rabbits laughed, and the
meal was enjoyed and thoroughly appreciated by
this trio, so strangely met in a foreign country,
so to speak.

Jack Rabbits told some strange stories of his
colonial experience, declaring that it was much
harder work to carry on the “profession” there,
while the results were not half so satisfactory.

Big hauls were rare, but now and then when
he ventured down to New York and followed.
some one up from that town, he was able to spot
something worth while.

“

Iéhplught
so," said Dick, drily.

An t e subject dropped.
Then Dick sauntered back to the bar, promis

ing to return shortly.

1 lie

found all the party at cards. save the bluff
oo ing farmer family whom he joined.

“Just come from the country, friends?" he
asked. I

“

gee,"
said the old pan, civilly ; “ and you i"

“ ve been out some time" continued Dick
“ but I aint going to? settle inyself. I'm only
looking out for other people."

“ Found anything?" asked Edward Farnham.
“ I've seen several good spots

” Dick went on
“but haven't made up my yet. Want tc

;

see how they like it t emselves.”
“That’s right, 1 But whereabouts is this

land, if thee don't mind telling ‘I ” the other said,
in an interrogatory way.

“There’s a goodish bit about Dead Pine, the
next station," Dick,‘ replied. “ You will find
agents. But take my’ advice, and judge for your
self. Land should lie dirt cheap."

“ Thank you, lad.l Will you drink with me 1 "
Farmer Farnham retorted. “ I'm going to have
another glass, and then we maun to rest."

“ I don’t care if I'do," Dick went on.
you from Barnet way? "

“ Yes I " cried the other, while all the family
stared. “ Do you know mel "

“ Not exactly know you, neighbour," replied

gick,
laughing; “but l've seen you at Barnet

air.”
“ Likely,” chuc ed the other. “Farmer Fara

ham was pretty we known ; here’: the stufi."
They drank, after which Farnham and all his

family rose and retired, promising to see their
new friend in the morning.

Dick now rejoined his other friends, and at
once ordered another bowl of punch.

"1 suppose you really mean," observed Dick,
“ to attack the royal mail to-morrow? "

“Yes; I and three pals,” said Jack Rabbits.
“ But why do youfask 7”

“Well, that farmer, his wife, daughter, and
future son-in-law are friends of mine," Dick re

lied, drily; “and I mean to see them safe to
cad Pine."
“ Oh," cried the other, “a sudden friendship, I

resume 1 "P “ No; we used to meet at Barnet Fair, and I

have promised to see him safe to his destination,"
resumed Dick.

“ That's enough,” said Jack Rabbits. “ Any
friend of yours is quite safe. Honour, you know.”

“ Thank you, Jack,” said Dick. “ I'll do the
same for you another time. Mind, when you
stop the coach with your friends, we'll appear
in the distance as if in reserve. I don’t think
the cattle farmers and lawyers will show much
fight, :be.'."

" Aint
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 315~_
Jack Rabbits laughed heartily, and then an

hour was spent in talking of old times and in
drinking and smoking.

Then all retired.
The royal mail was to start at nine, so all were

up at eight, when a plenteo-".s breakfast was
placed before them, quite colonial in its abund
ance.

Then the bugle sounded, and all prepared for
departure.

Dick bad, however, a short interview with the
old farmer alone.

“ My friend," he said, “the next stage is a
rough one, and slow. You may probably be
stopped—‘ stand and deliver l‘ you know. Have
just a few guineas and paltry trinkets togive the
robber. Hide all the rest away."

“ Thanks," replied Farnham, heartily.
is indeed a friend," and shook hands.

" Thee

Dick smiled, insisting that he was only giving i

him the result of his experience, and thus they
parted very amicably.

An hour after the royal mail had taken its
departure, Jack Rabbits rode ofi at a rapid pace
in the direction of some trees at no great distance.

A quarter of an hour later Dick and Tom
started in their rear.

Josh Barnes looked on very quietly and very
demurely, but still thought it very strange.

Two hours later Jack Rabbits and three fellows
of his own kidney rode up, calling for unlimited
drinks.

And an hour later Dick and Tom returned,
riding at a very leisurely pace.

Then the whole six fraternised, and there was
a pretty good windfall for the landlord.

Luckily the royal mail, in its boot, had brought
him a good supply of drinks, besides advising him
of the coming with the passengers’ luggage on the
heavy baggage waggons of a further consignment.

The farmer had a waggon to himself for the
baggage of his family, as he had pretty well
decided in his own mind to settle there some
where.

This is what had happened.
When the royal mail got about five miles out,

and was floundering about over the terrible road
we have already described, they were near a
narrow gully in the hills.

From this came bounding four men, armed to
the teeth, with masks to conceal the chief part of
their faces, and stopping the coach, one of them
cried, in a mufiled voice—

“ Throw up your hands l if you stir 1’ll shoot I
”

The men in the lumbering stage were of a pacific
turn of mind, and at once obeyed orders.

Jack Babbits alone went close up to the stage,
the others covering them with their rifles, while
Dick and Tom made up a vague rearguard that,
however, added to the terrors of the travellers.

Jack Rabbits made all hand up their plunder,
in some cases making a big haul, in others only
middling.

Trusting to Dick, Farmer Farnham and his
family only gave up a few guineas, a watch, and
some small articles of jewellery, and then the
lumbering coach continued on its journey.

The robbers only took notes and gold, not
touching the larger orders on the traders at
Fort Laramie that were, however, as good as
bullion when endorsed.

Dick and Tom took a short ride on the hills,
and then returned to the station, where, us we
have said, they engaged themselves for the rest
of the day, Jack Rabbits and his party leaving
for parts unknown before the royal mail
cams up.

This time it was almost empty, and the traflic
showing diminution, Josh Barnes heard with
deep regret that it would only run three days a
week until business revived, which it was not
likely to do, very few more ships being due that
season from Europe.

But this happened every year, until gradually
it fell to once a week.

Dick and Tom agreed to stop one more night
on the way, and then start on the road to New
York, put up at an inn indicated by Jack
Rabbits, and wait the return of Brian at an inn
known as the “ Hunter's Rest," which their new
acquaintance had pointed out to them as very
convenient for their purpose.

They had laid a little plan between them in
order to entrap Mr. Brian Seymour.

Letters from England might mean a good
deal besides money.

It was midday before Dick and Tom started.
The weather was magnificent and the ride en
joyable, especially as the road gradually im
proved as they neared the coast.

The “ Hunter's Best“ was on the borders of
New York County, and was therefore a tolerably
civilised region.

The inn proved to be a two-storey afiair, with
a verandsh and a balcony, and was the rendez
vous of the settlers when they wished to repose
from their arduous labours.

Whatever may have been the character of the
emigrants who founded what were called the
New England States—and many of these were
not such saints as they professed to be-—those
who came out rid New York were a very mixed
lot.

Like Rabbits, some of them had made England
too hot for themselves ere they had shaken off
the dust of home and departed for pastures new.

The " Hunter's Rest" contained accommoda
tion for all sorts—squires, clergyman, lawyers,
farmers, and for rough bsckwoodsmen and the
like.

Dick and Tom, though attired like trappers
and hunters, were well dressed, spent money
without stint, and were of course classed among
the gentry.

Human nature is very much alike, no matter
under what clirne one is born, bred, and edu

cated.
Dick and Tom, having secured rooms, ad

journed at once to the public room.

The “ Hunter's Rest
" was situated in the

centre of the rustic town of Yallabushe, so

named from a river that ran through its centre.

It was surrounded by hills and virgin forest

trees, such an ash, hickory, birch, maple, poplar,
white oak, and red gum. _ _

Amongst these were to be found quantities
of game—game that now-a-days can rarely be

seen, even after travelling hundreds of miles.

Hunting stories were favourite topics with the

gentry who frequented the " Hunter's Rest,"

and the friends heard some tall yarns about

, bears, panthers, and the like.
Dick and Tom modestly forbore _t

o

speak o
f

such “ small deer," but spoke enthusiastically or
Still, the road agents were perfectly satisfied,

and when the royal mail was out of sight, re

turned to the inn to spend their ill-gotten
earnings.

1 fox-hunting and English sports generally.
“ That's all very fine," said a gentleman in
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316 THE BLUE DWARF;

lop boots, orthodox breeches, and homespun be heard making its way across the swamp in
coat, who owned a vast tract, which, having | an opposite direction.
capital, he was brineing quickly under cultiva
tion, "for the old island ; but this is a mighty big
country—bigger than a thousand of the old un,
and we look for big things. Would you like to
see a bear hunt T"

Dick hinted that their time was not quite
their own.

“ Butif you'll come over to Gould's Farm to
morrow, early," said the squire, “ we'll try and
show you something.”

The invitation was so frankly and heartily
given that our friends could not very well refuse ;
so next morning, soon after breakfast, they
started for Squire Gould's residence.

It was a comfortable farm in the centre of a
clearing, wholly made by cutting down trees,
which, being from four to five feet in diameter,

thedstumps
gave a peculiar appearance to the

fiel s.
Some had been got rid of in a way peculiar

to this primitive form of agriculture.
Piles of briars and brambles and boughs of

trees had been dried in the sun and then piled
upon the stumps, which were thus gradually re
duced to ashes, and then spread over the
ground.

Dick and Tom found some half-dozen men to
meet them, with two negro heaters and three
stout dogs.

The bear, they were told, was a very dangerous
animal when roused, especially as the one they
pnrposed hunting was accompanied by his mate
and two cubs.

They had been tracked to a corn break or
swamp about a mile distant, in a dark and
gloomy bottom surrounded by huge trees.

The attack must be made on foot, and the
difliculty would be to draw the “ varmint.”

A copious transatlantic breakfast was ready,
to which all did justice, and then they started.

The woods were dense—-(not a tree now is
left to mark the spot')—- and Dick and Tom
were surprised at all they saw.

Presently the ground sloped, and they saw a
number of trees rising, to all appearance, out of
mnd, with a thick undergrowth of canes and
brush.

The hunters halted a moment, and then the
beaters, who were two grinning negroes, ap
proached the edge of the cane brake and let
loose the dogs.

When the animals took up the scent, which,
from their eagerness, must have been strong for
some time, it was at the end of a narrow
natural causeway leading into the heart of the
dismal swamp.

The dogs went about a hundred feet, and then,
stopping, gave tongue close to a dense mass of
brush under a low-branched tree.

The quarry was either in the tree or crouch
ing in the undergrowth, but it showed no sign
of coming out.

After a consultation with their master, the
negroes, armed with short guns, crept along
the causeway and began firing below and above.

Then there was a sudden roar, and out rushed
bruin, a huge fellow, and clutching one of the
dogs, sent him howling in excruciating pain into
the slimy swamp.

It then retreated; but shortly after it could
' Such has beenthe destruction of forests in Am~rica

half aheol‘waste-that unlessthe soil is replanted, forests
will soonceaseto exist.

“ This way l" shouted Squire Gould, and away
sped the whole party to the other side of the
swamp, just in time to see the two big bears and
the two cubs disappearing in the forest, with
the dogs and negroes after them.

All followed, dispersing and making their
way each on lllfl own hook after the game.

There was nothing to guide anyone, save the
cries of the HGJTOCS and the barking of the
dogs, who appeared close upon the quarters of
the retreating quarry.

Their savage growls and roars could be dis
tinctly heard. Anxious to see the fun, Dick,
who was by this time quite alone, hurried up as
well as he could.

But the tolerahly easy life he led had made
him comparatively stout, and he could not get
on quite so fast as he could have wished.

Suddenly, as he thrust his way into a dense
thicket, by way of a short out in the direction
of the hunt, he heard an awful and perfectly
diabolical chuckle.

He turned and saw a man of negro blood,
nearly white, of herculean frame. and, if not a
born criminal and assassin, should have had his
face indicted for malicious libel.

He carried a glittering axe, which was raised
on high as if to strike.

“ Now, boss, that gun l” he said, with a satanic
laugh.

Dick had made up his mind at once. With a
polite bow he handed the huge monster his
gun with his left hand, and at the same moment
shot him point blank in the chest with his pistol.

The robber dropped the gun and went for
Dick with his axe.

Dick retreated, facing him and firing the other
barrel, then drew his long hunting-knife and
waited.

With loud and hideous yells the parti-coloured
monster came on, wielding his axe, which sud
denly he raised on high in one of his gigantic
hands, to fall forward and lie prostrate at the
highwayman‘s feet.

As he did so his yell was even more frantic
than before.

In trying to avoid him. Dick knocked him
self against a tree and fell.

The shooting and the yells brought several
of the party on the scene, who hastened to raise
Dick from his recumbent position.

“ Well, how are you I" asked one.
“ All right, my hearty l" said Dick. “ Where's

ugly-mug I“
The men flew towards the recumbent giant,

and pu-hed him over.
“ Yeller Jacki" cried the squire, in a tone of

awe. " You don't mean to say you’ve wiped
out that scoundrel 7"

“ It seems so," said Dick, and he modestly
told his story.

“ Snakesl ” continued the squire; “why,
that man is called the Demon of the Swamp,
and is good for any two. Do you know,
stranger, you’ve done this community a service
we‘ll never forget? That bull-nigger has killed
piles, carried 01$ a dozen girls, and done more
mischief than I can count. Shake hands, my
friend—eternal obligation I”

And flasks being produced, there was a
general drink round, and then, loud cries being
heard, they started to join the chase.

But they found the hunters being hunted.
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The bears, savage at the barking of the dogs

and irritated by slight flesh wounds, which
exasperated without injuring then, had made a

dash at the attacking party, which, astounded at

the suddenness of the irruption, had beat a hasty

retreat.
Those with Dick withdrew to the shelter of

trees, waiting for the first fury of the ursine

couple to expend itself.
Dick stood staring at the advancing foe, a

pair of huge animals, which were on all fours.

Then the male, just as Dick thought it time to
flee, rose on his hind legs, gave one terrific
yell, and darted in D'ck’s direction.

Dick, ignorant of his danger, paused to have

one look at him, being quite ignorant of his
capacity for locomotion, even when on his hind
feet.

But before he could turn round, bruin was

by his side and had caught him in one of his

embraces, or hugs, which are so apt to take the

breath completely out of the body.
Dick tried to struggle, but it was in vain.

Its clutch was of iron, which no man can resist.

Dick auathematised the day when he visited a

country where such infernal perils were to be

encountered.
His eyes seemed flirting from his head, his

breast panted, his knees went from under him,

and then he heard two loud cracks, a horrible
din followed, and he fell, still clasped in the

animal's warm embrace.
When he was unceremoniously tugged to his

feet he found the bear dead and the female

being finished.
Dick shook himself, as if to find out if he

were “ all there," and then gravely accepted the

first flask that was oflered him, which was

drained to the bottom.
It was now determined to leave the negroes

and a hired man to skin the bears and bring
along the hides and flesh on an improvised
sledge, while they returned to the house.

The squire kept close to Dick and told him
that Yellow Jack was an escaped slave, who,
after committing an atrocious crime, had fled to

the morass ten years ago, and lived in the neigh
bourhood all this time.

That he had some secure lair nobody doubted,

but none had ever been able to track it.
Bloodhounds had been sent after him, and

they had always lost the scent ; hunting parties
had gone in chase, but, though he had often been

sighted, he had always contrived to disappear in
the dismal swamp.

Meanwhile farmyards had been robbed, fowls,
turkeys, young pigs taken, men killed and
plundered, while twelve girls had disappeared
from the neighbourhood and no trace of them
ever had been found.

The plunder taken from the person and from
farmhouses when left by their owners amounted
to a large sum, and would be worth finding.

“ Sir," said Squire Gould, enthusiastically,
“you ought to have a monument—a statue—

something l”
Dick laughed and said he believed he should

rise high enough in his own country, and the

elevation would more than satisfy his wishes.
In this way they reached the house, where

quite a crowd was collected.
Squire Gould had sent round to announce

the death of Yellow Jack by the hand of the
Englishman, and the enthusiasm was something
wonderful.

He had done what to these aim le eo le a. P P P P"
peared a national service.

A banquet was soon ready in a large barn, to
which all comers were invited. Dick's health
was drank with dangerous frequency, while he
vainly endeavoured to respond.

Fortunately all shouted and nobody listened,
which suited Dick, who was truly unaccustomed
to public speaking.

-

“ Now, one last toast," said the squire, “ and
then to business."

A big drink went round. When this was
finished the sq-iire rose as if to sp+ak, when a

picpiwinny cau?ght
him by the cont-tails.

‘ hat's up
" he said.

“Aunty Kate want massa," the little blacks
moor responded.

“Jack’s mother l" whispered the squire to Dick.
“ I'll be back in a minute. Kee our heads
cool, neighbours," he cried aloud ; ?‘tliere's busi
ness yet this afternoon."
Jack’s mother was an aged woman, as ugly as

most of her race are at fifty. Once she had been
a beauty, and the favourite of an uncle of the

squire, who had brought up Yellow Jack in the
house, and petted and spoiled him until he was a
nuisance.

When a lad he had committed some horrible
ofience, for which he was thoroughly scourged
and turned amongst the slaves.

He was now put for awhile to the hardest and

most ignoble work, but, expressing sorrow and
regret, had been again admitted to the service of
the house, with the results we have already
indicated.

The woman was old and bedridden, but had
received every kindness and comfort that anyone
could expect in her condition, including tobacco

a
n
d whiskey, so dear to the ancient negress's

eart.

Shsdlllid
jist heard of her son's death, and

wish to make a confession to her good master.
She all along knew of his proximity, and by

putting the charm of Obi‘ on all the negroes
she had compelled all the other blacks to screen
him.

She had now released them from their oaths,

and they would lead him at once to his lair.
“ Go, masia l—no lose minute l" she cried.
His curiosity roused, the planter went back to

his guests, told wuat he had heard, and then,

summoning the same blacks, told them he

knew it.
“Take me at once to his den," he said, “ and

there the matter shall drop."
Very mnch crestfailen, but thankful to escape

punishment, the negroes obeyed.

CHAPTER CXL.
YELLOW J'AOK'8 ISLE.

Dick and Tom began quite to enjoy colonial
life; barring bears’ hugs they found it very
amusing and exciting; and then Dick was a

hero, having rid the neighbourhood of a pest and
curse that had defied all others for years.

' Certain ancient female blacks are believed by the
negroesto possessthe power of magic, and of, Lu the name
of Ubl, being able to afiect them with all kinds of diseases.
The credulity of the ordinary negro is immense. Ten
wretched slaveswont down so the seaside one evening to
commit suicide by drowning. Suddenly their brutal over
seer appeared among them. his cruel whip in hand.
" Don't let me interfere." he said, with a malignant grin;
“ I'm coming with you I" and rather than go " beyond"

with him they returned to their miserablehomes
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318 THE BLUE DWARF;

The whole party mounted and rode straight
for the dismal swamp, on reaching which they
alighted.

The negroes went straight for the causeway,
which easily admitted two abreast.

The dogs went first, snifllng and giving vent
to low mufiled howls.

On reaching the underwood the negroes
entered it without hesitation, followed by the
white men, who suddenly, on passing the trunk
of the overhanging tree, saw the dark open
ing to s cave in a lofty mound at the back of
a huge maple.

Torches were lighted, and then the negroes
and six others entered, including the gsquire,
Dick, and Tom, the heroes of the hour.

They found themselves in a cavern about ten
feet high and twenty deep, covered with bones,

chiefly human bones.
The stench was awful, some cf the bones not

being half picked.
And they were human bones!
What did it mean 7
At this moment there was a low moan in the

distance, and one of the young men, running up,
soon returned with a girl in his arms-a gaunt,
haggard girl, who seemed nearly dead.

“ Mary Dawson I" gasped the young man, as
he poured some brandy down her throat. “ Can
it be possible l"

It was indeed. From a pretty, plump, joyous
girl she had come to this l

In their inmost hearts they all wished Dick
had not quite killed the scoundrel, so that there
might be something left to torture.

The girl gave a huge gasp, and then, opening
her eyes, looked wildly around.

Seeing friendly faces, she shed tears and
almost fainted.

But the one who had recognised her spoke
kindly words.

“ What about him 2” she faintly gasped.
“ He's dead, worse luck l this gentleman

killed him,” pointing to Dick.
" But the bears T” she asked, still terrified,

looking into every corner.
" They are dead, too. But they didn't live

here with him?" said Sam Jones, in a surprised
tone.

“ But they did; and to-morrow they were to
eat me," she said, with a hideous shudder.“ And these bones l"

"Are those of the other girls,” she answered.
“ They had just finished the last, May Fenton,
who was killed a week ago.”

A chorus of execrations followed, and all
turned out, taking the girl with them.

The sight and smell of this awful den of
murder made them sick. Besides, they were
anxious to get home and stop anyone from eat
ing the bears’ flesh, the best parts of which are
considered a delicacy, far superior to pork.

But when it came to bruin fed on girls, it was
too much for any stomach. however strong.

As they afterwards heard, the negioes were
not so nice, and ate the bears in their entirety.
The cubs were kept to be fattened up for future
feasting.

There can be too much bear as well as too
much partridge.

No one would hear of our friends leaving that
night; and they, knowing there was no coach
due until the next day, willingly agreed to make
a night of it.

But first there was a duty to be performed.

The body of Yellow Jack was brought to
within a short distance of the house, whero a
cross in the shape of an X had been erected.
To this it was attached. Then a pile of wood
and quick-kindling pine with the resin in, was
piled round, and a light put to it.

When this was burned out, the ashes were
ordered to be cast to the four winds, after which
the whites went into the house.

The women were so delighted with Dick's
achievement, which, considering the character of
Yellow Jack, they looked upon as something
heroic, that they not only provided a splendid
supper, but knowing that a “ big drink” was to
the fore, went to bed without a word.

But then women are sometimes so inconsistent.
Neither Dick nor Tom were their husbands.

And it was a jolly night. But about six all
felt inclined to rest—some were on the floor, and
were left where they had fallen.

Dick continued to grope along a passage
until he came to a door, which, when touched,
opened freely.

It was the private room of the lady 0! the
house, what we should now call her boudoir, but
which she denominated her work closet.

There was a faint tinge of dawn coming
through the window, and by this Dick made out
acouch behind a heavy curtain. Groping his
way, he found a huge bearskin, wrapping him
self in which he slept.

How long he found out later on, but before ho
had had half enough slumber he was awakened
by loud and querulous voices. He was for a
moment inclined to call out and ask what it
meant.

But the voices were those of strangers.
Peering out, he saw two men sitting with a

dark lantern between them, making a small
centre of light before them.

They were two of the meanest of New York
loafers or jail-birds—hang dog, cunning and,
avaricious. They had pulled down the blind.

They had left the door of a cupboard open
whence they had evidently stolen certain things
—at a glance he saw they were articles of
jewellery-and were going to divide.

Here was Dick spectator to a Yankee burglary,
Wasn't it delicious?

“This here's a pretty slick haul," said one,
with a peculiarly raspy voice. “I say ther.n's
real, don't you 7"

"Course them's real all right ; and, as it’s all
we can handle, I say we go."

“ All right; but we've plenty of time, and
we'll divvy when we gets home.”

“No, yer don’t," said the raspy voice. “ I'm
for a divvy right here, and l’m going to have it.
Then we can go each our own way. Sit down
here. Give me the light. Thai.’s it. Now
bundle the things out on the floor. There you
are." .

Dick was much amused. But be still he must.
He was unarmed. Before the heavy drinking
began all weapons were handed up.

The two men sat down with the light between
them, and Bill began to disgorge. There were
the wife's diamond rings (brought from England
two of them), the squire’s watch, a tine gold
necklace and a locket, a diamond for the hair,
four gold bracelets, jewelled, a number of
smaller articles ;—and then there was a stop.

As the light shone on Bill's fingers Dick
noticed his index finger on the right hand was
gone. But hoth men wore masks.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME 819

" Where's them gold studs and that there gold
brooch I saw you take I" said the raspy voice.

“Oh, yes; them studs—I forgot," said Bill, as
he put his hand in an inside pocket and took
them out.

“ Where's the brooch 1"
“ There wasn't no brooch as I got l"
“Yes, there wasl It's the best thing of the

swag. Out with it l" .
" I say I havn't got no brooch l"
"Yer lryin’ to sneak it; you can't fool mel

Out with it, or, by the Lor', I'll make yer I"
" I havn't got it. Stand ofl, Tom l”
They had risen.
“ Don’t you lay handsion me I"
“ Out with it I"
Both men stood now opposite one another.
“ Stand ofl, Tom I I warn ye I I aint got it I”
“ Give it up I" said Tom, in a low, savage

voice, as he sprang at the throat of bis compa
nion.

There was a sharp, quick struggle, a few gasps
of exertion, a gleam in the air. Dick was coming
up behind.

Then a man staggered backward with his hands
to his breast.

u I warned in
" You've done for me, Toml" gasped the man,

as he sank on his knees.
“ I warned you l” half shouted Tom, with

terror in his voice, as he stared at his compa
mon.

The stricken man shuddered and gasped, stood
up, staggered and fell backwards with a heavy
crash on the floor. His arms spread out, his
head rolled on one side, and he lay dead.

The lantern, now on its side, streamed on the
uncovered face of the murderer. He clutched the
door, and stood for a second glaring at the dead
man.

lg
y God I" muttered the man; “ I've killed

Then he looked at the knife he held in his
hand. Holding it at arm's length from him, he
threw it at the prostrate form. He then seized
Bill's coat, tore from its lining the fatal brooch
and cast it from him. With one last look on the
upturned face he stole to the door, Dick not
having the heart to stop him.

But at this moment, awakened by the negro
servants, the squire rushed in with two blacks
behind him to find the murderer helpless, and
Dick Turpin rubbing his eyes as if just awakened
from a sound sleep.

Tom made no resistance. The death of Bill, to
whom he was really attached, dazed and confused

'~ him.
" Well, Mr. Palmer," said the squire ; “ you

seem in for adventures. First you kill Yellow
Jack, and now you have two burglars on your
hands."

" You're the one as killed Yeller Jack, is yerl"
muttered Tom ; “ blame me—-why didn't yer
kill mel”

There was little further talk, as Tom was hauled
ofi to a strong room, preparatory to being carried
away to a stout blockhouse at no great distance,
which was dignified with the name of the county
gaol.

The stolen jewels, which were scattered over
the floor. were picked up, and this alone, with
out the murder, would hang him in those days.

But Dick had made up his mind that Tom
should not han , and when Dick made u his_ 8 P

mind to anything it generally happened

CHAPTER CXLI.
THE COUNTY GAOL.

There was no more sleep that morning. This
new adventure amused everybody. The two
men were quite unknown in the neighbourhood,

agndkmust
have worked their way up from New

or .

Dick having heard them speak while dividing
the booty, before there was any quarrel, said he
should judge them to be Londoners with a thin
varnish of the New York rowdy—he meant as
far as their way of talking was concerned.

“Well, this fellow, Tom,” said the squire, who
was one of many magistrates present, " won't
talk much more in any lingo. We'll commit him
to gaol after breakfast, and to-morrow he'll hang
last enough."

And the subject dropped.
From the squire’s wife Dick got the credit of

having saved her jewels, and her gratitude was
boundless. Dick, who knew a woman's weak
points as well as any one, might havetried to
enlist her sympathies for Tom. But he knew
that, much as she loved her husband, she stood a

little in awe of him, and so forbore the trial.
Breakfast finished, over a dozen men, including

Dick himself, started to take the unfortunate
burglar to his new quarters.

The man was utterly cowed, and Dick believed
really sorry for having killed his “ pal." He
was evidently a specimen of the London gutter
boy, taught from his earliest youth to thieve and

Dick himself had a sad experience to refer to.

A weak father and a cruel, wicked stepmother
had driven him to the streets.

The distance to the county gaol was not great.
It was half-way between the house of the squire
and the town, in a dense wood. It had one
gaoler, who generally resided in the drinking
shop_the “ Boar's Head.” He had been sunr
moned to attend.

Tom Hinks was a little, stout, powerful fellow,
with bandy legs and a squint. His countenance
was hard and expressive of cruelty.

He stood in front of the gaol as the noisy party
rode up, and shook his handeufis and anklets in
the wretched crimina1’s face. He had brought
these from England, where he had been a tum
key. with the express purpo of becoming a

gaoler.
He doifed his cap to the justice, and then

opened the door of his mansion.
lt was a two-storied log-hut, the upper one

having a solitary window heavily barred, while
the lower was protected by heavy shutters.

Having opened the door, Tom Hinks pro
ceeded to take charge of his prisoner, whom he
secured by means of his bracelets and anklets.

By the aid of one of the servants, Tom Smith-—
that was the name given him by his gutter com
rades, he had never known father or mother
was hoisted into the upper storey, where Hinks
had placed a loaf and a jug of water, and locked
ll].

“ Them you is
,

my leary cove l" said Tom
Hinks, who was nothing if not slangy ; “and if

you git out of thim darbies, then l’m a Dutch
man, and you may tell me so."

And without another word, he came down the
steep ladder, locking the door, and leaving unfor
tunate Tom Smith to his fate.

The whole party now escorted Mr. John
Palmer to the “ Hunter's Rest," where he in
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_ Q--._.

with them that day, but promised another visit
before he took his final departure.

With this all had H) be content.
At the inn llIr.Jonn Palmer had intimated

that he was waiting for the royal mail, by which
he expected either a friend or an important
package:

When. therefore, he intimated his intention of
iding ofi to meet the stage at the next station,

Jone were surprised. He said he should start
after supper, and reach the station before the
coach started.

If disappointed, he should return to the“ Hunter's Rest " and wait.
Dick took a walk in the evening, and went to

"the “ Boar’s Head,” a little drinking shanty kept
by a Cockney, who thought the name sounded
fine, and there had an interview with Jack
Rabbits.

From him he learned that Tom Hinks was in
side. It was, in fact, his residence.

“All right," said Dick, “ meet me at tan"
indicating a tree at a little distance—" and get
me a mask and a rough coat if you can."

“ Rupert, mv boy (all right)," was the reply,
“ I'll be there."

At a quarter to ten Mr. John Palmer left the
inn and rode away to keep his appointment
with Jack Rabbits, whom he found under the
tree. He handed Dick the coat and mask, the
latter he put in his pocket, the former he
strs ped to his horse.

The animals were given in charg
lad, and then Dick and Jack went into the very
select parlour of the " Boar's Head."

When we say select, we refer to numbers. They
were conspicuous by their absence.

The only guests were the landlord and Mr.
Tom Hinks.

Mr. Johnson was delighted to see any friend
of Mr. Jones, and what would he have‘?

"The stifiest bowl of punch you can make,
my jolly faker," said D:ck

Both the landlord and Hinks started.
“ Don’t be surprised," continued Dick ; “ knew

yon, Johnson, when you kept the ‘ Scotch
Bagpipes‘ in Drury Court; and you, Tommy
Hinks, had the honour to lock me u once, when
you were keeper of the Round ouse in St.
Giles‘s.“

The men did stare, half frightened at the
knowledge exhibited by the man, whom they
could not recollect.

It was not very wonderful, as they had never
seen Dick but once.

However, the landlord went ofi in search of
the bowl, which he made proportionately strong
in consequence of the old acquaintanceship.

All felt it was a remarkable coincidence, these
four men meeting in a far-distant laud, who in
London had lived within half-smile of each
other.

In accordance with a
ment between the two ndon highwaymen,
Tom Hinks was plied with drink.

There was tall talk about London life, about
Paddy's Goose, and all the other dens which
they had frequented.

Then the conversation turned upon the death
of Yellow Jack, and Dick was asked to tell how
he died.

Dick,in a very modest way, told his story,

e to a negro

reconceived arrange

sisted on doing the honours of the hotel, or inn, f
at which he was staying. He declined to return he had secured that individual.

complimented Tom Hinks on the way in which

“ Yesl "
cried Tom Hinks, “ I knows a thing

or two. That varmint's in my darbies, in my
lock-up, and there he is

,

until they takes him
out and hangs his have-a-carcass on a
happle tree."

" Just so," remarked Dick, filling up another
rummer, which Tommy Hinks tossed ofi with
huge delight.

Dick then began telling stories about the fun
he used to see in Sf. Giles‘s Bound House, when
Tom Hinks was its head, and related anec
dotes about Jack Sheppard and others, which
excited considerable amusement." There may be mighty clever people in this
here colonial crib," said Tommy Hllllklfi “but
there aiut one as can pick them there darbies.
There aint such another set of keys in all
A—merikee."

And he slapped them on the table.
Dick took them up carelessly, and examining

them for a moment, put them down, and filled
Mr. Hinks’s glass.

That gentleman now began to sing some
lively ditty about the gallows-tree, beginning :

“In ths box of a stone jug I was born,
Of a hempanwidow the kid forlorn.

Fake away!"

and continued to do so, despite the remon
strances of the landlord, until he fell forward
and went to sleep.

He was then carried to bed.
Mr. Palmer and Jack Rabbits rose at the same

time, had one parting glass with the landlord,
and went off, promising to return the next day.

That they took Tommy Hinks's keys with
them mattered not to honest folk.

He would lose nothing by it
,

and in business
there is nothing like obliging your neighbours.

Dick and Jack went to the tree, where the
negro lad awaited them with their horses.

They rode away at once, and in afew minutes
reached the gaol.

A few lines of slang doggerel from the lips of
Jack Rabbits at once roused the prisoner, who
was told to keep quiet.

Dick at once opened the front door, and
entered with a lighted lamp-—a dark lantern
which he always carried with him—and as
cended the steep ladder.

Next moment he was in the square den, called
the condemned cell, and working away at
Smith's fetters.

“ Stow your gab l " said Dick, presently, and
coolly went down the ladder.

Tcm Smith very speedily followed, and was
handed a flask.

“ Now, Jack, hurry up," said Dick ; " we must
be far away before morning, unless we are all to
be strung up."

The other two nodded, and mounting, all three
sped across the plain like night hawks on the wing
and giving the “ Hunter's Rest" a wide berth,
started in the direction of the New York trail.

They rode six miles and then halted at a

shanty, the private property of Jack Rabbits,
where he lived with only one henchwoman, an
ancient, faithful, and feeble negresa.

When called upon, however, to produce drinks
and fixins, she was not long before she put
whi-key on the table, and then in an incredibly
brief space, there was a spread of broiled fowl

and, by the way, referred to Tom Smith, and I and mushrooms, that would have made a Lon
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 821

don epicure stare, not only at the

of the ingredients, but also that of the cookery.
It was something prodigious.
Aunt Jellicoe was then sent to bed with agood

stifi rummer of whiskey to warm her old
heart.

A short discussion took place, and then all
threw themselves on the first convenient place
and slept.

They were awakened at eight, when Aunt
Jellicoe had an excellent meal ready, over which
they dawdled for some time, bad a glass or two
of grog, smoked several pipes, and then the

signal was given to start.
They rode several miles, and then finding a

convenient fissure in the rocks, halted.
A moment before they had been three—now

were six—three friends of Jack Rabbits having
joined the party.

They all alighted under the shelter of a tall
rock and waited.

Then the little negro gave a shrill whistle, and
starting up, they saw the royal mail approach
ing at its usual lumbering rate.

Everybody mounted, and each man p
mask, making quite a romantic group, suitable
to a ball scene in an opera, only a great deal
more picturesque.

They then rode slowly in the direction of the
coach, which plodded on just the same, the driver
indifierent to all mundane matters as long as he
reached the end of his journey—some day.

_ The travellers were probably quite ignorant,
at all events the insides, until the road agents
halted a hundred feet in front.

Jack had his instructions.
Dick rode up to the door, and, pistol in hand,

assisted the passengers to alight. As he did so,
he recognised Brian, and by a sign pointed him
out to Jack Rabbits.

All the passengers alighted.
“ On your faces I" said Jack, in a voice of

thunder, nnd the whole party fell on their knees,
and finally flat on their faces.

Dick nodded.
Jack Rabbits went to work and searched

Brian, taking from him his pocket-book and
everything else he found about him.

He handed all to Dick, who searched the
pocket-book carefully.

It was full of papers, private letters, some
gold and New York notes, and the rest in
draughts on the big traders of Fort Laramine,
who were practically the bankers of the back
woods.

Dick secured the private letters, Jack Rabbits
took care of the gold and notes, and Mr. Palmer
rode ofi, leaving the road agents to settle with
the unfortunate travellers.

He was modest and retiring, and put himself
out of sight in a secluded glen until Jack
Rabbits and his friends had done their business,
which they did effectually and then allowed the
royal mail to proceed.

The driver all the time had been smoking his
pipe and sucking his whiskey flask, just as if he
had been in the bar of a tavern.

It was one of those accidents to which royal
mails were liable, and for which every sensible ,
man, aye, and woman, too, must be prepared.

Presently the lumbering coach resumed its
journey, and Dick was joined by his merry men

‘

in the gulch.
Dick would have no share of the plunder, but

advised them to make themselves invisible for

-as

perfection a day or two, and by no means to be seen for
some little time.

“ I'm told," said Dick, quietly, “ that the royal
mail will travel with an escort in future, and the
extra charge be put in the waybill."

With which parting, Dick rode ofi, leaving
his late comrades very much alarmed and dis
satisfied at the depravity of modern society,
which so persistently interferes with the liberty
of the subject.

CHAPTER CXLII.
ran Lsrrsus.

Dick found the “ Hunter's Nest" in an uproar.
Again had the royal mail been robbed, and
according to popular accounts—that is the
victims’ own acoounts—of a considerable amount.

But that was nothing.
Here was Tom Hinks stamping about in a

I great rage, and the sheriff threatening to hang
him, and all because Tom Smith had escaped.

Tommy Hinks was wild with rage at his keys
R, 0,, ,, | being abstracted,

He suspected his visitors of the night before,
but the landlord of the “ Boar's Head "

advised
him to keep dark.

" You were drunk, you know, Tommy, and
least said is soonest mended," he said softly,
"especially as you is a public hoflicer."

And Tommy had to console himself with the
fact that the thief and murderer had not carried
0E his precious manacles and his wonderful
keys while he was about it.

Dick heard all this with a placid brow, and
went on with his morning meal, with the most
perfect unconcerned new.

Then mounting his horse he rode ofl, intend
ing to reach home as soon as he possibly could.
He knew they would all be anxiously awaiting
him.

He passed the royal mail about mid-day, with
out stopping. In fact he gave them a tolerable
wide berth, being by no means anxious to bore
cognised by Brian Seymour, though he was well
aware that worthy would suspect him when he
missed the papers from his pocket-book.

But Dick feared not Brian, whom he hoped to
send to the limbo from whicu no man returneth
before he returned to England.

He reached the first station at twoin the after
noon, and dining copiously, continued his journey
until nightfall, when he halted for the night.

Next day, just as

"—like a lobster boiled, the morn
Prom black to red beganto turn,"

he was again on his way, hoping to reach the
blockhouse before evening.

He was not disappointed.
Though not seated on Black Bess he was well

mounted, and found himself in sight of the block
house at four p.m.

He was well received, as his despatch were
important.

The lawyers were busily engaged in proving
that, in default of the young earl appearing in
person, or producing strong and undeniable evi
dence of his existence, Brian Seymour should be
declared heir.

There was one paragraph in the letter of Moss
Levy, the money lender, of peculiar import :—
“ As you assure me that the claimant will never
be mm again in England, I send you this my last
remittance. Of course, ll I am appointed receiver
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to the estates it will be different. But our oppo
nents have lawyers of eminence and high chm

racter to oppose to us, and the courts are very
much influenced by such minor particulars.”

“ Yes, the villain is right for once," said

Sapathwa; “ a good name does go_a long way.
But my worthy cousin shall find himself with a

hard nut to crack. This packet must go by re

turn to England, and the threat to read that
letter in public court will dash Mr. Brian Sey
mour’s hopes more than anything else could."

The firs: thing done therefore was to write a

letter, which was sent to the one lawyer at Dead

Pine to transmit to his agents in New York and
thence to England. _

Dick found that everything had been quiet
during his absence. Such a sharp look-out had

been kept, that no spies could possibly enter

either the camp or the block-house enclosure.
Still every precaution was taken.
The return of Brian, though to acertsin extent

defeated and baulked, but still with means to

bribe the renegades and Indians, would doubtless

be the signal for fresh machinations.
But Dick must want a rest, so everything must

be put ofi until the morrow.
Dick accepted his dismissal at once, and went

to join his comrades, who gave him a hearty and
jovial reception.

He had some fine stories for the private ear of
Tom, and suggested his ofiering to carry the un

pleasant parcel to Dead Pine.
No sooner said than done. Permission was

graciously given, and in the afternoon the two
comrades started, Tom very glad of the chance

of a spree, which did not turn up every day in
_ the week.

As they rode gaily along, Dick regaled Tom

. with an account of his marvellous adventures at

_ the “ Hunter’s Rest." When he told the names

of the men from London he had met, his hilarity
knew no bounds.

“ To meet Captain Hare was stranze enough,
but Johnson and little Tommy Hinks l

"
he cried,

rolling on his horse, “ it's almost too good to be
true. With such great people here, I should
think the colony might become a great country
in time."

“ In shouldn't wonder," replied Dick.
He little suspected, or any body else, how great,

and mighty, and rich.
They did not hurry, these two ; they had

nothing to hurry for, but, reaching Dead Pine,
they handed the packet to Mr. Edward Ransom,
and took a receipt in the name of the Earl of
Elphick, which the lawyer at once utilised by
putting a label on a tin box with the words,D'

Earl If Elp/tick, in large letters.
This duty performed, the comrades consideredI

their business done, and adjourned to the station
tavern, which they had no intention of leaving
until daybreak.

It was not very crowded. The stage had gone
that morning, and business was pretty slack.

But after they had been in the bar some little
time, Farmer Farnham entered. The recognition
was mutual.

“ Well," said Dick, after the preliminary drinks,
more essential in the colonies even than in Eng
land ; "how have you got on T

"

“Splendid l Lawyer Ransom you told me of
had the very thing I wanted," cried Farnham,
“ and I bought it dirt cheap. You must come and
see it; it's only half a mile out."

Nothing loth, the comrades accompanied him

to his home, which was a finely-wooded farm of
over six hundred acres, a stream running through
the grounds, and plenty of meadows.

The cattle-feed was great.
They were hard at work at a frame-house,

which is a house built first as a skeleton with
posts and cross-bars and windows, all made in
frames, and then the walls were added in the
shape of stout two-inch planks.

In the meantime they resided in tents, which
were not uncomfortable to people who had come
out to rough it.

Dick was warmly received, and invited to be

a constant visitor, which he promised to be.
“ It will be a change from the monotony of

'

our location," said Dick, laughing. “ Whenever

I am tired of myself I will come here."
They stop ed an hour looking around, and then

returned to ead Pine.
The first persons they saw seated at the table

in the bat were Jack Rabbits and his party.
Dick showed no surprise, but walking up intro

duced Tom King as Mr. Hardwicke.
" What brings you to this outlandish place T

"

askai Dick, presently.
“ Well," said Rabbits, in a low tone, “ I have

been told there's some mighty rich coons up here
worth a crack."

“ And you have been told the truth, Jack,"
said Dick, drily ; “only those who put you up to
this fool's errand forgot to mention that they are
my masters, and that before you reach them
you'll have to march over my body and that of
a few hundred Indians. Jack, if you don't want
to lose your scalp, and be roasted alive, and your
eyes gouged out, and your flesh nipped off with
hot pincers, you'll give up that little job."

“Joking l" said Jack." Fact," said Dick.
“

Say no more about it," continued Jack.
“Least said soonest mended,” added Dick.
And the subject changed. Jack Rabbits was

disappointed, but it never struck him to go
against the decision of Dick Turpin, whom he
considered to be at the head of his profession
one to be respected and obeyed.

In such lively company the time passed
rapidly, what with cards, drinking, and smoking.

There was no royal mail that day, so they
resolved to make a night of it.

The landlord did not often get such all-round
customers, who found no fault with anything
and paid liberally.

No wonder, then, he provided them later on
with a supper that would have astonished a
dweller in cities.

About nine there was an irruption of some
Indians and their friends into a shed afiected by
that class.

They were pretty jolly, and Dick presently
thought he heard a familiar voice.

Going out and peeping through a small hole,
he recognised Brian Seymour and Robert Wood- .‘

stock, surrounded by renegades and half-breeds.
"

There were no genuine Indians present.
Warriors who had no objection to the whiskey

barrel in the wigwam, objected to it in the
drinking shanty. '

They had evidently only come for a booze,
and Dick returned to his friends.

Still he was annoyed. When would this per
secution cease? Never while Brian Seymour
existed.

This was a solemn fact, which had to be
accepted and made the most of.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 328

_ stealthily to the attack.

Dick, however, though quite ready to meet
him in fair fight, had no stomach for expediting
his exit from this world by a cowardly blow in
the dark.

When supper was over there was a parting
glass, and then everybody made themselves as

cosy as possible, the house being carefully closed.
Dick in the morning stood a capital breakfast,

and indicafing a rendezvous whenever he visited
New York, went his way with Tom.

Still not a sign of the enemy. All seemed
hushed; but, as the Blue Dwarf said, doubtless
they were over a sleeping volcano, which would
burst when they least expected it.

Vigilance was, therefore,
mended to everyone, while no one was to go

strongly

‘more than half a mile from the house, so that all

\

IGCOM -

might be summoned at a moment's notice.
Dick was very pleased at his meeting with

Jack Rabbits, as if he had got in coniunction
with Brian Seymour it would have complicated
matters very much. K

Rides were restricted to moderate distances,
but plenty of open-air exercise was taken.

Lady Elphick, her mother-in-law, nurse, and
the baby would often get out in front of the.
blockhouse, and there let the child disport
itself on the grass in the sun.

ISometimes under the guardianship of Teddy
Blake, the nurse’s sturdy admirer, she would
take the babe to the shelter of a neighbouring
grove, and there combine love-making with

|
nursing.

i

csarrsn CXLIII. l
I

REDSKINS AND RENEGADES.

One day, a fine one, Lady Elphick and Lady '

Jermyn were at home, the nurse and Blake were |I
in the copse, while all the men were dispersed in |
the neighbourhood, when the nurse came rush- |
ing in to say that tne blockhouse was surrounded
by Indians and others, who were coming up

All miles inside, and with trembling haudsi
barred the doors and shutters, while Blake blew i
acornet and sent up a rocket of great power‘
provided for the occasion.

Then like a rush of wild beasts came the
Indians and renegades. 1

Their fury when they found a surprise was
turned into a siege may be imagined but not
described.

But no time was to be lost. They knew that
the avengers were not far ofi.

There was plenty of fuel about, and this was
piled at the back of the blockhouse and lighted.
Then Brian and Robert began hacking at the
windows, while some attacked the doors and
others the roof.

Through a hole in this, the arch traitor, with
several of his followers, descended and threw
open the doors.

There was no time to be lost. Loud shouts
were already heard in the distance, wild cries
from the whites, and the deadly war whoop
from the Indians.

Brian, who was disguised as a half-breed, and
dyed accordingly, snatched up Laura, who had
fainted, and rushed out.

A fearful scene of confusion ensued as friends
and foes got mixed.

Brian received a nasty blow on the head from
the butt end of a pistol, but he dashed away for

the grove just as the Blue Dwarf, mounted. and
followed by other mounted men, came upon the
scene.

Very few of the Sioux escaped, but when the
fight was over Lady Laura was nowhere to be
seen.

A loud trampling of horses in the distance
proclaimed the mode of flight.

There was a rescue party in ambush.
Dick, Tom, all the white men, and many of

the redskins started in pursuit.
But ere they debouched upon the plain the

ravishers had disappeared beneath the leafy
arches of the forest.

The first confusion over, the men were ordered
to prepare for immediate action, while the chiefs
held council.

That personal harm would be done to Lady
Laura no one had any thought about.

She would sufier terribly, of course, but for
the present that was the worst they had to fear.

What was to be done 7

Open war was risky, as when a redskin's
temper is up no one can tell what he will do.

Shelton Seymour suggested a ransom, so rich
and heavy that the Sioux could not refuse.

“ Not their prisoner,” said Jack ; “ white
man’s—treat with him.“

" But cannot the Indians be tempted 7" asked
Sapathwa

“No; keep word to rascal l” was the grave
and sententious reply.

This was indeed a damper.
After some further discussion it was agreed to

send out scouts and runners of both colours to
watch the enemy.

'

They returned next day with the intimation
Ivthat the Sioux had again moved, it was believed

in the direction of the lakes.
There was but one course to pursue.
They must be followed up, first by trailing

parties, and then by the whole body of the
Mohicans.

The chiefs distributed handsome presents,
and promised more, and the Sschems decided to
do their bidding.

Of course, there must be a preliminary pow
wow, but that was merely nominal.

Meantime a party led by Red Eagle, and com

prising Dick, Tom, and Indian Jack, the earl,
one other guide, and eight picked warriors
would go one way, while the other white men
backed by Mohicsns _would follow the trail in
another way.

The Earl of Jermyn and Colonel Grant, with
one white interpreter, would remain, and a
select body of stout warriors would guard the
blockhouse.

The first party started at once, as usual in
case of such enterprises on foot.

Shelton was pale, vbut determined. This
fearful persecution must end.

Even if he slew him with his own hand, that
fiend incarnate, Brian Seymour, must die.

They first took their way to the deserted

camp, where they found some of the scouts.

There could be no doubt they had gone in the

direction of the lakes, intending to fortify them

selves in some of the dark and dismal woods

near the water, where swamps and morasses

would make attack no easy matter. _
There could be no difliculty in following so

large a body.
The question was, had Brian Seymour gone

with them?
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This, however, was a matter only to be solved
by time.

They must push on and do their beat.
The duty of the forlorn hope was to find

where the foe had located themselves, and be
ready to point out the spot to the main party of
warriors when they came up.

There was none of the refined art in trail-find
ing, for which the Indians and prairie-hunters
are so famous, to be exercised on this occasion.

There was no fear of a false trail while fol
lowing so large a party.

What they had to look for was possible
ambushes. The progress of such a large party
with women and children and other impedi
menta, must necessarily be slow.

Before midnight they were close in their rear.

Could the warriors but come up there might
be an Immediate attack.

Bin Indian etiquette forbade any such rash
proceedings.

The Mohicans would not be up to where the
foe were lying until next day.

The pursuers camped in a retired grove, sur
rounded by dense thickets.

Two hours before dawn one of the scouts
came in to say that the Sioux were already on
the march.

This was, however, useless news to our party,
as they could do nothing.

To allow themselves to be seen would be utter
madness.

They kept close, watching the cortege from a‘
distance. It descended a slopirg plain, like
some huge serpent, and finally disappeared in
the forest.

Not twenty miles away they could see the
distant waters of Ontario.

Late that night the whole body of the armed
Mohicans appeared, and then they pushed on
ready for the attack.

Two hours later they found the Sioux camp
entrenched on the borders of the lake, with deep
morasses and swam pr.

It would not he safe to penetrate there except
with daylight to aid them, so the Mohicans and
their friends camped in the open until dawn.

Our friends remained silent, and all slept ex
cept Shelton, who was racked by doubts and
fears of the most complicated kind, and tossed in
his blanket without repose.

At last it was day break, and a hasty meal was
nade preparatory to a march on the foe.

Then suddenly from out the woods came a

procession of Sioux, twenty in number, unarmed,
who marched towards their hated foes without
the slightest hesitation.

All seated themselves, the sachems in the
front row.

The new arrivals were brief in their communi
cation. They came to invite twenty of the
whites and Mohicans to visit their camp, while
they remained as hostages.

Matters of importance had arisen, on which a

talk was required.
One half of the deputation were well-known

chiefs, as Bed Eagle knew, the rest stalwart
)'0ulhs.

Their proffer was at once accepted. and the
earl, Dick, and Tom, with Indian Jack as an
interpreter, Bed Eagle and some others made up
twenty.

Then from behind a guide stepped forward
and announced himself as ready to lead the
way.

It was not a long march. In half-an-hour
they were at their destination.

CHAPTER OXLIV.

IN THE SIOUX CAMP.

They found a party of chiefs and others as
sembled to meet them.

They looked sullen, and they gazed around
with lowering brows.

After the usual preliminaries the truth came
out. Brian Seymour, or Big Elk, as he called
himself, had deserted, with his immediate fol
lowing of renegades and half-breeds, taking his
prisoner with him.

What the Sioux wanted was an alliance on
these terms-—the traitors to be given up to
them to be dealt with as they thought best, and
the white woman to be given up to her friends.

Several white allies or‘ theirs and half-breeds
were left, and they believed they could track
him to his lair if they were properly paid.

Four of them stepped forward and were exa
mined by Indian Dick.

They knew his secret haunt. It was not on
Lake Ontario, but upon another lake—-a small
one. Of course, it was not his own haunt, but
that of one of his paid adherents, Luke Baxter.

If paid well they would lead them there in
safety.

A new rifle, everything necessary to a hunter,
and a horse and aocoutrements, with one hun
dred bright silver dollars, were oiiered, with a
gold quadruple down.

The offer was enthusiastically accepted, and
then measures were debated.

Luke Baxter had escaped by water, as signs
of a canoe had been found.

But the guide, Jim Beal, would take them
along the banks of the lake until the right point
was reached to strike into the woods.

This was agreed to.
After some conversation, the Sioux agreed to

trust to their allies bringing the traitor back to
them, and allowed our own select party to go on
the trail by themselves.

Red Eagle sent two of his warriors back with
orders to release the hostages and fraternize with
the Sioux until his return.

Just then a scow was seen making for the
shore, flying the flag of a dealer in notions.
Indian Jack said it would strike there in ten
minutes, and they might find some useful things
on board.

There were dried meats and whiskey, with
many showy articles of dress.

Shelton bought the whole lot, and presented

it all to the sachems, paying in New York notes,
which were recognised everywhere.

The whites all filled their flasks and secured
some dried meat and coarse biscuit, and then the
party started.

The march along the banks of Lake Ontario
was not an easy one in those days; what with
bushes, fallen trees, swamps, bsyous, and other
hindrances, they had to move with a slowness
that sorely tried the patience of Shelton Sey
mour.

But there was no remedy.
They kept on all day, halting only for food,

and at night had only done twelve miles.
But next day they would start for the inte

rior, when the path would be easier.
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326 THE BLUE DWARF;

There was nothing to be done but to exercise

patience.
Morning broke, and without delay the guide

plunged into the fastnesses leading to the hills.
They now moved under high trees with less

undergrowth, and made more rapid progress.
Doubtless Luke Baxter and his gang, reallyi

robbers, who lived by plunder, would consider
themselves secure in this their most secret den.

But they were wary birds, and not to be
caught by chafi.

Their home, Jim Beal explained, was on an
island in the centre of a lake, and this home was
a sort of fort.

If all the gang were at home there would be
a fight, as they were numerous enough to defend
themselves.

As a rule, however, the desperadoes were dis
persed here, there, and everywhere, returning
only after a successful haul and when they had
need of a safe retreat.

They had, he said, when he mentioned this,
about an hour’s march, and he advised great
caution, as these bandits were both cunning and
malicious.

They might not apprehend immediate pursuit,
but they would be prepared for it.

None of our friends supposed that Brian
meant to make any stay here. He had simply
escaped from the thraldom of the Indians, and
would as soon as convenient put his hostage in
safety, and probably renew his designs.

If he had money enough, he could easily make
terms with thelndians, the Sioux, to whom he
could tell some plausible story.

Their self-interest would overcome their hate,
they had no doubt.

An hour later, while in a dense thicket, they
came in sight of their destination.

Peering out, they saw a small but beautiful
lake about five miles in circumference and one
across.

In the centre was an island, to all appearance
artificial.

It was erected on piles, which were set in the
water. Around it was a stockade—altogether a
formidable place to attack.

There were several canoes and one large,
heavy scow lying at anchor.

To reach the island they must secure this.
Not a sign of human life could they as yet make
out, though smoke curled from the chimneys.

Some of the warriors suggested swimming out
and securing the scow, which was sufiicient to
hold them all.

While four of the young braves stripped, in
order to swim out, the rest stood to their arms.

Still no sign of the foe, who appeared to have
gone to sleep.

The swimmers found the barge moored by
ropes to a kind of wharf. These were easily
cut, and then the scow was slowly towed to
wards the shore.

It had not gone a hundred yards when there
was a tremendous shout from the island, and

their canoes were seen in full chase.
And still the swimmers kept on until they

were within thirty yards of the bank, the
pursuers close behind.

Then from beneath the trees came a wither
ing fire, and the canoes were checked in their
progress. Several were killed and more
wounded.

The scow was now drawn in to the land
and everybody went on board.

The boat contained its two long heavy oars,
to which three men were attached, the rest
preparing for the contest.

The scow was brought up close to the land
ing and a rush made. The occupants of the
island had collected in the centre, and made a
stout defence.

But they
who surrendered made prisoners.

Lady Laura was found in a small hut,
attended by the daughter of one of the rene
gadm. She was at once given to her friends,
whose happiness may be conceived ; while
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were
handed over to the Sioux Indians, who dis
armed and pinioned them.

Both were ghastly to look at, for they
full well the fate that awaited them.

The Indians, whom they had deceived, would
have no mercy.

They appealed in vain to the young earl and
his companions, but were sternly told that they
were prisoners of the Sioux, who would do
with them as they thought proper.

As soon as possible all landed, and our
friends hurried to return to the blockhouse,
where they were impatiently expected.

During their absence letters had arrived,
which Sapathwa considered sufliciently impor
tant to induce them to return to England.

The Sioux had emphatically told them that
they had nothing further to fear from Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock. They would
be first submitted to the torture and then
burnt alive.

As soon, therefore, as matters could be
settled, they retraced their steps to New York,
and gave up the block and log house to the
Mohicans, from whom they parted with mutual
marks of res t and friendship.

Indian Jack, before they left New York, was
right royally rewarded, and so were tne other
guides.

knew

CHAPTER CXLV.
HAMPSTEAD nacns.

It was delightful both to Dick and Tom to
find themselves once more in London. America
had amused them; but they were thorough
cockneys, and the metropolis essential to their
real happiness.

They were most liberally rewarded for their
services by the young earl’s guardians, and re
quested to keep Sapathwa apprised of their
address in case anything turned up where their
aid was likely to prove necessary.

Apart from this understanding they were
unreservedly free.

Of course Mr. John Palmer’s first duty was a
visit home, he taking his friend, Mr. Markham,
with him.

His visit to America amazed everybody.
Such journeys were very rarely made in those
days. Dick had a lol. to tell about his adven
tures, and from that hour became, of course, in
the eyes of all, a great traveller.

And they were never weary of hearing his
wonderful stories. both by flood and field.

After u week‘s quiet repose, Dick and Tom
returned to London and took up their residence
in one of their favourite haunts near Holborn.
Their horses had been removed to the same
place, and both were anxious to feel themselves on
the heathy plains again and at their old game.

were soon overpowered, and all"
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 327~
Chaplains have often reported, without com

prehending, the charm which highwaymen had

in the life.
“ Yes, but chaplain,” said one, with a chuckle,

just as he was about to be turned off, “ only
think of the delight of a ride over Hounslow
Heath 1"

After spending the night at the “Green
Man" with some of their friends, they deter
mined to take a ride through Hsmpstead
Heath into the country in search of some ad

venture that might prove profitable.
They took their way up Gray's Inn Lane,

then very difierent to what it is now. Still, it
was populous and much frequented even at an
early period. Howe says, “This lane is fur
nished with fair buildings and many tenements
on both sides leading to the fields towards
Highgate and Hampstead."

lt was a great place for brick-making then,
while many of the numerous inns in this lane
were coaching houses. From the “ Red Lion,"
a house that used to be near Portpool Lane, two
coaches started for. difierent parts of the
country. The following bills were on the out
side :—

A Coach with Four Able Horses
lets out from the Red Lyon Inn, Gray's Inn Lana,

on Friday, I01‘Donosatu.
and will take in pmssngerafor York, or

ahy plaoeadjacent.

Fnr Stamford, or any other part of
Llneolnahlrs. a Coach and Biz Good Horses lets out

from the Red Lyon, in Gray's Inn Lana,
the 14-thor lbth instant, where passengersmay be

carried at reasonablerates.

On the days when Dick and Tom knew the
coach would be starting, they very often went
to the“ Red Lion," to have a look at the pas
sengers.

The animal supposed to represent the Red
Lion being the work of an artist who had evi
dently not made a study of the personal appear
ance of the king of the forest, says Thornbury,
was commonly spoken of by its humorous fre
quenters as the “ Blue Cat."

It had an evil fame, for a witness before a
committee of the House of Commons said—"I
have seen the landlord of this place come into
the long room with a lump of silver in his hand,
wh’ch he had melted for the thieves, and paid
them for it. There was no disgrace about it ; it
was done openly."

Dick and Tom rode past on this occasion
without stopping, and soon found themselves in
Pancras Lane, where, near Old ht. Pancras
Church, under the protection of a high bank
and ditch, Jack Sheppard was apt to play the
footpad.

There was a little public~hou.=e near the spot,
and into this they entered, rather surprised at
the number of horses outside.

Going into the somewhat dilapidated-looking
parlour, they were received with a cry of sur
prise.

Dick and Tom looked equally astonished.
There were present Jack Sheppard, Blllfiaklfl,
and one or two more of the fancy, with several
much more suspicious characters.

“ Hooray l" sdid Jack Sheppard, who was a
“ little on " and noisy. “ Wnai/s up I"

“Just taking a ride," replied Dick, as he
ordered some drink from the drawer.

“ Going to Hampstead races," continued Jack.
“ Fcrgotten all about it," said Dick ; “ but as

we're here, we'll go too."

All expressed their pleasure at their company,
and shortly after a general move was made in
the direction of the pretty village, which then
was desecrated by a suburban meeting.

All who care for the beauty of Hampstead
must rejoice that this horrible degradation has
passed away, and is

,

as it were, a matter of
ancient history.

ln fact very few people know that anything
of the kind ever existed. We therefore give a
few particulars for the reader's information.

The western part of the Heath, behind Jack
Straw's Castle, was the spot occupied in former
times as the Hampstead race course, long before
the Derby or Ascot had been established in the
popular favour.

The races, however, do not appear to have
been very highly patronised, if we judge from
the fact that at the September Meeting 1732, one
race only was run, and that for the very modest
stake of ten guineas.

“ Three horses started,”
Coumnt of that period ; “ one was distanced the
first heat, and one was drawn; Mr. Bullock’s
Merry Gentleman won, but was obliged to go
the course the second heat alone."

We learn from Park’s History of Hamprtead
that the races “drew together so much low
company, that they were put down on account
of the mischief that resulted from them."

As we have said, their existence is now for
gotten, and the uneven character of the ground,
which has been much excavated for sand and
gravel, is such as would render a visitor almost
disposed to doubt whether such could ever have
been the case. v

The jovial but somewhat noisy group of horse
men rode over the fields and through the lanes
until they came in sight of the grand stand,
which was erected on n. level surface near.

Dick and Tom were better clothed and more
respectable in appearance than any of the
others, so when near the winning post they
wished them good-morning for the present, and
paying the fee, went in among the motley group
of gentlemen, betting men, and welshers who
make what is often called the aristocratic crowd
at races.

The others joined the howling mob outside,
who only ape their betters.

As a matter of course, the first thing done by
Dick and Tom was to enter the refreshment de
partment, which was situated under the grand
stand. It was crowded to excess, some drinking,
others shouting the odds, and so on.

They got into a corner where there was a
canvas partition, behind which wasa very small,
even tiny, bar, which they had to themselves.

On the other side of the canvas men were
talking, some loudly, some in whispers, of the
coming race.

" I mean," said one raué, "to back Brian
Seymour's Valerie. It's the best horse on the
course.

“ Take care! that fellow is a slippery sort of
chap," replied another, "and if he has any
interest in the matter will lose the race, Sir
Jaines." _,

“ Well," said the other, with a sigh, “ I've
staked my all, and to withdraw new would
subject myselt to ridicule. But let us get out
inio the open air."

And they elbowed their way through the
crowd, leaving Dick and Tom in a state of mind
impossible to be described.

says the Daily
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323 TEE ELL E DWARF;

Brian Seymour l—Vale.rie I
What did it mean?
Were these men, whom they believed to be

dead, scalped, and burned to ashes, alive!
Had all their hard work in America gone for

nothin ‘I
“ H31: l ”

" If you, Robert," said the unmistakable
voice of Brian Seymour, “can only keep that
fool, Sir James, steady to his bets, all will be
well. Valerie will lose. I have told Jim that
if he wins I'll discharge him and then break his
neck."

" Sir James Polwarth is not aware we ever
knew each other. I'll keep him up to the
scratch," responded Robert Woodstock.

“Exactly —and now, for fear of accidents,
we had better part," said Brian. “But be
careful, for unless we win this money we shall
not be able to renew our plans as to the earl.
Thank heaven that infernal Blue Dwarf believes
us dead."

And they moved away.
" You heard them, Tom 7" said Dick. “ You are

quite sure you heard them 7"
“ Yes,“ gasped Tom ; “ but what does it

mean T"
“ Those other renegades must have been

bribed to let them escape," resumed Dick. “ At
all events, Sapathwa must know what has

happened at once. But I will stop Brian's little
game. We'll have his winnings."

" Loss of time," remarked Tom.
“No. It will stophis little game if we de

prive him of his money," Dick went on. " Be
sides, Sir James Polwarth is a very decent
fellow, and I mean to give his losings back."

With these views, the first thing to be done
wasto keep out of sight of Brian and Robert,
and let them go on in the belief that their
escape from the Indians was not even suspected.

They accordingly remained quiet until the
race was over, and then hurried out to where
their horses awaited them.

As they passed away from the grand stand
they heard a short colloquy.

“ By heavens, Brian l" said the hoarse voice of
Sir James, “ what is the meaning of this? I am
a ruined man l"

“ And I, having staked every farthing I have
in the world on this race, am sold—utter1y
crushed," replied Brian. “ The horse must have
been doctored or something. But I cannot

rove it."P " I suppose it’s all right," growled Sir James ;
"but now l'm back in the hands of the Jews."

And they heard no more.
As soon as they could get out of the crowd tol

where their horses were in charge of two youths,
Dick Turpin and Tom mounted, and rode a little
distance to a spot where they could observe all
who passed.

There was a grove of trees in which they had
concealed themselves, putting on their masks
and otherwise disguising themselves.

Soon the crowd, some elated, some dispirited,
began to move by another way to the great
metropolis.

Some were howling and shouting, others
orderly enough, thinking probably of the old
proverb, “ A tool and his money soon parted."

Presently, when nearly everybody had gone
to town, Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock
were obseried coming along together in close
conlerence.

They saw Robert hand Brian a pocketbook,
and then followed a certain amount of wran
gling as to the division of the plunder.

But it did not last long. Out rushed the two
highwaymen, and, before the others could make
the least resistance, they were knocked ofi their
horses with the butt ends of pistols, and rifled
with the rapidity and dexterity so characteristic
of the friends.

They then divested themselves of their masks
and returned towards the racecourse.

All had left save those with stalls and barrows,
and they were on the move.

As they expected, Sir James Polwarth had
remained behind, being loth to join any of his
comrades and acquaintances.

He led his horse near where the flag-stafi is
now, and looked keenly towards the west.

As Dick and Tom rode up, he turned and
stared at the two strangers.

“ Sir Jam Polwarth, I believe," said Dick,
with his usual urbanity and politene.

“ That is my name," was the surly reply.
“Well, Sir James, I wish to tell you some

thing that may be a warning to you in the
future," returned Dick.

“ I have no fu1nre,” was the gloomy reply.
“At all events, it is as well to know the

truth,” continued Dick, blandly. “ Are you
aware that Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
stock are not only confederates, but two of the
most rascally scoundrels in England 7"

" Confederates l "
gasped Sir James.

“ Yes ; and I heard them arrange between
them this morning that if you stuck to your
heavy bet with Robert, Brian would make his
jockey, Jim Pryce, pull the mare Valerie."

“ Fool l idiotl dolt l" cried Sir James, “ to be
duped like this I "

‘- Here B your money back," said Dick.
" Don't ask any questions, but know that I
have suflicient power over Brian to make him
do the honest thing. His reputation is too
shaky for him to resist a thorough and fresh ex
posure."

“ That mau—-a welsher l"
“ Yes; and take my advice, Sir James, have

nothing more to do with cheats and blacklegs,“
continued the valiant highwayman. “ Brian is
a bad lotl there is no crime of which he has not
been secretly guilty."

“You amaze—_you astound me l ” cried Sir
James. “ Is there any place where we can have
refreshment?”

" Certainly," said Dick, as he rode forward,
turned down a narrow lane, and brought the
baronet to a little cosy, comfortable roadside
inn, where they were able to refresh themselves,
t'.e., have a hearty good dinner and a bowl of
punch.

As soon as night fell, the three rode into
London. They were not of those who were
afraid to venture through Kentish Town.

It is a striking instance of what the manners
and customs of the natives were in those days,
that it was very unsafe to pass along the roads of
Kentish Town after dark, and many such notices
might have been seen as the following :-—

“ On Sunday night, August 5th, 1751.as Hr. Balnsiorth
and his daughter, oi Clare sne=r.,Clare Marker, were re‘ turning homethrough l{:nt\~h Town, about eight o'clock,
they were attacked by three footpads, and after being
hrunally ill-used. Mr. R. was robbed of his watch and
money.“—London Coumul, August 8th,1761.

The frequency of such outrages induced the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 829

inhabitants to undertake some means for their
protection, and the result is made known by the
following notice, copied from an old newspaper,
1756 :—

"The inhabitants of Ksntiah Town, and other places
betweenthere and London, have entered into a voluntary
subscription lor the support of a guard or patrol to pro
tect foot passengers to or from each place during the
winter season (that is to say) from to-marrow, being Old
Michaelmas Day, In Lady Day next, in the follow-lnnr
manner, viz. :-—'l‘hata guard of two men well armed will
set out to-morrow at six o’clock in the evening, from Mr.
Landefs, the Bull in Kentiah Town, and go from thence
to Mr. Gould's, the Coach and Horses, tacingthe Foundling
Hospital Gate. in Bed Lion Street, London ; and at seven
will return and go bank thenceto the Bull ; at eight will
set out again from the Bull to the Coach and Hones. and
at nine return from thence to the Bull again, and will
so continue to do every evening during the said winter
season.from which placeat the above hours all passengers
will beconducted without feeor reward."

To people of the present day, this appears
almost incredible.

CHAPTER CXLVI.
auornna rnrrrme.

Meanwhile, lulled to rest by the belief in the
death of both Brian and Robert, the whole
family of the Elphicks and their patron, Sapathwa
lived in a kind of fool's paradise.

There were a few houses near Brunswick
square in those days, when the Foundling was
almost in the fields, and in one of these the
family lived, no longer in seclusion, but mixing
in society, as was then done.

Sapathwa, as a rule, dwelt in one of his own
private haunts, but on occasion he resided
amongst his friends, who looked up to him with
awe, admiration, and gratitude.

Dick, not finding him at the address given, on
their return from America, went at once to
Great Coram Street, and asked to see Colonel
Grant in private.

Dick was at once admitted, with Tom, and
ushered into a room, where he found Colonel
Grant, Lord Jermyn, and Sapathwa.

“What is the matter?" asked the colonel.
“Brian and Bobert are alivcl we have seen

them to-day! " said Dick.
All sat appalled at this astounding discovery.

Not dead l
Of course it was apparently incredible, as the

Sioux had solemnly assured them all that these
two had been scalped and then burned alive.

But Dick and Tom were quite certain of
having seen them alive at Hampstead races.

“ All that can be done," said Sapathwa, “ is to
keep on the watch. The Indians were probably
bribed, and we know them to be as mercenary as
anyone. Still it is most fortunate you went to
Hampstead races to-day. Keep good watch, and
let us know if you find them at their old tricks.
Come to-morrow evening, and we will decide
what is best to be done."

As soon as Dick and Tom had taken their de
parture a conference was held.

The question debated was should they be safer
in London or in the country.

It was finally decided to move right away to
the Highlands of Scotland, and to do so with
secrecy and dispatch.

This resolution was communicated to the two
inseparables, who were also selected as a guard
of honour in the work.

It was determined to travel with a four-in

\.

I

"I tell you what it is
,

Dick,” said Tom, “this
sort of thing won't do. We'd better turn knights
errant at once, and go about relieving distressed
damsels and that sort of thing. Just as we were
getting our hands in for business we’re on the high
1alntin' game again.”

Dick laughed at his friend, but made no re
mark.

The four-in-hand came up to the house openly
in midday, just as if the occu ants were going for

a drive to Richmond or Win sor.
But the baby and nurse might probably have

suggested a removal.
But no one appeared to be looking on, as far

as they could make out.
At the end of the street, however, crouched

behind a haystack, they would have seen a man
and two boys -had they looked—watching them
with keen and wary eyes:

As soon as they had turned the corner one of
the boys ran ofi, while the man mounted a stout
cob, and the remaining boy a pony.

Then they followed at a respectful distance,
keeping their eye on the top of the coach.

Meanwhile the unsuspecting travellers con
tinued on their way until Barnet was reached,
where they met Dick and Tom.

These worthies had not been idle.
One of them had been concealed in a small

publichouse near Great Coram Street, and had
seen the whole comedy of the man and two
boya

They at once knew they were spies in the em
ployment of Brian Seymour.

Dick's advice was peremptory. He proposed
that the four-in-hand should hurry on to the next
stage, where they changed horses, and then dash
into a cross road.

They could then by devious ways make their
way to York, where the high tobies proposed to
meet them.

“ We’ll keep the beggars bac ," said Dick
heartily; “they may be very cunning, but I

think I know a thing or two.”
All agreed that he did, and his advice was at

once taken.
No sooner were they out of sight than the two

friends trotted back to that convenient haven of
rest. the roadside inn, and waited.

Not for long.
They had not been watching more than a quar.

ter of an hour, when they saw the man from
Coram Street coming along.

As they expected, he paused to “ wet his
whistle” at the alehouse, and when he started

sin they were not far behind him.
He had not gone two hundred yards, when

just where the cross road was bordered by lofty
and overhanging trees, Dick and Tom rode up.

The man was summarily knocked ofi his horse,
which received a lash that sent him flying with
no mean s along the king's highway. They
then tied the fellow to a tree.

“ What does it mean 7" he gasped. _-
_.

“ Simply," said Dick, “ that we disapprove of
impertinent curiosity-—

" ‘ Whither away,my rustic lass,
Whither in such swift haste 1

"

‘Nay, sir, I pray you let me pass,
For time I've aoneto waste,’

“Now, you can tell your employer, Brian Sey
mour, with Mr. Dick’s compliments, that it won't
do. He had better be careful. If we get to

hand, the heavy luggage being sent on in the loggerheads he may find that he may get the
usual way by waggon. worst of it."
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330 IHE BLUE DWARF;

With which parting shot the two rode off.
When half-an-hour later the two pnrsuers rode

up, they were hailed by a voice something be
tween a howl and a whine, imploring them to
sto .

1
!;

would he as painful as it would be idle to
record the language used by the two ruflianly
conspirators when they found how they had again
been outwitted by Dick and Tom.

“ 1 believe it was they who robbed us on

Hampatead Heath," cried Brian with an awful
curse; “ the way in which that fellow Polwarth
behaved lest night at the ‘ Cocoa Nut’ looked

suspicious. Not only do I believe that sconndrel
Dick robbed us, but he gave the money hack to
the baronet and warned him against us.”

“ 'Sdeath l when shall we he even with the
scoundrels f” responded Woodstock.

The man, seeing his horse at some distance
cropping the gram, fetched it, and then the three
rode forward to where the four-in-hand changed
horses.

They easily found, by the expenditure of half
a-crown, that the four-in-hand had turned off
into a cross road, while the two gentlemen with
the smart tits had gone straight on.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were, to
a certain extent, nonplussed.

At last they decided to follow the four-in-hand,
trusting to their being able to trace them at the
different stations.

But here they found themselves at fault.
At the first place for changing horses nothing
had been seen.

Brian, however, came to the conclu=ion that
they were going north, and determined to pro
ceed

As chance would have it
,

they made up their
minds to go direct to York.

Meanwhile we will explain what had hap
ned.

pewhen the Blue Dwarf found they were being
nrsued, he decided to do what is often done by
th hare and fox-to double.
He had the four-in-hand driven into a large

barn, whence they saw the two pursuers pass.
It was two hours before they started again,

and so it happened that Brian and Robert
reached York before they did.

Dick and Tom were there before either, very
much puzzled, but still half suspecting the truth.

They were fortunate enough to discover the

presence of the enemy without being discovered
themselves. ~

They at once left the town, returning in the
direction of London. As they expected, they
met the coach, and at once turned ofi, com

pletely avoiding York, where the discomfited

conspirators awaited them.
They reached Scotland without let or hind

rance and took up their abode at Graeme Castle,
one of the Earl of Elphick's numerous estates,
which had the advantages of being picturesque,
mlf-ruined, ivyclad, and haunted.

It was kept, however, in a habitable state, by
an old man, his wife and daughter, so that they
found everything comfortable. lt was magnifi
cent weather. and all felt as if they could enjoy
this earthly paradise but for the malice of their
enemies, who would never rest in their persecu
tions. .

Before the castle, at the bottom of a slope, was
alake, with an island in the middle, which ba
longed to the castle.

On the opposite side of the water was a fine

'

Old castle called Gerlack, in the occupation of

I Sir Forbes Mackenzie, a baronet of ancient

'

lineage, who, though rich, with everything that
one would have imagined in his possession to

unlike
him happy, was sullen, morose, and miser

ah 8.
He had married five and twenty years before,

when abroad, and yet no one had ever seen his
wife.

He had come back some five years before in
the dead of the night, bringing his wife with
him, but, if so, she was sequestered in the old
castle of the Mackenzies.

Sir Forbes visited nobody, and, as a natural
consequence, nobody visited him.

Still, the castle was a show house. The baronet
occupied a modern suite of rooms, including a
library, dining-room, and bedroom.

The rest of the castle was left to Mr. and Mrs.
Frazer and their daughter Alice, who took care
of the abandoned apartments, which included
picture gallery, armoury, and the show rooms
of anld lang syne.

Abutting both on the new part and the old
suites were the ruins, which were not included
in the show rooms.

It was an odd-loeking place, picturesque
and sombre. Quantities of ivy clung to the
pillars of the arched-doorway and framed the
mullioned windows ; the stone-balustraded steps
leading from one terrace tothe other were dis
coloured with age and green with moss.

After they had been at Castle Graeme a week
the family called on Sir Forbes Mackenzie ; but
he never saw anybody, they were told.

“Would they like to see the pictures and the
armour l" asked little Alice Frazer.

They would, and spent a couple of hours ad
miring the old hismrlc castle, alter which they
left.

Dick and Tom paid it a visit one day, from
sheer inability to find anything else to uo; but
they did not stop long.

Mouldy ruins, except in connection with
hidden treasure, had no interest for them, so
they very soon took their way to where a boar.
awaited them.

They had not gone far when they met a young
man, elegantly dremed, but in a somewhat
foreign style, who, bowing politely, asked if that
were Castle Gerlach.

They replied in the affirmative, and he then
asked if Sir Forbes was at home; they replied
that he was, but that he would see no one under
any pretence whatever.

“ Poor man l" said the other, talking in reality
to himself; "the victim of a self-delusion.
Would 1 could get into the ruins 7"

“Anything very wonderful therel "
asked

Dick.
“ Was I speaking aloudf "

the other went on,
with an ingenuous blush on his countenance.
“I have reason to believe that my mother is
immured within its walls. Could I but see her,

I might restore both her and the bsronet to
happiness."

-- Well, sir," said Dick, “ I haven't examined
the ruins with much care, but I believe there
would be no great difiiculty in getting in. if
you like, we will talk the matter over."

And instead of going back to Castle Graeme,
they adjourned to a small inn where the young
man, who, though owning to the name of
Mackenzie, called himself Roland Graham,
lodged.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 331

He was led by their frank manner, and his
own impetuous youth, to conceal nothing. He
was the only son of Sir Forbes Mackenzie and
the lady who was immured in the ruins, he be
lieved.

His father he knew to be a choleric and
jealous man, who, under very peculiar circum
stances, had taken his wife to England and im
mured her in a kind of dungeon.

He himself scarcely knew his father, who soon
after his birth had been smitten by a desire
to travel, and had taken his wife with him.

His mother was partly Italian, her father
being a native of Naples, but her mother
English.

When Sir Forbes left Italy, he, the son, was
lett with his mother, and there remained until
within a few weeks. He had now a message to
convey to his mother which would release her
from a vow of silence.

Could he but see her, she might explain some
thing to her husband which would put an end
to their mutual unhappiness, arising from a mis
understanding.

“Well, when it's nightfall, if you like," said
Dick ; “we can but try. But if we are not suc
ceuful, I think the old servants, or their pretty
daughter, would help you to see your mother."

“Ab, welll perhaps so," replied the young
man, with a rather fatuous smile; “ but I believe
they would be devoted to my father. The
Scotch are nothing if not clannish."

“ Very well ; and to pass the time we’ll even
try some of your Mountain Dew,"retorted Dick.

The youth blushed crimson.
" You must think me very remiss and in

hospitable,” he said, calling the mistress, who at
once entered and remarked that she had just
got a couple of fowls and a bit of bacon ready ;
would his honour like to have it served up 7

Roland Graham gladly acquiesced, and soon
the smoking viands were on the table, with a
beaker of old ale and a bottle of whiskey,
which meal soon disappeared undcr their joint
efforts.

It was now two hours after sundown.
harvest-moon shone in all its glory of clear
white light over the meadows and fields, the
shelving sands and the quiet lake.

The

At the sound of footsteps she looked up, and
then a voice, which thrilled to her very heart,
spoke one word-—

" Mother l "
“ My son l”
And they were clasped in each other's arms.
Dick and Torn,out of delicacy, kept in the back

ground nntil, hearing the creaking of another
door, they retreated to the staircase, where they

'

were securely concealed.
Then they saw a tall, handsome man, with

bowed head and grizzly hair, appear through a -

door, which he studiously closed behind him.
He seemed to stare on finding the door of the

gloomy apartment open.
He hastened forward just as the mother re

leased her son from her embrace.
“Woman l" he shrieked, “ what means this

new outrage? Ah, wanton "

“Sirl I, your son, forbid your using such

language to my mother," said the young man,

turning round upon the infuriated baronet.
" I have no son," the other went on, bitterly ;;

“ you may be your mother's chi1d——"
“Forbear, sir l" said Boland. "Icome here

to clear my mother's character. Here is the con

fession of the man whose base cowardice has
ruined your lives. Yes, mother, your brother
Philip is dead, and here is his deathbed con

fession."
“ Thank God l at all events," said Lady Mac-~

kenzie, "my name is cleared. Yes, Forbes, the

man you found in my chamber was my brother
Philip. implicated in a desperate conspiracy,
discovered, and compelled to flee, he made me

swear never to reveal his identity. He preferred,
when you discovered him hidden in my room,

to ruin my reputation rather than release me

from my vow."
"The dastsrd l" said Sir Forbes; “but how

am I to believe all this 1”
" Sir l" the son replied, proudly, “this is

Philip's confession. I have read it, and my
mother will corroborate it," he continued, turn
ing to his mother, who was close at hand.

And he handed the document to the baronet,
which the other perused eagerly.

“ One moment I" said Roland ; “ I have some

friends outside who helped me to enter; I will
Under this bright light the three men made I dismiss and bid them call another time."

their way straight for the castle, to where a But when he went out, he found they had
small thicket stood within twenty yards of the taken their departure.
walls.

Here Dick had arranged to leave Tom King
and Roland Graham, he not wishing the latter
to learn how he not the back door open, if he
were able to accomplish it.

He always carried a small box of tools in
his pocket, tools that would have been his con
demnation if captured by a Pooly or any other
experienced otiicer.

Dick then went straight to a doorway over
hung with ivy, beneath the shelter of which he
disappeared, and was able to carry on his
operations unobserved.

In ten minutes he reappeared, and made signs
\:o the others to advance.

The door was wide open, and they were in
the ancient and dilapidated hall of the old keep.

There was a worm-eaten staircase, which did
not look very inviting; but beneath it was a
massive door, which Roland at once opened.

It led into a large dismal room, only partially
lighted by a couple of wax tapers on a small
table, at which sat a woman, reading.

That night the servants were amazed to find
Sir Forbes and Lady Mackenzie, with their son,

in the drawing-room. _
Supper was ordered, and next day Sir Forbes

sent to hire other servants. Alice was made an
attendant on Lady Mackenzie, while the ancestral
flag of the Mackenzies floated on the summit of
the keep, to announce that the master was at
home to his friends.

The first to call were the Earl and Countess of
Elphick, who were delighted to find such agree

able neighbours.
Before a week passed, there was a grand garden

party at the castle, and to this all the gentry
within thirty miles gladly crowded, while work
men came from Glasgow to restore the place to
its former splendour.

CHAPTER CXLVII.
nuns srsnxnio.

While in America, Dick and Tom had acquired‘

a taste for shooting game, and having much_

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



332 THE BLUE DWARF!

leisure on their hands. they obtained leave of
absence to go shooting in the hills.

There were on the estate belonging to Graeme
Castle, several gillies, who were attached, as

Scotchmen will be, to the master of the soil.
One of these, who was well used to talk to the

Sassenach, was selected to act as guide to the
two adventurers.

Lord Jermyn had a deer forest in the heart of
the Highlands, and he sent word ‘to his bailiff to
let his friends have the run of the land.

“Only, my friends," the Earl of Jermyn re
marked, rather caustically, “ don‘t get in the

qlutches of Bob Roy l” _
“And who may Rob Roy be 7" asked Dick.
“ Well l” said the earl, laughing ; " as well say,

who may Dick Turpin be 7" -

Dick looked rather crestfallen. He liked his
new friends to forget for awhile his normal pro
fessiou.

“ Whll, he's a strange fellow I” said Lord
Jermyn, “he calls himself a Highland chief, but
he's not above cattle-lifting, and takes toll of
hlsvisitors. He was in London a year ago, but
did not stop long, as he was known to be an ad
herent of the Pretender. I dare say he will
have heard of you 7"

‘

Dick smiled, and went away quite proud.
The gillie, when they were ready to start,

produced two ponies, which Dick and Tom looked
at in amazement, until told that their horses
were of no account in the hills.

They also found excellent guns and all other
requisites of the deer-stalker.

Mounting their wiry animals, they found, to
their intense surprise, that they made no more
of them than if they were light weights, and
were equally astonished at the way in which they
clambered hills which they might have shirked
on foot themselves. '

Their sure-footedness was equally amazing.
The guide, Ian Roy, was quite tickled at their
exclamations of surprise.

All that day they continued their journey
through rugged gorges in the hills, round rocks,
and sometimes through miniature forests, until
night began to fall, when they found themselves \
in a rude hut with a barn, that served the pur

e of inn to the few sportsmen who yentured
mto that part of the world.

Ian Boy. who was well-known, provided them
with a shake-down in the barn, and a good meal
of fish and venison, washed down with excellent
usquehaugh, that had certainly never paid duty.

Dick and Tom thoroughly enjoyed themselves,
and that they did not understand a word that was
said did not in any way detract from it.

To tell the truth, they hardly made out Ian
Boy any more than would tho reader, if he
were to be given any of his local dialect of a hun
dred and more years ago.

Away again, tolerably early, until they reached
the borders of an extensive forest, where Lord
Jermyn‘s hunting-lodge was situated.

This was a good-sized farmhouse, with out
buildings and stables, and was placed at the
disposal of the two high tobies.

Dick began to think he was dreaming.
“ I sometimes fancy I shall wake and find it is

all a vi.<‘~n," he laughingly said to Tom. “Here
we are, i .-gular nobs, with beaters and gillies,
and heaven knows what l"

The keeper of the forest was a middle-aged
man, with a wife and several children, so that
he willingly turned his master's guests over to

I Inn Roy (Red-haired Jack), who had been
brought up on the estate.

Dick and Tom wore their prairie costumes
which in the Highlands were by no means con
sidered outré, while they found them excessively
convenient. v

They rested that night, and then, well -pro
vided in the commissariat department, they
started on foot.

A splendid deerhound named Gelert accom
panied them.

This noble animal Ian Roy led in leash until
they reached what he thought a fitting place to
begin operations.

It was a partially-open glade, with a kind of
path six or sev feet wide between the l0fty
trees, extending into the far-off distance. Ian
Roy told them, as well as he could, to remain
where they were until he drove the deer.

When they went to cross the forest vista, then
would be their time to fire.

Dick and Tom at once
determined not to make any mistake.

There was a lurking devil in the eye of Ian
Roy, which seemed to indicate that he expected
and should enjoy their failure. '

Suddenly they heard the haying of the great
hound, and next instant two splendid antlered
bucks cromed the vista. .

With steady aim they fired; although the deer
did not fall, they were sure of having hit. Next
instant, in addition to the baying of the hound,
they heard the shouts of Ian Boy, and compre
hending his meaning without understanding his
words, they followed at a hard trot, and were
just in time to see Gelert cross the glade,
followed by the gillie.

Then the dog mixed his bay with loud cries,
and they soon came in sight of a scene which
caused them to be spellbound.

The hart had darted down a declivity skirted
by a line of noble oaks.

Here he was so hotly pressed by his fierce
assailant, whose fangs he could almost feel
within his haunches, that he suddenly stopped
and stood at bay, receiving Gelert on the points
of his horns.

Ian Boy, who saw that Dick was about to
finish the deer by shooting him, waved his hand
for him to abstain.

Drawing a knife from his girdle, he threw
himself on the ground, calling ofi Gelert, and
advancing on all fours towards the hart, could
scarcely be distinguished himself from some
denizen of the forest.

As he advanced the hart snorted and bellowed
fiercely, and dashed its horns against him, but
the blow was avoided, and at the same moment
his knife was thrust to the hilt into the stag’s
throat, and it fell to the ground.

Springing to his feet, Ian Roy whooped joy
fully, and then commenced breaking him up, as
the process of dismembering the deer is termed
in the language of woodcraft.

Gelert tad meanwhile started ofi, and being
quickly followed, was found with his sharp teeth
in the throat of the other hart.

This was also cut up, and the quarters hung
to the boughs of trees, where they were safe
from molestation.

The gillie now invited them to follow him, and
took them to a piece of high ground, where, at
the bottom of a slope, was a loch.

For nearly a mile, its shining expanse was
seen stretching out between banks of varied

proceeded to load,
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 333

form, sometimes embayed, sometimes running
out into little headlands, but everywhere clothed
with timber almost to the water's edge, except
in the neighbourhood of the slope by which they
were descending.

Wild fowl skimmed over its glassy
and dipped in search of their finny prey, and
here and there a heron might be detected stand
ingin some shallow nook and feasting on the
smaller fry.

A flight of cawing rooks was settling upon
the tall trees on the right bank, and the voices
of the thrush, the blackbird, and other feathered
songsters burst in redundant melody from the
nearer groves.

liven
Dick and Tom were impressed by the

Big t.
Suddenly Gelert put his nose to the ground,

and, after snifling, started off, and soon unhar
houred another noble hart, which, crossing the
sunlit glade, made for the lake.

In another instant he was swimming across it.
Before the animal had gone twenty yards Dick
had fired, and the hart turning towards the
shore, the waters were dyed with blood, and
staggering to land it was immediately des

patched.
At this moment a loud voice, speaking in a

harsh and guttural tone, was heard close at
hand—

“ An’ wha is it killing deer in the land of the
Macgregor 7" it said.

Dick and Tom turned and saw a man in
highland costume, attended by two men armed
with shields and claymores, as well as pistols.

Dick mentioned that he had Lord Jermyn's
permission, and then, as advised, told his real
name.

‘

“An’ so,” said the highlander, “you’re that
rampagin chief they ca‘ Dick Turpin I You’re a
braw laddie, anyway, an’ we'll gie you a highland
welcome. Come awa’."

Dick and Tom smiled, as they followed the
noted Scotch freebooter, feeling, however, in
their secret hearts, that it was hard that a man
who was in no way better than themselves
should be recognised as the kinsman of men of
rank, and considered as almost a power in the
state.

Still, as Disk whispered to Tom, they had
nothing to complain of at present.

With his gun on his shoulder, Rob Roy
started in front, his two highlanders coming
close behind, while Dick, Tom, and the gillie
made up the rear guard.

After going through the wood for some time,
Rob Roy entered upon a beaten path, which led
towards some hills. -

After an hour and a half’s walk, they came to
a sort of shanty, a low-roofed hut, long and
straggling, which proved to be one of the dram
shops so common in the Highlands—houses that
professed to sell food for man and beast, but
which chiefly dealt in whiskey.

H_ere the highlander was evidently well
known, being hailed with gladness, while his
Southern friends were welcomed for his sake
almost as warmly.

Rob spoke in a low tone with one of two
men who were present—the younger-—snd he
went cut as if to reconnoitre shortly after.

The landlord now produced whiskey, and all
helped themselves.

Suddenly the door was violently thrown open,
and in rushed the landlord's son.

surface,

“The red coats l " he cried.
All started to their feet, Dick and Tom in

wild astonishment at the fear depicted on every
countenance. Then the gillie, with two high
landers, decamped by the back way just as a

body of soldiers, some ten in number, entered

the dram-shop ; and an officer, approaching Bob,

addressed him as follows :—
“ Mr. Robert Campbell," he said, civilly, “I

have a warrant to arrest you and two fol
lowers."

“My foot's upon my native heath, and my
name’s 1\lcGregor," replied Rob, impatiently.
“ I have no followers. These are two English
gentlemen, whom I invited to have some shoot

ing, and they have nothing to do with me.”
“My orders must be obeyed!" the oflicer

retorted ; “ you can explain yourself when
before the duke. Where is the guide '1"

The gillie, who had tried to escape, was now
brought in by a couple of soldiers, looking
awfully forlorn and terrified.

But Dick thought he saw a look pas be
tween him and Rob, that was anything but
frightened.

The officer, Lieutenant Duncan, ordered the
soldiers to fix bayonets and march.

“Watch the guide," he said, " and at the first
sign of treachery, shoot him. If the prisoners
attempt to escape, shoot them l"

“ Sir,” interrupted Dick, with haughty
“ we are the guests of the Earl of Jermyn.
protest against this infamous conduct."

“ Sir, you acknowledge that you accepted the
invitation of a known thief and cateran to visit
him in his stronghold. You must, if your story
be true, snfler the inconvenience which ensues

upon your own folly."
“ It appears to me that there are worse men in

the Highlands than thieves and caterans—I
mean, blockheads and fools," was the cool
response of Dick Turpin.

“March l" was the stern command of the
young Englishman, and in two moments more

they were marching, led by the guide, Ian Boy,
into the heart of the country.

That Ian Roy was not acting in good faith to
the Sassenachs, Dick was certain ; he, however,
made no remark, but determined to await the
course of events.

The soldiers formed in two columns with
their prisoners between, marching in single file.
The guide was placed between two men with
fixed bayonets, while the officer walked last,
that he might see what was going on.

The path followed by Ian Roy was a narrow
one, between two hills, and hence looked upon
with especial suspicion by Lieutenant Duncan.

On more than one occasion he remonstrated
with the gillie, who obstinately asserted that he
knew the path, and if his honour knew better, he
had better seek another guide.

“Scoundrel, you know I cannot l" said the
English oflicer, angrily ; “ but beware-—-“

At this moment there came a blinding rush of
earth and stones from the summit of the clifi.

Dick and Tom felt a strong hand clutch their
arms, and a voice whisper—

"' Back out l"
There was heard a volley of curses, shots were

fired, and then, when the air grew clear again,
the soldiers were found to be disarmed, and in
the hands of a furious mob of kilted high
landers, with huge bare legs and fierce counte
nances.

vanity,
We
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Lieutenant Duncan was being disarmed by
the grinning gillie and another.

“ Spare me not, Mr. Campbell," said the young
English oificer, in a tone of deep despair ; “ I
am dishonoured l"

“ Sir, you are nothing of the kind," replied
Bob Boy, politely. “ You have striven to do
your duty. Return to your friends. Your
idirect way is the way you have come. Give me

your word as an English gentleman that your men

_will not use them against us, and they shall
‘have their guns returned and you your sword."

“ I give you the promise with pleasure," said
the young soldier, offering his hand. “

It_would

'have§_een dighpnour
for me to return with my

men isarme .
He then, glad to get away in order to conceal

'his feelings, called his men together and returned
on his way, a sadder, if not a wiser man.

CHAPTER CXLVIII.
ran mu. roarnms.

Bob Roy now dismissed all his followers ex
cept Ian Roy and the two who had originally
accompanied him, and continued on his way.

He intimated that they would have to be
careful, as the English soldiers were scattered
over the country in all directions.

He explained that the English Government,
though strongly established in England, was
still not so firm as it thought. There was still a

strong party in favour of the exiled Stuarts,
while in Scotland the fidelity to the old name
was fanatical.

It was generally believed that the young Pre
tender had actually landed, or was about to land,
in Scotland, and would proclaim himself king,
when he would receive a considerable amount of

support.
Should victory declare on their side they would

march into England.
Rob Roy threw out hints that there was ample

employment for gentlemen of an adventurous

spirit ; but Dick at once gave him to understand
that they were bound to others, and had no free
will of their own.

In fact, in absentiug themselves even for a few
days, they were running great risk, as at any
moment they might be wanted.

“The fact is, though sorry not to see more of
the Highlands," added Dick, “we can only stay
with you one day."

The highlander replied that in this matter
they would please themselves. The hospitality
of a Bcotchman consisted in yielding to the
wishes of the guest in all things. _

When night fell they were on the banks of a.
rather extensive lake, and here Robert Campbell
intimated that he would take boat.

When the soldiers were disarmed the prisoners
had secured their own weapons

Rob Roy took his gun, and, stooping close to
the water, fired it ofi.

Before five minutes had elapsed, on the oppo
site bank was seen a red glow, and not long alter
the noise of oars in rowlocks was distinctly
heard.

Then a boat was heard grating on the bunk,
and Bob led them to it.

lt was a largish boat, with three men in it,
two rowing and one szeering.

The whole party entered, and were rowed
across the water in silence.

As they neared the other shore they made out
a warm, bright tire burning in the mouth of a
large cavern, about which moved fantastic
looking figures, which reminded Dick of the
gold-seekers of the Catskills.

They landed, and were received with enthu
siasm. Like all Rob Roy’s adherents, they were
devoted to him unto death.

A goodly meal awaited them, and then a com
fortable bed in the heather.

Dick seemed to think there were worse chances
in the world than to be a wandering knight in
the service of a young pretender to royalty.

But his fidelity to his own employer, the Blue
Dwarf, was not to be broken.

At early morn they were again on the road.
Going along the ridge of a hill, they looked
down upon a fertile valley, in which was scat
tered a number of small houses, with s little
kirk in the midst.

Near this were several boats, and scattered
about were some forty or fifty red coats.

Suddenly there was n. bustle among them, and
someone pointed to the ridge.

“ Eh, men, they’ve seen us," said Robert.
“ Follow I"

And he led the way down the steep side of the
hill towards what looked beetling cllfis on the
sea shore.

Rob Roy etplained that he could easily, by
the winding of a horn, bring enough men
together to annihilate the English “ sogers,” but
he had no wisl: to get into a serious dilemma
with the British Government by armed resist
ance to accredited authority.

Should it come to a serious fight between the
armies of two rival claimants to the throne, he
would know how to act ; but in the meantime it
was as well to keep out of harm's way.

Having reached the bottom of the slope, they
turned and saw, not fifly, but more like a
hundred redcoats dashing after them. They
were now under the cliffs, and Rob Roy, without
hurrying himself, walked to the foot of a beet
ling crag, and entered the dark aperture of a
cave.

Rob Roy never stopped, but walked straight to
the bottom of the cave, where by a dim glimmer
from above he made out a flight of rude steps
cut in the rock.

Up this they ascended without diificulty, per
fectly certain that the soldiers would not follow.

A few stones thrown down that steep flight
would stop a regiment.

The stairs opened upon a rough plain, with
more rugged rocks and small hills in the distance,
and for these the party made rapidly.

Bob Roy was now at home. After passing
through a narrow gorge, he found himself upon
a small plain, with a village of some twenty
huts upon it, and a teeming population of men,
women, and children abint it.

In this dwelt Rob Roy himself, with his wife
and two sons-—the woman a fine, proud-looking
virago, the sons sturdy youths ot eighteen and
twenty.

Three rooms had been furnished from the
remnants of the old articles scattered over Castle
Gloom, once a great stronghold of the Camp
bells, and where now these lawless descendants
lived in such state as they could contrive to keep
up.

The woman hated the Sassenachs, and was
barely civil to Dick and Tom, but she obeyed
her husband with the due submission of a wife.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 385

Immediately, however, their wants were supplied
she retired, leaving Hamish and Ronald to see to
their father and his guests. _

As soon as they had supplied them with a
quart of whiskey, lemons, hot water, and sugar,
they too retired.

Conversation was free and unrestrained, and
before long Dick found himself telling the story
of the earl and his two persecutors.

" Weel,” said Bob, “ if those two fellows bother
you ower much, send for me. I'll teach the loons
manners |”

Shortly after the whole went out with
their guns, and had some excellent sport.

Next morning the comrades started, with
Hamish as a guide. He conducted them the
whole way to the hunting box of the Earl of
Jermyn, departing with a substantial reward,
which made the young Scotchman’s heart glad.

Dick and Tom found Tim Roach with peremp
tory instructions to return at their earliest con
venience.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock had
been seen in the vicinity.

Not a moment was lost. Both Dick and Tom
regretted having wasted so much time, but Tim
Roach believed there was no harm done.

It was he who had spotted them. Having
gone to Falkirk on some business for Colonel
Grant—-to buy some books, in fact—he at one
of the principal inns had recognised their inde
fatigable foes, who, guided by some singular
instinct. had pursued them to the neighbourhood
of the Highlands.

As soon as Dick had heard this news he told
Hamish, and bade him return as rapidly as pos
sible with the news.

Dick and Tom now reported themselves, and
told of their singular encounter with Rob Roy,
and of their treaty of alliance ofiensive and defen
sive.

“ It is just as well you made friends with the
highland cateran," said the Blue Dwarf, grimly.
“ I have heard of him from Earl Jermyn. He is
vain, and thinks much of himself; but he is to
be trusted."

“ I think so, sir,” replied Dick.
“Well, now, you two can never make up as

highland drovers," continued Ss athwa, with a
smile ; “but you can dress like nglish buyers.
You'll have to cut ofi your whiskers or make
them short, and wear fiery red ones, Mr. Dick."

“Anything to oblige, sir,” was the quiet reply.
And so two hours later, made up as much like

cattle dealers as possible, Dick and Tom rode out
by the one road to Falkirk, which was nearly
twenty miles distant.

Should the two Londoners have found any clue
to those they were in search of, they must follow
this road.‘

Dick and Tom were not alone. Their guide
was Ian Roy, who seemed to luxuriate in this
kind of life, so different from the dull existence
he spent at the hunting box, with a stern father
and a very harsh stepmother.

There was no hurry. If they reached Falkirk
some time that evening, all would be well.

'I‘hey had a supply of cold meat with them and
the inevitable bottle of Scotch ale and the flask
of whiskey ; so when they came to a spot where
the road was crossed by a stream, they sought
out a grassy mound under a tree, and seated
themselves to enjoy a meal.

Life in the open air has a wonderful elfect on
the appetite, and Dick and Tom found themselves

growing rather stouter than their horses liked.
If this sort of thing continued they would have
to go into training.

Time was when Dick had ridden in a steeple
chase, and come in winner.

“ I promised to do it this autumn, but we
should be in England,” he said laughing, “and
if we were I should have all my work to do to pull
myself down to weight.”

“Yes, and cry," replied Tom.

" Oh, that thll W0, too solid flesh would melt l"

“ What's thatl" cried Dick.

f
Ian Boy had heard also, and leaped to his

eeh
“ It's Kitty Cly l” he said. blushing.
And before they could ask who Kitty Cly was,

they had ocular demonstration.
What they had heard as they lounged on the

soft grass was the clatter of horses’ feet.
A drove of loose stock was coming down the

dusty trail leading to the water. They were all
young fine horses, about twenty in number, and
driven by a dexterous rider.

Snorting and tossing the white flakes of froth
from their mouths, the colts, wet with sweat,
dashed past, giving to the uninitiated a very
good idea of the mustangs, or wild horses of the
prairies.

The horse that snorted and plunged in the
maddest manner was the one that bore the
rider.

As the rider caught sight of Ian Boy waving
his hand, the horse was stopped by a vicious
pull on the reins, within a rod of their resting

lace.P
Then they knew that their visitor was a young

girl. While she spoke to Ian Boy they had a
good look at her.

She was dressed in dark cloth clothes. Her
skirts were just long enough to allow free use of
the stirrup foot, on which could be seen a silver
plated spur with cruel rowels like awls, half an
inch long.

Her hair was cut short, her hands were gloved
in heavy buckskin, her cheeks were browned,
but they blushed to a rich purple under the
stare bestowed upon her.

She rode on a strong side-saddle without orna
ment ; but it was furnished with double girths
and heavy buckles.

She rode a heavy, short-legged, active pony of
that type so justly noted for strength and endu

ranoe. As the restless horse champed and pawed
the dirt, the blood dropped from his mouth from
wounds caused by the heavy curb bit.

They found that the girl was not much over
eighteen, and looked after her father's horses,

-—breaking in some of them.
" That's a fine girl, Roy," said Dick, with a

merry twinkle of his eye.
“ Eh l a braw lassie ; had she a hundred pun’

Scot, I'd marry her the day,” said Ian Roy,
anxiously.

Now, as Dick knew that a hundred pun’ Scot
was less than five guineas, he was astonished.

“If all goes well, lan Roy,” said Dick, “you
shall have double that sum before long."

lan Roy's face flushed with pleasure. He
knew the English too well to doubt their word.

Besides, he was always treated kindly by Dick
and Tom, and now he was in ruptures. He was

eager to reach Falkirk, in order to go and tell
Kitty Cly, whose father's place was only three

miles out of that pleasant town.
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.him that these

Inns were very rude affairs in those days, and
not many of them, except little drinking places
frequented by the lower orders.

'l‘he ‘- William Wallace” seemed a respectable
sort of place, and they elected to take up their
quarters there.

There were two public rooms. A hasty glance
into the better room at once revealed the

presence of Brian and Robert, engaged in con
versation with a respectable-looking man of the
laird class, that is the small landowner class.

They at once went into the second-class room,
and through Ian Roy secured beds and stabling
‘for their horses.

Roy was known in Falkirk, and when be
maintained that the travellers‘ were friends of
Earl Jermyn,who was known to own considerable
property in the Highlands, including a deer
forest, he insured them a good reception.

Their liberality would do the rest.
They were not able to be very sociable, as

they could not for the life of them make out
more than a quarter of what was said.

Presently, however, there entered a stout,
well-built man, who, though dressed as a low
land farmer, they at once recognised as Rob
Boy, and, nodding to the company, that worthy
seated himself and ordered refreshments.

He placed him-zelf close to Dick and Tom, and
presently spoke :—

“ Strangers in these parts T" he asked, in very
good lowland English, with a strong accent.

" Yes, sir," said Diclr, “ and the worst of it is
we don't quite understand what is said. It is
rather hard upon us."

“Yes-—most southerners find it so,” replied
Mr. Robert Campbell ; " but l’ve lived in
England, and understand your ways. Shall we
try a bowl?"

" Certainly,” continued Dick; “only I must
pay for it." -

“ Nay—not the first," laughed Rob; “ that's
agin‘ Scotch law. I'll gang first, and the de’il
take the exciseman.”

So they adjourned to a table in the corner,
where the bowl was brought.

Dick now informed Rob Roy that Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock were in the
next room, and agreed to point them out to him
before they went to bed.

Bob Roy was delighted ; he said nothing would
please him better than to lure them into one of
his haunts, rob them of every farthing they had
in the world, and set them adrilt.

lt was agreed that, if possible, this should be
done. Before retiring Rob went into the better
room, recognised Brian and Robert by the
description, and even spoke to them.

They then went to bed, arranging to rise
early and lay their plans.

The great thing was for these two not in any
way to suspect the identity of Dick and Tom.
Should they recognise them they would be on
their guard, and not by any means so free in
their actions.

CHAPTER CXLIX.
rrrs: carnnax.

Rob Roy, as soon as it was morning, called
the landlord, who was a friend of his, and told

gentlemen were in Scotland on
private business. They had been commended to
him, and ridden there to see him.

Rob knew he coulll trust Sawney M‘Gilchrist,

and so added that the two " chits " in the best
room were bent on the same business, but they
(his friends) would be first in the field,

To do this they must be private, and for this
purpose they wanted a room to themselves.

Now Sawney M'Gilchrist thought that persons
who were at the same time friends of Earl
Jermyn and Rob Roy must be of some account,
and he at once took them to a cottage in his back
garden with an exit on a narrow lane.

Here they could be waited on by Maggie, his
daughter, and no one be a bit the wiser.

He remarked that Ian Roy had already spoken
of them as friends of Lord Jermyn.

Dick at once warned him not to let the others
know, as the business they were on concerned
that nobleman, whose bitter foes the others
were.

This was enough for Sawney. Earl Jermyn
was a Scotch as Well as an English one,
and the landlord from that circumstance alone
was won to their cause.

They at once adjourned to the cottage, which
had a sitting-room and a bedroom, and here
they would remain while at Falkirk.

There was one thing to be considered. Brian
was well up in the family history, and surmising
that the fugitives had come to Scotland. would
guess they would take shelter in the Earl of
Elphick's Castle of Graeme.

Their best plan, therefore, was to return
thither to put the fugitives on their guard,
leaving Ian Boy behind to watch Brian and
Robert.

Dick told the story about Kitty Cly and the
lad, at which Rob laughed hearrily.

"Two hundred pun’ Scot |" he cried. “ Why,
the laddie ‘ed dee fer you."

That evening, after a brief inferview with
Ian Roy, they started for (Jastle Graeme, Rob
accompanying them part of the way.

Dick had little to communicate to Sapathwa,
but enough to induce those in the castle to
decide on keeping indoors.

With Brian and Robert within a day’s march
of them, it would not be safe to trust either
Lady Elphick or the child without the castle.

There was a garden, with walls fourteen feet
high—a kind of ladies‘ pleasaunce. It was
reached by a flight of stone steps from the
library, and was made the particular province
of Lady Elphick, Lady Jermyn, the nurse and
child. But these four would never be alone.

One of the gentlemen, armed, would always
be there.

Hearing from Dick of the prowess of Gelert,
Earl Jermyn sent for him and placed him at
the disposal of Laura, who had known him from
"- P“PPY

He at once took to both mother and child,
who knew they had a protector on whom they
could count.

Tim Roach, disguised as a shepherd boy,
roamed the neighbourhood, and made friends
with some of the youths about.

He had more bawbees than most, and soon '~

was capercailzie, a cock of the woods, at the
alehouse, where he stood any quantity of "tup
penny," that drink so dear to a peasant’s heart
when he cannot get whiskey.

On the fifth evening after they left Fulkirlr,
Ian Roy arrived in hot haste upon a pony.

The two southerners. after making inquiries as
to the locality of Castle Graeme, had found a
guide, and were on their way.
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“ Off'*o Rob Boy and tell him l" said Dick.
It was hard to way, in that secluded spot, with

no one tn aid them, what Brian and Robert
could do.

To enter-the castle, guarded as it was, was

‘simply
impossible.

Suhservient tools are to be had in all
coumrieq for money, but in that secluded re

l
_ gioii, even if their resources were ever so great,

they Willlld rlnd none to aid them.

In Edinburgh or Glasgow rufiians enough for
any fell purpose could be recruited ; but an open
attack on the castle was impossible.

Two days passed, and yet nothing was seen of
them. But late that evening Dick was asked

for. He at once knew who his visitor was.

It was Rob Boy.
He had received his message, and had come

to see it anything could be done.
Yet Brian and Robert were working like

moles, in the dark. Tim Roach, who was here,

there, and ev here, had neither seen nor
heard anything of them.

V He had got rather thick with one Bandy, a

shock-haired lad, thought to be very keen, and
to him he had described his foes. But he had

done no good. Tim Roach said of him after
wards :—

“As meek as Ions; as lnncesnt as a lamb;
Doesn't care a fig; not worth a tinksr'| damn."

Rob Roy had sent out scouts in every direction,
with orders to arrest them wherever they were
found.

Bob Roy asked permission to pass the night
in the castle, with the understanding that he
should come and go as he liked, for which pur
pose he had a key that opened a heavy postern
gate which, to anyone who did not know the
secret, coulil not be opened even by a battering
raru, so firmly was it set in its socket of rock.

Now ir
.

has not been hitherto necessary to

mention that the families of the Earl of Elphick
and the Earl OI Jermyn were Catholics. They
had frankly adhered to the new reigning family,
and ha i never swerved in their allegiance.

- One th ng that had caused them to be more

believe-i in than anything else, was the per
sistency with which they had kept away from
that iioi-hi-d of treason—Scotland.

Rob Roy was very shrewd, and it struck him
that perhaps the secret of Brian's silence was
that ihey were trying to persuade the authori
ties that their visit to Scotland at a time when
rebellion was expected, might be construed into
cause and effect.

Rob Roy communicated his suspicions to Dick,
Who immeuiaiely reported them to Sapathwa.

So woi-my of consideration did he consider
the 5llQg€Sl-1071,that he at once called a family
Cflllllael and laid the matter before them.

Burn l.il€ earls thought the matter important,
but having in their possession certificates of
loyaliy lrom leading members of the Govern
ment, ii-‘no were satisfied of their moral support,
they expressed no fear of their foes being able
to use this against them.

Sull, they were grateful for the suggestion,
whio might be useful.

That evening, at nine o'clock, there was a

knock and ring at the outer gate.
The butler and Dick, who were intimate

Dick always got in with the butler—peered out
of a judas or trap and saw a gentleman, plainly
dressed and mounted on a mule.

The door was opened and the gentleman,
who had alighte d

,

explained, as he entered, that
having mistaken the road, he had lost his way.

“ Can I have l!bBll€l' for the night T

"
he asked. -

“I will ask the earl," said the butler, politely.
“ This way, sir."

And he opened the door of the library, where,
in considerazion of the damp old building and
its thick walls, a fire had been lighted.

The butler held up a lamp. and, by its light,
the one occupant of the room saw the slranger’s
face.

Rob Boy—for he it was—-who was in the
library alone, started back, and crossing the
room, went out.

He followed the butler rapidly, and entered‘
the reception-room at the same time as Mr.
Morris.

“ Pardon my intrusion,” said Rob Roy, “ but
the gentleman who asks for shelter may be all
right—but he's Father Dubois. the Jesuit, and
the staunchest supporter of the Pretender.”

Bob explained that he held the whole web of
the conspiracy in his hands; and further,
that he himself was a warm Jacobite, but as they _
were not, it behoved them to be cautious.

" Under no circumstances ope
the castle while he is here,” continued Bob Boy,

n the doors of -

almost unintelligibly, in his eagerness; “ I will .

see him to-night."
Bob was warmly thanked, and the two earls

went to the library and asked the stranger his
wishes. - - . . ,

He said all he asked was shelter for the night,
as his guide had deserted him and left him in
the lurch. -

“ We cannot refuse you hospitality,"' said the

i

Earl Jermyn, " but we think it right to tell you .

that,
devoted supporters of the present Government,
which has given peace and prosperity to
England." - '- i

“ You have recognised in me a minister of the
true faith," said the other, bitterly.

“ Yes," the earl responded, “ but also an
adherent of the Stuarts, a fomenter of blood and
rebellion, one who is conspiring to bring civil
war into this happy island.’

“I had been led to believe,” remarked the
Jesuit, in a mild and suave tone,-“ that your
loyalty was feigned, and that when I revealed
my true character you would welcome me with
open arms." _

“ As a priest, yes I" said Earl Jermyn ; " but
as an agent of the Pretender—never l I presume
you have been advised by some one—~the
claimant, after my son-in-law." *-.

“The gentleman certainly told me he was next
male heir," the priest said, moodily; “but. he
assured me that you both, like himself, wer
friends to the true cause." ~ ~ ,,.- ;;

“ The man is a traitor and a renegade,"
Shelton retorted. “ He joined the new Church,
hoping to get our estates and title, should we
be attainted. But I know the scoundrel, and
fear him not." i

“ I am surprised l" said the Jesuit, mildly and
persuasively-as if a Jesuit was ever surprised at
anything l

“Will you join the ladies at supper, Father
Duboisl” said the Earl Jermyn, rather sarcas
tically ; “they would be glad to see you. In our
seclusion here we never see any godly men.”

The Jesuit bowed, and then the butler was
summoned to show him to his room.

though we are both Catholic earls, we are -
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 339

Half-an-hour later he entered the supper
room, where he found the two earls, their ladies,
and Colonel Grant.

He was treated with the most profound
respect, and when he retired early was lighted
to his bedroom by the elder earl.

The priest sat down, somewhat annoyed and
bafiled. To find two of the most important and
wealthy of the Catholic nobility supporting the
heretical Government was a bitter blow and
great discouragement.

To have won the two earls over to the cause of
the true prince would have been a triumph of
which even Father Dubois might have been
proud.

He was still pondering when, cap in hand,
Rob Roy entered.

Though a friend to the cause, Robert Camp
bell was no friend to the religion of the Pre
tender. He knew Father Dubois by sight, and
knew him to be one of the most unscrupulous
agents of the vain and foolish young prince, who
believed it to be a sacred and solemn duty of a
people to sacrifice life and property for one who
was personally utterly worthless.

“Father Dubois," began the cateran, “I am
Robert Campbell, commonly called Rob Boy,
and I come to warn you to be careful and pre
p ired to leave this house at a moment's notice.”

"Are the earls traitors 7” asked Dubois,
anxiously.

“No. But you have been sent here by two
unmitigated scoundrels,” continued Rob; “let
me tell you a little about them."

and he gave a brief history of the conduct of
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock.

“ And now, sir, do you know why they have
sent you here I" asked Bob Roy.

“ To enable me to win support."
“ No, sir ; these wretches hope by having you

caught in the house to compromise its inmates,"
continued the cateran. “Doubtless you have
about you documents which would endanger
yourself and others.”

At this moment there was a sharp knock at
the door.

Bob Roy opened it, and Dick Turpin stood
outside.

“A large body of horse and foot, guided by
Brian and Robert, are crossing the moor 1" said
Dick. “Ian Roy has just come in. We have
not ten minutes to spare.“

“This way," said Rob Roy, clutching the
priest by the arm. "Those villains have be
trayed us."

Not a word was spoken until they reached the
hall, where Colonel Grant and Tom King
awaited them.

“ We shall away at once," said Robert Camp
bell; “ then throw the castle open, and tell the
English soldiers to search everywhere.”

Then he took the priest, Dick Turpin, and Tom
King down a dark passage, leading to the
postern, of which he had the key.

It opened into the moat, where it was over
hung by ivy and other creeping plants.

Then there was a loud and heavy knocking,
with a violent ringing.

The hall had been well lighted up, and the
door was opened without hesitation.

There entered hurriedly a magistrate, some
civil ofiicials, Brian and Robert, with three
ofiicers and a number of soldiers.

"To what," asked Earl Jermyn, hnughtily,
“ do I owe a visit at this unseemly hour! Oh, l

see l These murderous soonndrels are at the
bottom of this outrage."

“My Lords Elphick and Jermyn?" said the
pompous English magistrate.

“ Yes," was the answer.
"Then, my lords, I have a search warrant. It

has been sworn on oath that you have a dis
afiected priest in the house."

" Sir," said Earl Jermyn, “search as much as
you please. His majesty’s warrant runs wherever
I have authority. But turn those scoundrels
from my house."

Pointing to Brian and Robert.
“ We willingly retire," said Brian, “ knowing

we are not welcome. But search well, and you
will not only find a recalcitrant priest, but two
notorious highwaymen."

And with this parting shot they went out.
The earl now requested the magistrate and the
three ofiioers to come to the drawing-room,
where wine and other refreshments were handed
round.

Colonel Grant now stepped forward.
“ I am Colonel Grant, of the Guards," he said

to the oficer in command, “ and I wish you to
read these two certificates from the Home Secre
tary that Lord Elphick and Lord Jermyn are
well-affected subjects, and entitled to protection
on the part of all magistrates and deputy-lieu
tenants. You had then better t sentries and
proceed to do the dirty work which you have
been incited to do by those unhanged scound rels,
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock—two
notorious London gamblers and blaoklegs l"

The oficers and the magistrate coloured

deeply, and then ting sentries at every room
they proceeded with their search.

The civil oflicers knew their business, and soon
had gone through every uninhabited and inha
bited room in the castle, examined hiding places,
priests‘ hole, and every possible place where a
man could be concealed.

But needless to say they found nothing.
“ You had better remain until daylight," said

the earl with a smile ; “ you can then have

another good look. Our cellars are well stored,
and there is no lack of provender, when we are
honoured by a visit from the loyal soldiers of the
Crown."

It was a cold night in those bleak hills, and a
thunderstorm was brewing. They were glad to
remain, all the more that refreshment tor the
inner man was just what they stood in absolute
need of.

The oflioers and the magistrate-—an experienced
and able otficial—entered the supper room, which
was well laid out.

The food was abundant and the wines excel
lent, so that, all questions of government and
politics being dropped, a very pleasant night was

s nt.
pilarly next morning, at the earnest request of

the earl, the house was again searched, but nothing
was found.

Then after many apologies the whole party
retired, and the castle was left to its normal
occupants.

About an hour later Dick, Tom, and Rob Roy
returned, having passed the night in a snug
retreat known to the highland cateran, with
whose ubiquity the reader of romance and history
is well acquainted. _

Ian Roy appeared later on, and informed the

chief that on parting from the English troops
Brian and Robert had gone to a place called

/-
»
r-

.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

5
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



340 THE BLUE DWARF;

Lennoxtown, where there was a house for tra
vellers.

Rob Roy now informed the party at the castle

that he had sent Ian Boy to follow them, and

endeavour to worm themselves into their cou
fidence.

'
'_

It he could only get an opportunity he would
put out feelers aboutinaccessihle haunts on the

hills where anyone might be concealed for years,
and, in fact, wholly disappear from view.

The probabilities were that they would fall
into the trap, and commission him to kidnap the

earl. '

Dick highly approved of the suggestion, and
wished them success.

He hinted something about expenses.
“ Tut, mon,” said Rob, “let me see what siller

there is in their breeks first."

CHAPTER CL.
And so itha pened that RobBoyandIan

Boy started for noxtown, to sound the ene
mies of the house of El hick.

Brian and Bobert h met the priest, and, his
character bein hinted at, had made friends with .
him, and then rian declared his connection with
the great Catholic house ot Elphick, suppressing
the fact that, with a view to obtaining the consent
of the Crown to his usurpation, he had apostaaised
from the Bomish Church.

Cunning as was the Jesuit priest where his inte
rests were concerned, he was ready for intrigue,
and thus it was he became the willing tool of
Brim. -

As soon as the priest had started for Castle
Graeme, Brian went to the nearest place where
there was a magistrate and soldiery, and gave
information that, in conformity with a treason
able conspiracy, there would be a meeting at
Graeme Castle, to receive instructions from
Father Dubois, the most active and unscrupulous
of the agents of the Pretender.

As he was the prime mover in the plot, the
authorities caught greaiily at the information,
with what results we know.

Savage at being foiled, the two ruflianly con
spirators retired in high dudgeon to the nearest
little town, and there took up their abode at the
“ Fox and Grapes."

This open attempt at getting his cousin charged
with high treason, which, if successful, in the
heated state of the public mind, might have ended
in death, must be given up.

No such attempt would avail them a secon
time they well knew, and now they must again
devote themselves to working like moles in the
ground.

Brian was unmindful of the old saying
" Who awaits dead men’: shoesmay long barefootodgo."

Still the task they had set themselves was a
diflicult if not hopeless one.

Guarded by that evildemon the Blue Dwarf, and
by two such devoted adherents as Dick Turpin
and Tom King, the chances were, indeed, very
mnch against them.

But ihey were stimulated by hate and avarice
—two of the most powerful instincts of fallen
human nature, which in some hearts crush out
love and sympathy.

They were in this mood, “ nursing their wrath
to keep it_war1n," when Mr. Campbell entered ,
the room 111which the two southerners sat by
themselves over a late breakfast.

He 'nodded familiarly, and' though he had
breakhisted copiously at Castle Graeme, ordered
a snack as an excuse for his presence.

"Do you like our country 7" asked Mr. Camp
bell, in his very best English, but with a broad
accent which no words can express.

" It's rather rugged," replied Brian, with some
thing of a sneer. “ Of course, it's very pic
turesque l"

"Then you should see my part of the country,
where few sontherners have ever trod—castles,
crags, and caverns l" he added, laughing.

“Ahl I don't know that we can go any
further," said Brian; “we are not decided in
our movements."

“ Business is businem l" replied Mr. Campbell,
as the waiter brought in his snack, which con
sisted ot nearly a pound of boiled round ct beef,
and a jug of ale.

It appears that we have fallen on degenerate
days in the way of eating.

In a letter recently published, Queen Anne
Boleyn complains that in consequence of the
late hours of London life, she cannot eat her
usual pound of bacon for breakfast, and drink
her quart of strong ale.

The Londoners, she says, don't get up until
six, and keep such unearthly hours as ten o'clock
at night, and she finds herself reduced to half a
pound of her bacon and a pint of ale.

Mr. Campbell wen: on eating for some time,
ere he resumed his discourse.

“ There was a southerner some years ago who
came to the Royal Hills once too often," he
went off, with a laugh ; “ he never returned ; but
then, you see, he was rich, titled, and heir to a
large property. He found himself in a nice little
highland tower, and remained there until the
day of his death. But then, you see," he added,
with a horrible chuckle, and still more horrible
leer, " he could afiord to pay."

" You mean that some one else could afiord to
pay for him," replied Brian, grimly.

" It's all the same. But times are changed
now," said Campbell, with a sneer ; “ folks were
ready to pay then, as my uncle used to say."" Human nature is always the same l" re
sponded Brian, “ and so it was your avuncular

rellptirve
who perpetrated this little practical

10 e '

“ Yes l” said Robert Campbell, sighing deeply,
"the old man was in luck. He made a pile of
silver by that job. But, as he used tosay, ‘he
was one who, when luck was knocking at the
door, would always let him in.’ "

“Does that tower still exist T" asked Brian,
with assumed carelessness.

“ It is mine |" replied the other. "I never
would have it touched-who knows 7-‘ Diamond
cut diamond ; like father like son.‘

"

“And you mean to say, that if you had the
chance, you would do as your uncle did 7” asked
Brian Seymour, delighted with his new acquaint
ance.

“ I should like some one to try me, that's all l"
grinned Robert, “ I'm not one given to biting oil
my nose to spite my face I"

“May I ask who you are, sir, when you are
at home 7" questioned Brian.

“In town I am known as Robert Campbell;
in my native hills as Rob Roy l"

“ Indeed," cried Brian, " a sort of Scotch
highwayman—head of a lawless clan l"

“ That's what my enemies say l" drily retorted
Robert. “ I consider myself the head rifa gallant
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 341

clan, the adherents of the true king, and if I
lift some cattle and levy black mail on those
who refuse to pay me tribute, why, it's only what
you may ex t from a highlan‘ chief."

Brian an Robert exchanged glances. There
was a reckless frankness about their new ac

qudntance which attracted both men. _ _“ We can talk to you openly," said Bnan,
“that ia

,
we can trust you 7"

“ Ask any man, or woman, or child, in Lennox
town 1" was the response, “ but if you've no ob
jection, we'll c e the drink to whiskey."

And he knocked on the table with the handle
of his riding whip so loudly, that the landlord
came in.

“Ah, Mr. Cam'l l" he said, in his broad low
land accent; “I thawt as it was you ; what may
ye lack l"

“
Usquebaugh, and plenty of it," was the ready

reply. _
pon this the ready bonitmce retired, and soon

brought in all that was required for that favourite
and seductive beverage called whiskey toddy.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were
no strangers to its seductions, but somehow the
mountain dew had- never tasted so mellow and
pleasant as when made by the hands of the
genuine highlander.

The first glam was consumed in solemn silence.
Then Bob asked them to unburthen themselves.

The story told by Brian was thin but plausible.
By trickery and the chicancry of the law he said
he was deprived of a title and estates which
rightly belonged to him.
V The rival heir had immense influence with the

Government, and, besides, was rich, so that as
yet he had failed to substantiate _his claim.

Under these circumstances he had a right, he
said, to take any course to secure his own.

What he desired to do was to immure him, his
wife and child in the tower, where he would be
detained until he yielded up his claim to the
rightful heir.

He could give a hundred guineas down in
advance, but as soon as the false earl was safe
and sound under lock and key, he would send
him a handsome bonus, and arrange a yearly
payment as long as his cousin was kept in
dnrance vile.

Robert Campbell nodded acquiescence, and
then demanded particulars.

These Brian gave. They were, of course, per
fectly familiar to Rob.

Then the arch plotter told them that nothing
could be easier than for him to carry out their
plans.

'

.
There was one thing essential. They might dis

guise themselves if they liked, but they must be
with him to identify the persons, nothing more.

This they agreed to, and the only disguise
Rob suggested, was the wearing of a tartan cap
and the throwing of a plaid over tczeir shoulders.
This would render their appearance in lowland
garb among highlnnders less remarkable.

This being settled, the next question arose as
to the how and the when.

The only obvious plan was force—to watch
until he found his quarry in the open air; but
that might cause delay, and he, as well as them.
selves, wanted it over.

" I believe," said Rob, “ some of my men have

a secret way into every castle in the highlands.

I must ride away now. What say you to wait
outside the town nt sundown? 'l‘nere’s a wee
alehouse with a big tree in front."

They to meet him there, and to have

the money ready, which Bob Boy considered

very much of an essential. _

He then Went out and rode ofi direct for
Graeme Castle, while Ian Boy went ofl in an

op ite direction.
Kan hour Bob was closeted with Dick, and

their plans were laid.

CHAPTER CLI.
run LONE rowan.

It was seven in the evening when Brian Sey
mour and Robert Woodstock rode up to the

létgtle
alehouse agreed on as a rendezvous with

b
.

They were in the act of drinking a " match
kin” when the cateran rode up with some dozen
of his most wild-looking followers, amongst
whom was that “ creature M‘Dougal."

Bob joined the conspirators, and told them
that one of his followers knew of a secret
entrance through the ruins into the heart of thei
castle.

He pro osed to enter with six of his men,.
Brian an Robert, disguised as well as they
could, going with them to point out the persona <

they wiaw captured.
The other six caterans would be within call, if

wanted; but he, Bob Boy, believed that he
would take the whole party so entirely by sur

prise that they would be diaarmed and incapable
of resistance.

Brian urged that two of the party were hired
despersdoes who would make a terrible defence.

Rob promised they should be secured first and
put out of harm's way.

With this assurance Brian and Robert professed
to be satisfied, though their wholesome dread oi‘
Dick and Toni was so great that they almost"
shivered in their shoes.

Bob now signified that there was a very
essential preliminary to be considered, and that
was the fee.

Brian, with visible chagrin, produced a bag
with a hundred guineas in it

,

he said, which
Rob magnanimously put in his pocket without
counting.

They then mounted, and by wild and devious -

paths made their way towards the castle.
When within a hundred yards of the ancient -

building they halted, and the horses were left in .
a thicket under the charge of a gillie.

The “ creature Dougal ” now led them along a
rough piece of ground to the rear of the castle,
where he pointed out a thick growth of briars
and bushes.

Producing a small dark lantern, he pushed.
through and showed a yawning opening, which
he explained led into the vaults and dungeons
of the castle.

Rob Boy, with one of his followers, entered
first, and then came Brian and Robert, the other
calorans bringing up the rear.

Despite their powerful escort, the two schem
ing ruflians felt their teeth chatter, so great was
their dread of the Blue Dwarf.

After passing through some dark, dank, and
winding passages, they reached the foot of a

rough flight of stone steps, at the top of which
was a door which gave way on being pushed.

They now heard voices, and, advancing, saw

open the door of the drawmg-room, a tine old

fashioned apartment, with antique furniture.
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842 THE BLUE DWARF ;

The two earls, Colonel Grant, and the two
ladies were at one end of the room. The nurse
had just given the baby to its mother, who was
wishing her son good-night.

Dick and Tom stood near the door in an

attitude of respectful attention, as if waiting the

leisure of their an 'ors before s "ng.
" Now," said b Boy, ad ressing

whose arm he clutched, “ follow l“
And in the cateran chief went, followed by

his highlanders, waving their olaymores and
armed with pistols.

The nae was complete; the men saw that
save Dick and Tom all were unarmed.

“Which are our prisoners i" asked Bob, in a

disguised voice.
Brian pointed out the young earl, his girl wife,

the nurse and child.
Rob advanced, dofing his bonnet.
" l'm vera sorra to be sae intrusive, but, sir,"

addressing the colonel, “ you maun follow
me. Needs must when the deil drives."

At this moment the heavy curtains at the
further end of the room opened, a blood-curdling
laugh was heard, and there, on the pedestal,
stood the Blue Dwarf.

“ The deil's among us takin’ notes," mared
llob Roy, with affected honor.

In an instant the scene changed. The awe
stricken highlanders made a bolt for the door,

putting away pistols and claymores.
Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were

not slow to follow suit, and then Bob Boy, after
a hearty laugh, followed.

He had earned his hundred guineas very
easily, and he meant to earn more.

As soon as the horses were reached, the
aifrighted highlanders mounted and fled, the

rapidity of their retreat being considerably pro
moted by the sound of a bugle and the sight of a

troop of horse troiting up to rhe castle.
*-'You’d better come awa‘ with me," said Bob.

“ You see the castle folk have sent for an escort.
That was the infernal demon you spoke of
eh T”

" Yes ! curse him l" responded Brian. “I had

better be dark for a day or two. Lead us where

you like."
Bob nodded, and dashed away through the

narrow passes of the hills, until about eleven
at night they reached a small loch, on the shore

of which was a lonely half-ruined tower.
But it was not uninhabited, as, when Rob rode

up and shou-ted, the door opened, and an aged
pair, of not peculiarly pleasant appearance, ap

ed on the threshold.
Rob discharged his men, and entered the tower

with Brian and Robert.
There was a room, rudely furnished with a

couple of trestle beds, straw on the floor, and
two wooden chairs.

'- You thought this was good enough for your
cousin and family," sneered Rob Roy, “ and it
must serve your turn to-night. I dare not take

you to my village; my men are too mad to be
trusted."

Brian and Robert looked rather grumpy ; but

they made no remark.
Rob Roy now summoned the caretakers, and

bade them bring some usquebaugh.
A bottle was brought, with ihree mugs, and

the three drank.
When Kob Boy had consumed his mug, he

wished them good night, promising to see them

in the morning.

Brian and Robert finished the boitle, and then
stretched themselves out on the trestle bed, and
slept soundly.

W n they awoke, they were fearfully
thirs , and at once summoned the caretakers;
but there came no answer.

They searched the tower, but it was empty.
Brian, i Then suddenly looking to their pockets, they

found them empty.
Each had been left a guinea I
Brian started ofl with a string of oaths, too

awful to mention.
“ I see it all nowl" he said; "that infernal

Scotch thief was in collusion with the Blue
Dwarf. The whole thing is a plant. We're
sold and robbed l"

“ It looks very much like it," said Robert,
“but what is to be done? How are we to get
out of these infernal hills?“

Brian was too furious to answer, but going to
the door, found it wide open.

He looked around, but there was nothing to
indicate the quarter in which they should direct
their footsteps.

The position was indeed desperate, and if they
found a guide, how could they explain where
they wanted to got

Besides. except the two guineas, they had no
money. The highland caterau had completely
cleaned them out, and it seemed hard to give one
of these to a guide.

They sallied forth, and at last saw a highland
peasant walking along.

He stared at the two southerners, but when
they showed him the guinea, and said, “ Lennox
town," his face glowed all over.

With a sharp nod, he took the lead, until they
reached a narrow fissure between two rocks.

Brian still had not given him his guinea, and
hoped to overreach him. If they could only see
some landmark, however slight, they would leave
him, and laugh in his face.

Of course, they were not bound to understand
a word he said.

Presently, they reached the end of the gully,
which opened on a stony plain, beyond which
they discerned the tall keep-tower of Castle
Graeme.

The peasant held out his hand.
Brian laughed, scornfully, and turned away.
“ Red-coat l" said the guide, pointing to a hut,

not fifty yards away, with a stone fence only
three feet high between them and the building.

They looked and saw before them a small hut,
upon which the royal flag was flying. A sentry.
with a firelock, walked up and down.

To be arrested was the last thing they wanted.
Doubtless the two earls had given a full descrip
tion of them, and ofiered a reward for their
apprehension.

There was nothing that infernal Blue Dwarf
would not do against them.

Brian handed the guinea to the guide, and
motioned him to lead on.

He at once turned to the left, where the plain
sank rapidly, and soon took them out of sight of
the red-coat station.

He walked on half-a-mile further, and than
they came to what appeared a beaten path.

He pointed forward, and then, as if doubtful
of their intentions, disappeared, with a coin in
his possession he never earned before.

To the left, not a mile distant, was Graeme
Castle.

In their deep distress, they would have been
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 343

glad to have humbled themselves, and borrowed 5
money, even of the young earl ; but they feared 1
the Blue Dwarf. ,'

They therefore determined to push on to Len
toxtown, and put up at the " Crown and
Bceptre," on the strength or the money they had ,

spent, and ask for credit, while they wrote to [
London. |

Presently, however, the path seemed suddenly =

to cease, as it it had long since been disused,and
degenerated into a mere track.

They gazed around helplessly.
After some delay, they came to the conclusion

that their only chance wu to go forward, in the

hope of finding some hamlet, hut, or shepherd,
Iwho would put them on the right road. ,

Part with their last guinea they would not. '

At some distance in front, near some trees, be
hind which was a rocky eminence, they made
out a slight column of smoke; they naturally
judged that they were not very far distant from
some sort oi! human habitation.

Eagerly they pressed forward, and soon came
inview of a square stone hut,that is to say, a
hut built from the loose stones ot the plain.

In ti-ont oi it wasa square patch of garden.
It was lrom this that the column of smoke,
which so gracefully curled, arose.

Hurrying forward, they did not pause until
they were in the garden patch and knocking at
the door.

It opened, and in the doorway stood a vene
rable-looking man of about sixty, with a skull
cap and a dress of homespun.

" What can I do for you Z" he said, in the un
doubted accents of an Englishman.

" We have lost our way. A treacherous guide,
after taking our money—a guinea—deserted us,"
replied Brian. “ We were robbed oi all else by
a scoundrel cateran."

“ Bob Boy, I presume," the other went on,
with a smile. “ Unless you have his protection
it goes hard with everybody about here. Where
do you wish to go "I"

“ Lennoxtown," replied Brian ; “ but we
started this morning from our sleeping place of
last night without even a drop of water———"

“ Come in," the other interrupted. “ You will
find the fare simple, but you are welcome to
what there is?"

And he proceeded into the one large square
room oi the hut.

There were no chairs nor tables—only a couch
on one side, with bedclothss, and clean rushes
and grass ior a fl¢ring.

There was a kind of sate in one corner, and
around hung heavy hammers, picks, and shovels
of curious make.

The recluse pointed to the bed for a seat, and
going to the sale, which stood on an empty box,
took from it a piece of chine of pork, some
pretty hard bread, some cheese, and a large
bottle of whiskey, showing that if he were a
recluse, he was no anchorite.

He placed the food before the travellers, who
needed no invitation to fall to.

He then seated himself and awaited their
pleasure. They ate on with steady perseverance
for some time, and then, with a deep sigh, put
down their knives and forks and filled up their
large mugs with a considirable amount of
whiskey and a moderate allowance of water. 5

“ Very good," said Brian. " Sorry we can‘: 1
reciprocate." 1

“lt matters not,” the other replied. "I am
l

Yonder clifis, which most men
look on as common quartz, teem with gold. I!
I could only induce the tools to help me, there
are millions lying hidden in the rocks."

“ Indeed l" said Brian, who looked upon their
host as an enthusiastic madman.

“Yes—even by myself," went on the man,
whose name was Henry Graves, a scientist, and
unconsciously a geologist, “I get enough. I
have put by for a rainy day. I have a friend
who understands; he crushes the ore and flnds
the gold—pure gold. It I had begun younger
I should have been a rich man; but I have
enough. I lead a sober lite-the air is good,
and when age overtakes me I shall have enough
--enough," he replied, with considerable unetion.

Brian glanced sideways at Robert. There
was a terrible gleam in his eye. Robert re
sponded.

The old man sat to the right of Brian, thinking
perhaps of a life wasted in search of gold, of
ties broken, happiness wasted, and all for gold.

Not far from Brian’s hand, hanging on the
wall, was a heavy hammer, such as geol

'

use now-apdsys. Brian ut out his hand, un
hooked it ofi the nail, and examined it.

DOI 8 P00!‘ man.

“Pretty heavy l" he said—" would kill an ox, I
should think."

'_
‘ I've killed a savage dog with it," was the

quiet reply. _ _ _ _
He. was thinking, and had not even raised his

eyes.
Down came the hammer on his bowed bald

head with a force which split hisakull, the blood
spurting out in all directions.

“My 'Godl" gasped Bobert. “How could
you—— '

“Don't be a fool!—but look out and see il

anybody is in sight."
Robert Woodstock obeyed, and returned in a

moment to say there was not a soul in sight.
Brian Seymour drank a whole tumbler of

whiskey, and gave one to Robert.
He then removed thebed and bedding, and

found a hard-beaten floor of earth beneath.‘ On
this they placed the body, piling the mattress,
blankets, and sheets on the top.

They then began to examine the‘room; but
nothing rewarded their search.

Had he committed the foul crime for nothing?
Alter trying every other place, they removed

the safe from ofl the box, and then examined
the box itself.

Yes I There was a pocket-book and a canvas
bag, crammed with the accursed dross for which
Brian had again so deeply sinned.

The two contained hundreds in one-pound
notes and gold.

Hurriedly rising, they went out and crossed
the plain towards the hills, reaching which,
they round, as the guide had told them, that
the steeple oi St. Jamss's, Lennoxtown, was in
sight.

They examined their clothes keenly, and
found no trace of blood.

Satisfied of this, they continued their journey,
and about sundown entered the town and wen:
to the inn where they were known as friends of
Mr. Robert Campbell.

This caused them to have a hearty reception,
and after refreshing themselves they went oui
and got some new clothes, saying their old ones
had been grazed and worn in scrambling through
the highlands.

Then they hired horses to go to Fulkirk,
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344 THE BLUE DWARF;

announcing their departure for early in the
morning.

Days might pass before the cruel murder of
the gold-seeker would be discovered, but they

Eereferred
to be away when the first hue and cry

D
Tliere was very little chance of his notes and

gold giving any clue to the perpetrators of the
crime. A man who would hoard as he did would
let no man or woman either into his secret.

There was one person they feared, and that
was the peasant guide, who had left them not
quite a mile from the gold-digger’s house. If he
could see them and point them out, they would
stand a very good chance of being arrested and
detained.

The one-pound notes and the guineas, some of
old date, would rouse more than suspicion.

They, however, were careful to show no un
seemly haste, but breakfasted quietly, paid their
bill calmly, mounted their horses gravely, and
bade their guide take them to Falkirk, with all
convenient speed, but not to hurry the horses.

They need not have feared.
John Mac-Something came from a village

which might have been called Sleepy Hollow, if
you judged by the character of the inhabitants.
There were no fast people there. People did not
gufiaw a hoarse laugh ; they feebly smiled. The
cocks crowed in the night time, but woke no
one up early. The dogs were barkless, except
at full moon ; they were small and silent
mongrels. q

John Mac-Something was never known to be
in a hurry, and he was not going to begin for
southern strangers.

When they had gone ten miles they found
there was one thing he was not slow at.

After he had fed and watered his horses he was
asked if he could drink a mutchkin.

“Twa, if he'll pay for un," he answered, with
out moving s muscle.

If medical science is right, he should have had
asmooth face at sixty. Modern discovery informs
ns that all wrinkles are caused by laughter, and
John Msc- Something never laughed.

So they paid for two mutchkins, and John
thenceforth relaxed. He even offered to hurry
his cattle, but his employers declined.

On reaching Falkirk he was liberally paid,
treated to two more drinks, and left the service
of Brian and Robert, convinced that if they were
not the sons of the Queen of Sheba or some
other great Bible personage, they ought to be.

That night they assed at the Falkirk inn,
after arranging to ri e near to Castle Graeme the
next day.

CHAPTER CLII.
A1.‘ was casrna.

They did not rise very early, but when they
did they showed themselves quite as calm and
collected as the day before.

Whatever pangs the murderer may feel, he is
bound to conceal them within his bosom.

He has to keep guard even on his looks. There
are a good many amateur detectives is this
world, and they generally see more than ever
existed.

They breakfasted slowly, and made no remarks
on the dishes, some of which even out-Scotched
the Scotch.

One was made of white oats, with milk for all,

and syrup in addition for those who preferred
it.

Brian Seymour made no public remark even
on this dish, but he privately expressed his
opinion to Robert Woodstock.

“ The great advantage to be derived from this
kind of food," he said, “is that it requires a bib,
and can be sucked from a bottle."

It is a favourite modern vegetarian dish.
After breakfast their guide arrived with the

horses. He was a quiet, inoffensive fellow, who
had no opinions of his own, but was one of those
creatures who live to obey. If any one had
gravely assured him that the furthest way round
was the shortest way home, he would have asked
for orders as to the route.

With one halt they reached Castle Graeme
two hours before sunset. Leaving their horses
at a little hut, where they dispensed liquor, in
charge of M‘Jones, they trotted over to Castle
Graeme.

They remembered the secret passage by which
Bob Roy had entered, guided by the Dougal'
creature, and after some trouble found it. They
had thought of this, and secretly provided them
selves with a small dark lantern.

They only penetrated into the interior of the
old feudal castle to find it dark, silent, and
deserted.

The quarry they were in search of had flown,
and they were as far ofi the object of their foul
plotting as ever.

Even did they wade knee-deep in blood they
seemed to get no nearer the desired goal.

They soon made their way out of the castle
and returned to the hut. The night was threat
ening and cold, and-they had no chance but to
stop where they were. -

A rough shed was all they could command,
but there was plenty of clean, plain food, and
more than enough of whiskey, so they contrived
to make themselves comfortable.

Next morning the question arose, what was to
he donel They had not the faintest clue as to
where the two earls and their families could
have removed.

It was like seeking a needle in a bundle of hay,
and Brian thought the wisest thing to do would
be to give up the hunt as far as Scotland was
concerned and return to London.

They sadly missed the assistance of such a
man as Joe Askew, whose innate cunning and
capacity for change of character had proved so
useful to them.

There were plenty of scoundrels in Scotland
who would be ready to do any dirty work for
money, but how could they set them on the
trail 7

They had not the faintest clue as to where the
party had gone.

They would take with them none but those
who were to be implicitly trusted, and the
removal would take place with such secrecy and
despatch as to leave no margin for the satisfac
tion of curiosity.

Would they gr) to some obscure fishing village,
or would ihey lose themselves in one of the
larger centres of population?

This was the question which had to be settled.
“ I shall give it up as a bad. job l" said

Bobert Woodstock.
“ Well, I almost agree with you,“ replied

Brian ; “ but l think l’il prowl round for a day
or two."

And so it was settled, to the great satisfaction
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‘
flinging

of M‘Jones, who, as long as he was in

a
n
|

ezployment
where food and drink were to be

1
| for the asking, cared for nothing. '

His horses were not overworked, he was not
expectedto rouse himself to any extra exertion— _

that was all he cared about. Most of all, his
poor intellect was not troubled to decide on any

_ course of action.
At last, finding that nothing was to be gained:

by hanging round Graeme Castle,- which was
truly abandoned to the owls and suclr like

birds, Brian determined to quit the I

neighbourhood.
He told their guide to take them to a town;

which was situated at the confluence of twoi
highways, and where it might be pomible to hear '

some trace of the fugifives.
M‘Jones was ready to the minute, and the,
ty started early one morning, arriving at l

altown about three in the afternoon.
M‘Jones recommended the “ King James "

as a very proper inn, and there Brian Seymour
and Robert Woodstock went.

Rather weary of highland fare, they were
glad

e
g
lo hurry into the breakfast-room and order

a m .

The room had one occupant, who raised his
head as they entered, staring at them with wild
astonishment, which was reciprocated by both
Brian and Robert.

It was Tom Shanks I

“ In the name of all that is pretty as a picture
and as ugly as sin, where do you come from 7"
asked Brian.

“ Well I'm blest I" said Tom Shanks. “ Who'd
a’ thought it. l'm travelling for the respectable
house of Moses, Levy 6

:

Co., and in one day I'm
knocked ofi my perch twice."

“‘ How 7" asked Brian.
“ The first thing this morning I was knocked

down, bang l Coming along the passage up
stairs, before daylight, to get drink—coppers
rather hot last night—-I came face to face with
that hideous abul‘l.l0l1 the Blue Dwarf."" In this house?" roared Brian.

ClYes."
“ Let us bolt," hissed Brian, rising.
“ Oh, he's

l
I

gone long a 0" continued Tom
Shanks.

g ,

“ After an early breakfast, the whole
lot went. Travelling carriage, four horses,
servant‘s light waggon, and all outriders armed
to the teeth."

Brian sunk back on his seat; and the waiter
coming in he ordered a pint of whiskey first, and
breakfast afterwards.

When he had drained a stiff glam of nsque
baugh, he asked Tom Shanks if he knew which
road they had taken.

“ Perth," he understood, was the answer;
Brian reflected. If they were travelling post,

would be easier than tn trace them. He
had better, however, be in no hurry. Tom
Shanks might, and might not, be a commercial
traveller, or, to speak more correctly, a bag
man.

As soon as the meal was over Brian went out
and interviewed the landlord, and explained that
the family who had slept there the night before
were friends of his; he meant the family who
left with a carriage and a waggon with several 1

BCXVBHZS. ',

lie had come to Scotland purposely to see l

them on urgent business. i

Could he iell him where they had gone to? ‘,

The landlord knew nothing more than the simple I’

nothing

fact that they were travelling post, and had
gone by the Perth road.

But where they were going he could not say.
The gentleman who gave orders, Mr. Palmer,
mentioned no destination.

Brian here proposed a drink, which was
indulged in, and then, returningto the breakfast
roem, Brian called for his bill, M‘Jones,. and
the horses. » V :

But M‘Joues wanted to get» home. He
declared that his master would think he had
bolted with the horses, and send ofilcers after

| him, in which case he would be hung without"
benefit of clergy.

Brian laughedi in his face. As long as he did
not steal the horses there was nothing to fear.

“ I will leave all the money owing with the
landlord, who can let your master know," said
Brian. “ I am going to Perth, whether you
come or not. I'm going to have the horses.”

Well, M‘J0nes having seen the money paid,
and ten “ pun " advanced for the journey to
Leith, yielded. It was his custom to obey, and
besides, his own private individual pickings would
be more than he had ever made in a twelvemonth
before.

“ Ofl to Perth; T" -said Torn Shanks, in a cynical
tone, when Brian rose to leave.

“ I’m going in that direction," replied Brian.
“so am I,” continued Tom, as he asked for

his bill.
Brian said nothing, but he thought the more.

Was the presence here of Tom Shanks accidental,
or was he a paid agent, a tool of the Blue
Dwarf i

That they had met he knew, and how much
might not have passed at that meeting l

Still he was cunning enough to say nothing to
excite suspicion.

“ Better ride with us l" said Brian, think
ingiit best to have him under his observation.

All now was bustle, and twenty minutes later‘
the cavalcade started.

On reaching the first post station Brian paid a
liberal fee, assured that such a party had stopped
at the station and taken all their horses.

Brian was delighted, for he knew he was on
the track.

He turned to speak to Robert, and lo I there
was Tom Shanks nearly out of sight, spurring
away in hot haste.

“ Scoundrel l

" cried Brian, who, bad as he
was, was very free in his epithets with other
people. " I" guessed itl He's sold us to the
Blue Dwarf! Whip up your beasts, M‘Jones—
five shillings if we cawh that fellow between
this and the next post-station l"

,llI‘Jones at once began to make his steed go
at‘a rate that threatened to tear his lean sides.

It was not a very extraordinary pace, but it

was one to which the beast was totally unac
customed. But M‘Jones had no mercy where
five shillings was at stake, and the mare had _
£0 0.

gut when they reached the next post-station,
the manager declared that the whole party had
been gone twenty minutes.

The only comfort was that they were still
upon the right track.

Next station it was the same, and Brian be

gan to be hopeful.
Defeat after defeat had taught him no wisdom.

He continued his pursuit of the phantom rank
and the substance money. He was not one to
realise that
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346 THE BLUE DWARF;
0

" Who chasm a shadow has a wearisomo race."

At the next station there was an inn very
much frequented by drovers and the like.
Here the road biturcated—one went to Perth,
and the other went to the same place, but by a
considerable detour.

Which way did they
They were “no' sure." One said one way

and one mother, but the general consensus of
opinion was in favour of their having gone
direct to Perth.

Brian resolved to continue on his way, though,
with the Blue Dwarf warned, he had very little
chance of doing anything.

Still the burning desire to recoup his many
defeats, urged him on.

But when they reached the next station no
|coaches or horses had been seen.

They had been tricked once more, and Brian
was compelled to halt and hold a consultation
with Robert Woodstock.

There was nothing to do but to jog on until
they reached Perth, and be governed by cir
cumstances. -

got

CHAPTER CLIH.
raarrnn.

About two hours later they found themselves
located at another inn, a picturesque place
enough, on the banks of a river near a bridge.

Both man and beast needed repose.
Brian ordered a copious meal for himself and

Robert, giving M‘Jones a shilling for his meal,
of which the thrifty Scotchman probably spent
not quite threepeuce.

Be was not likelyto encourage such awful
extravagance. Still, he would eat freely at
others’ expense, if they directly paid for it;
but not when it came from his own pocket, as it
were. Then his whole soul was set upon
economy and restriction of quantities.

The meal being over, Brian sat near an open
window in conference with Robert, when sud
denly he saw Tom Shanks trot by, mounted on
a good sturdy roan, in the most matter-of-fact
and unconcerned way.

He had all the manners of a bagman, whose
chief requisite was what is vulgarly but expres
sively called cheek in modern slang.

“Up and away I "
said Brian ; and soon

M‘Jones and party were on their way in the
rear of Tom Shanks, not at all aware that the

appearance of that worthy, or, rather, unworthy
personage, was simply a “ plant

" to land a big
fish

Brian and his party were soon rushing over
the bridge in hot and furious haste, determined
at any cost to be even with the treacherous
Shanks.

That individual, like Sancho Panza quietly
trotting along upon his ass, never even turned
his head when he heard the clatter of hoofs
behind him.

He did not even urge his hired steed to a

faster pace.
Doubtless this bony Rozinante could not have

won a steeplechase, but he might, at a pinch,
have gone a little faster.

This was self-evident.
In a very brief space of time Tom Shanks

was caught up to.
" Whither away, you unhung thief l "

was the

greeting of Brian Seymour. l

“Unhung thief yourself l” coolly replied
Tom Shanks. “Since when have I been your
lacquey 7 "

“Scoundrel! you have betrayed me to that
infernal abortion the Blue Dwarf l” roared Brian.

“ Scoundrel yourself! "responded Tom. "I
am a free man, and account for my conduct to
no man l "

“ You'll have to tell me where you left the
Blue Dwarf l " splattered Brian ; “ I must, and
will, know where he is I "

“ Here! " said a deep and guttural voice, and,
taming, Brian saw that individual, mounted on
a tall black horse, and supported by Dick
Turpin and Tom King, still clothed in the garb '

of cattle dealers.
Brian and Robert were

their horses, and their arms being tied behind
them, they were remounted.

Then their steeds were whipped up, and the
Blue Dwarf, Dick, Tom, and Tom Shanks disap~
peared in a cloud of dust.

Where was M'Jonest
That personage soon after answered for him

self by a pearing from a clump of trees.
He loo ed to the right, he looked to the left,

to make sure that the marauders were gone,
and then, and then only, did he out their bonds.

Brian's rage nearly choked him, but he had to
grin and bear it.

Whenever he thought himself on the verge of
success this infernal man-monster stepped in and
thwarted his most cherished hopes.

He felt that as long as Sapathwa lived there
would be no hope of his plans being carried out
to a successful issue.

But for the moment all he could do was track
the fugitives.

He determined, therefore, to continue on his
way and reach Perth.

He had a strong suspicion that if they were
really bent on reaching that ancient and vener
able seaport town, they would leave by water.

They could then easily run in on any point of
the coast, and return inland.

Though he shudder-ed at the thought of the
cold-blooded murder of the gold~digger, Brian
was deeply thankful for the result.

But for this act of savage brutality they would
have been reduced to the last straits.

That night they reached a small market-town,
where there were inns enough to choose from,
and here they resolved to pass the night.

They found the company rough, but genial, as,
though their accent was broad and diflicult to
follow, they could just manage to converse on
ordinary topics.

The prince had landed, the highlands were
up, and it was dangerous to travel without a
government permit.

Brian winced.
He had no papers of any kind, and at any

moment he might be summoned to show his
passport. It was a dilemma he had not
thought of.

Well, it was probable that they were safe for
that night ; they looked respectable ; their
guide could prove that they paid their way
freely and liberally, and that among Scotchmen
was much.

Still. Brian determined to press on until he
reached a large town, where he could find, per
haps, some English to whom he could explain
his position in society, and get the necessary
sureiies.

quickly knocked ofl
V
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l

they

_ been accustomed to the

At break of day he was on the road. He had,
before starting, a conference with M‘Jones.

He asked him if he could take them to Perth
by short cuts, as they wished to avoid the
eateraus who might be on the road.

M‘Jones said that he knew a path through
the woods and up the hills which, though a good
deal out of the way, would, in the end, enable
them to reach the desired goal.

It was hard work for man and beast, and
might find nothing. to eat and drink;

but?" -

Here Brian out him short by telling him to
fill a hamper with everything that might be re
quired, both - eatable and drinkable, which
hamper he, being small and having a stout
horse, was to strap behind him.

Nothing loth, Mulones went to work, and,
having carte blanche it may readily be imagined
he did not err on the side of economy.

Finally all was settled, the bill paid, and the
trio on their way.

After going about a quarter-of~a-mile they
_came to adense forest, such as is seldom seen
now in Scotland, and into this M'Jones
tamed, with an easy assurance, as if he had

place all his life.
He had never been there before, and was only

anxious to earn his money by pleasing his em
ployers.

Hetrusted to knowing the general bearing of
the land, and to questioning stray shepherds,
charcoal-burners, and others as to the right path.

Had Brian but have knownl
The path beneath the trees was pleasant

enough. It was likely to be a hot day, and
riding beneath the leafy arches of the forest was

ble in the extreme.
The road was marked and clear, as if it must

lead somewhere; but twelve o'clock came and
not a house had been seen.

But they came to a convenient pool, with a
sloping sward, and here they determined to in
vestigste the contents of the hamper.

M‘Jones had proved himself a fine provider.
There was a goodly hank of pork, a fat pair of
ducks, bread, cheese, and various little etceteras.

And then there were three bottles of whiskey.
M‘Jones smacked his lips as he surveyed the
tempting meaL -

Brian and Bobert highly commended his
selection, and at once proceeded to carve.

Having helped themselves, they gave him a
good lump of bacon and half a duck, which
M‘Jones proceeded to attack with a vigour
which spoke much for the state of his teeth and
his digestion.

Suddenly, while gnawing a bone, he gave a
wild howl, which exciting the surprise of Brian
and Robert, they looked up, and saw six grimy
looking individuals, like rural chimney-sweeps,
leaning on sticks and greedily devouring the
meal with their eyes.

'

Brian and Robert were armed with braces of
the best pistols to be found in London, and
each worea short cut-and-thrust sword, so that
they had no fear of these unarmed rcughs of
the forest.

“Stop your howling, M‘Jones,“ said Brian;
“I believe you've lost your way, so take this
bottle of whiskey and this handful of bawbees
to the gentlemen, and ask the way."

M‘Jones started up with alacrity.
a chance he had never expected.

He advanced towards the dusky denizens of

Here was

the forest very much as if he had been carrying
a flag of truce between two armies.

He held up the bottle of whiskey as a
standard-bearer would his flag.

They were -in ill-looking, as well as a black
looking brood ; but when they saw the bottle of
mountain dew held high, the real old Glenlivet,
there was a radiant smile on their faces that
spoke of sweet good-fellowship and friendship.

M‘Jones handed them the bottle and the
bawbees, and then something passed in the
gaelic language. . .

The answer to the assertion that he, M‘Jones,
had lost his way, was brie! and to the purpose-— .

to the beaten '“ G0 on straight," pointing
path ; “ whenever there's a turning, keep to the
right; then you will come to a hill, when at
the top, you will perceive the sea. Cross the hills,
and miles away you will see steeples and towers
—that's Perth." -

They did not use these words, but such was
the gist of their information.

M‘Jones was delighted, thanked them much,
and returned to his interrupted meal with re
newed appetite.

Finally the remnants, and they were not of
much account, were returned to the hamper, and
the journey was continued.

All turned out as the grimy charcoal-burners
had told the guide.

At dusk of evening they reached the foot of
a rather steep hill, but Brian elected to go on
awhile, as it would be better to startiu the morn
ing with their destination in sight.

_M‘Jones at once commenced to ucend the hill,
and by about nine they had reached the summit.

It was new so dark, the sky being without
moon or stars, that though them was no in
viting shelter, they were perforce compelled _to
sto . ~

'lPhe.only place that seemed to ofier any pro
tection from the raw, keen wind, was a pile of
what appeared dry brushwood.

They dismounted, and tethered their horses as
best they might. , _

But the darkness was too intense for them to
make out anything. _

Brian produced his lamp, which was easily
lighted by means of a new invention picked up
in America, and by its means set fire to the pile
of brnshwood.

It burned at once like tinder, and soon a tall,
fierce, fiery column arose to the sky, shedding a
lurid light all around. _.

M‘Jones rushed up from where he had taken
the horses, half frantic.

“ Black puddins and sausages,‘ he said, " we'll
all be hanged! That’s the beacon fire to say the
French is landed l“

Brian swore. .

“What a hornet’s nest had he brought about
his ears l" -

If found by the soldiery he would be arrested
as an agent of the rebels, who, for his own base

purposes, had lighted the beacon fire.
They must fly I
Yes, they must I
Like lightning came the flash of three other

beacons. All the men had been on the look-out
-—and this was the result.

“ Let us away l" whimpered M‘Jones, as-a stal
wart Scot came up, cursing and swearing with
an unction which was vastly amusing, “Ye
little spawn 0’ Beelzebub, ye son ov the scarlet
'o0man of the Seven Hills l"
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“ Shut up, my triend," said Brian, clapping a

pistol to his head, “ or I'll blow what little brains
you have out of your tipsy old head. What’s
done cun’t be helped. It was an accident.”

Brian saw that the horses were ready, so he

gave the huge Scot a tap on the head with the
butt-end of his pistol, and left him cursing.

Their first thought now was to hurry away from
the burning beacon.

Also to keep out of the way of the soldiers, who
would be ‘I: hot and furious haste to discover who
had fired the beacon. -

They reached the bottom of the hill, and found
l there a deserted barn, in which they contrived to

pass the night.
They then made for the sea, and, after a jour

ney of about six hours, reached Perth.
Here they resolved to repose two days, and‘

then, if they found no trace of those they were in
search of, to return to England before they
exhausted their money.

They put up at a moderate-priced inn, where

they found every comfort. Scotch hospitality,
whether free or paid tor, was always renowned.
It might not be very delicate, but it was ample
and copious.

They rested the whole of that day, but in the

evening walked down to the port, and looked

keenly about them at the shipping, took note of
ihose who came and went, and were rewarded by
finding no trace of those they sought.

" We're not likely to get another clue," said

Robert Woodstock; " I think we'd better return
to Englan ."

" We'lltry to-morrow," replied Brian ; “ some

thing seems to tell me that a clue will turn up."
And so it was resolved.
They strolled about next day, went here, there,

and everywhere, until they began to feel exceed

ingly weary.
Suddenly when near a tavern they saw a man

hurrying in the direction of the port.
lt was Tim Roach, who, however, proceeded

only fifty yards further, after which he went into
a little drinking

shop.Both Robert and rian were disguised. They
had changed their dress since the murder of the

unfortunate gold-digger, evento wearing scratch
wigs and slouched hats.

They went in.
The ale and dram-house was divided into com

partments, a novelty just introduced, and Brian
and Robert, who had drawn their hats over their
eyes, called in a rough voice for mutchkins of

whiskey.
They then leaned against a artition and

heard Tim Roach and Tom Sh s discoursing

together.
They were alone, and were laughing over the

discomfiture of Brian and Robert.
“ You stick to my ople," said Tim, “ and

you'll find it right. e sail to-night for Glen
allan Castle, a deserted old place of the earl‘s,

where no one can trace us.”
“Good 1” said Tom Shanks, “ I know it; it's

not above fifteen miles ofi, I know, but it's awild,
\\'eil'd place."

“All the better for us," resumed Tim Bosch;
" but finish up your glass, I must be moving."

Brian and Robert took the hint and left the

alobouse before the others came out.

Something had turnwl up at last, and Brian
was naturally enough proud of the success which
su.-med to wait upon his persistent endeavours.

CHAPTER CLIV.
ounsxnuax cssrnn.

Glenallan Castle was a crumbling old place
enough, with sombre halls, and very grimy old
rooms generally. But it promised to be sale.

The brig which brought the party there
anchored off the shore, and boats took the whole
of them to the castle. The inhabitants of a small
village under the castle height flocked out to
witness the strange event of inhabitants coming
to the castle, which had been long since aban
doned to the caretakers, the owls and bats.

Tim Roach had taken a short cut overland and
reached the castle two hours before the others, so
as to have fires lighted and other preparations
made for the family.

The caretakers were worthy middle-aged
people, with a grown-up son and daughter, who
were glad to be taken into the earl’s employment.

Dick and Tom were shown into a large room
overlooking the wide, monotonous sea, and the
waves came bursting up the clifi and retiring,
leaving tracks of dull, wet sand behind them.

The water was of a dark grey colour, and a
dreary fog was settling down like a veil over ses,
and clifi, and land.

The son of the caretaker, Jimmy Saunders, had
introduced them to the room.

" What windows are those I see a little distance
to the right of this one?" asked Dick. “They
look like a ruin.”

Jimmy explained that it was the ruin of the
old chapel, where the ghost of Glenallan walked.
He was a shockingly wicked old monk, who some
times walked by at night with a light in his
hand, and then something happened.

Dick laughed, and, turning to the fire, which
Tom was stirring into a more cheerful stage, bade
Jimmy bring them up some supper.

Tim Roach had taken care to scour a neigh
bouring small town, and had got a man with a
cart to bring over all that was immediately
necessary, so that there was no lack of eatables.

All were tired after the day's exertions, and
glad to retire early. Dick and Tom sat up for
an hour over their grog, and then slept.

Next day the horses came down, and Dick and
Tom took a good survey of the neighbourhood,
which, close to the castle, was arid and stony, but
further in was well wooded and fertile.

The little town of Laidslaw had two or three
inns, and one of these, the " Crown and Sceptre,"
was at once chosen as their evening rendezvous.

They found the dialect of the natives not quite
so outlandish as in the Highlands, but still
it was diificult of comprehension.

But there were some who had been south, and
could understand the strangers, so that there was
every prospect of a little change.

The town was only two miles from the castle,
and as Tim Bosch had no objection to sitting up
for them, they were not obliged to return very
early.

One of the visitors to the “ Crown and Sceptre
"

was a gentleman said tobe possessed 0‘ land and
considerable money. He was an Englishman
who had settled in Scotland. He ap ared very
intelligent, and made himself popu with the

frequenters of the parlour by his liberality.
With this personage, John Raikes by name,

Dick and Tom got intimate, and they were in
vited to his residence. He promised to fix a day
for them to come and sup.
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350 THE BLUE DWARF;

The next evening they remained at home,
having had a long ride about the neighbourhood.

They supped as usual in their room, and after
the meal was over went to the window to look
out upon the sea for a few minutes.

Presently an unexpected sight stayed their
steps as they were about to turn away. They
were standing ny the side of the window, and
their heads were iurntd in the direction of the
little ruined ciiapel, whose decayed windows
jutted out, so that anything in the one window
could be seen from the other, the space between
them being COlI!pal'lillVeiy small.

As they looked up their eyes caught those old
windows, and they were amazed-to see them
illuminated by a strange but rather brilliant
light.

lt was not natural light, for there was neither
moon nor stars, nor anything to illuminate that
ruin.

The sea clifis were almost in darkness now;
the bedroom was only half lighted, for the fire
was very low.

Spellbound, they watched the curious light.
It did not flutter and vary; but suddenly over
it passed u. shadow, and distincly thi watching
eyes saw a figure step between the light and the
windows—an old bent figure with cowled and
gowned form.

“ Hum ph l" said Dick Turpin, with it sneer. “ I
suppose that is the wicked monk."

The spectral figure passed slowly before the
three windows-—slo0ly and with bent head, and
only the profile of a face was indistinctly to be
seen. -

_
Then it vanished, and the light disappeared at

thesame moment. They saw nothing more.
The old ruin stood out grim and dark above

the moaning sea—and that was all. _, _
"There’s some trickery and mummery in_that,"

said Dick; " and another night we'll be pre

"i>a.rsd-'.‘ .
- '_"Al_l1_'ight,’-' replied Tom; butpwhat on earth

can it be? The earl has never been here before,

the old man. says." ,
'

“_E_h.l—-what is that f"_
'

,_q_o_r_itinuedDick, and he
cautiously opened the,do_or- and listened. _
,_,_Distinctly npon his; ear came a sound‘ of

._cautiously-moving feet,_and muflied voices. Bat
‘where were they T

»;Blowing out their own, light, Dick listened,
and after a moment w_ent__,outinto the corridor,
Atthe end of the long, bleak pissage they saw a
group of people, fr\il]§_ly,l],l_l1'|JJlIJ€d by dark lam-,_
terns carried by somegoj; ,tli_e party.

They then, by the gleam of a lantem whii:li"
fell full upon his face, recognised a red-bearded,
diabolical-looking man, with a rhade over onc eye.

They had seen him in Lhidslaw and would
know him again. p _

The men seemed to be dragging something,
heavy or endeavouring to move mmethingfi
they could not determine which; and tuen
suddenly there came a strange, rumbling, un
earthly noise.

Then the noise ceased, the figures, one and all
--the lights, the voices—vaiiishecl, and they
stood by them=elves in the silent, cold, dark
passage.

They now relighted their tapers; they crept
along the pthsage until they came, as nearly as
they could judge, upon the exact spot Where
they had s-‘en those men at work. No trace of
them rernained—iio sign of trsn-door or anything
to account for their disappearance.

They threw the trembling light upon the wall
an I tilt: stone floor of the pmsaae, inch by inch,
sciutinising it well. The walls remained as
they had br'6!1presumably for generations, dark
and discoloured; the floor was, as alwa; s, dis
coloured and dirty.

They could not make it out, but determined to
remain on the watch all the night.

They did so in turns, but nothing rewarded
their long and weary vigil.

Next nay, alter breakfast, Dick asked to see
the earl and his guardians in private, and told
them all they had seen.

Colonel Grant spoke first.
"There's something illegal going on," he said.

"I can hardly understand what it means, but
we'll fathom it to the bottom."

All were surprised; but it was determined to
say nothing about the matter out of doors,
except that Colonel Grant would communicate
with the authorities.

Dick had mentioned that the apparition did
not appear until about twelve o'clock, when
everyone was supposed to be in bed a id asleep.

Dick mentioned that he was going out to
sup that evening, but__'yv_ould be back in time
to watch. , ,__ _' -

That afternoon Dick was walking on the beach,
having a good view of the ruins, when a gentle
minly, grave-looking man came up and raised
his hat

‘_
‘ Mr. Palmer, I believe?” he said.

“ Yes," replied Dick.
“Colonel Grant referred me to you, sir, in

reference to certain things which you saw in
the castle. I am chief constable," he added.

“ I shall be happy to give eveiy information,"
said Dick.

Then these two had a long conference, at
which certain arrangements were made which
will appear in the future.

Towards four o'clock Dick and Torn went to
the resivlence of Mr. ltaik,es,.and found several
of his friends collecicl to meet them an dinner.

,1‘hey were ‘rough and ready like himself, and
would, by _u,cursory_ observer,,have been taken
more for workmen out for a holiday than any
one belonging to a higher sphere. ,

Mr. [hikes treated them. with frank hospi
tnlity, and h very jovial evening was spent.

At a quarter to eleven Dick pleaded the rules
of the house. u’nd‘left._' _

‘He had arranged with the constable that the

moment he saw the ruins illuminated he should
flash a lantern at his window, for which the
constable would be on the look out.

He hurried with Tom to his bedroom and
waited.

Presently he saw flashing over the chapel "

ruins the mystic light, then the figure, varying
not one hair's breadth from his former aspect,
slowly gliding past, and disappearing.

Dicir at once llished his lantern and again
waited.

It had been arranged that he and Tom should
remain qiiieeicent until they saw something
which might call for their interference.

It ivris one o'clock when he cautiously opened
their door. No more waiting. llluflled feet and

it subiuid rustling came along the old stone

pas~a.'e.
Creeping do\vns?airs—their bedroom was ten

slepi move the coriidor—Dick aga.-n saw tho
vasue tor-us and the flickering lights as he hnd
seen tliem before. move in cautious p1‘0CG:8lU!lto
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A TALE Oh‘ LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 351

the same spot; then the same indescribable . Dick bounded forward and knocked the rufiiaa
sounds were heard arising from below;
then, out from the dark library door, stole

another figure, and drew near those others,

while waiting behind him, within the library
doorway, Dick dimly saw other forms—many of
them, a large group apparently. _Emboldeued
by that sight, and acting according to agree

ment, they came noi-elessly down and crept
nearer and nearer also.

The curious sounds ceased, and the figures

began to vanish in the same noiseless, swift,
mysterious way in which they had previously
departed. The earth seemed to swallow them

up. But when all had vanished except one,

that one was suddenly caught back and held by
arms he never saw, as his face was covered and

gagged to prevent his alarming his comrades.
Then, quick as thought, the group from the

library rushed forward, and all went down
through the open trap-door, the closing of which
had been prevented by this adroit manoeuvre.

Dick and Tom followed, and passing by the

burglar and his captor, who stayed to make him
secure, they pushed through the _narrow, dark
aperture—scarcely wide enough it seemed to

admit a full-grown man—and stumbled and

groped down a narrow, long, and difficult kind
of ladder, which led into strange stone ges,

through which a cold wind blew chillingly,
whilst nasty horrid odours and green dampness
faced them as they advanced.

Guided by the lights just flickering ahead,

Dick and Tom never paused or turned.
At length the end of the passage was reached,

and n large place—half cave, half room——was

discovered. Outside, the dashing of the waves

could be heard—-evidently they were on a level

with the sea; inside lights gleamed, and voices

sounded, and a strange scene met their dazed

si hr.
gF‘or a moment it was an inexplicable sight;

but then they understood. They had captured
a gang of coiners at their work l

The whole gang was caught red-handed, as it
were, for before either of them missed one of
their numbcr, or could suspect that he had been
arrested before he had clo=ed the trap door and
secured their retreat, the otliccrs were upon
them, and the scene became indescribable.
Oaths, shouts, weapons, blows followed in rapid
succession.

The caged coiners fought like wild beasts;
but the ofiicers were well armed and strong in
number.

They were overcome without the assistance of
Dick and Tom.

Suddenly the former saw a figure moving
crouchingly in the shadow of one of the rocky
walls, and rightly judged he was endeavouring
to escape by another outlet.

The figure was big and athletic, but the face
was covered by a mask.

It turned in the direction of an archway,
towards which the man was stealing.

Soon Dick made out an opening on the sea
shore btfore which Colonel Grant was keeping

'

guard. _
Then Dick saw the masked figure draw some

thing from its breast as it swept stealthily on
something that gleamed bright and deadly in
the flickering light as it was raised and levelled
with murderous aim at the unconscious figure of
Colonel Grant.

The villain 's finger was on the trigger, when

and >down with the butt-end of hi-1 pistol.
The pistol went ofi harmlessly.
Dick stooped to examine the figure of the

man, whose musk had fallen off.
It was the face of John Raikes, his host

of the early part of the evening, and, as it subse
\ sequentl y proved, the other guests were all coiners.

The coiners had been taken, one and all, on
the very night they had determined to desert
their long-used premises; they had been con
ssious, from one or two little things, that suspi
cion against them was roused.

But the very presence of the family was in
itself a danger.

Mr. Rsikes and the caretaker and his
tamily—indispensable allies—had been taken;
not one had escaped.

Their tools, machinery, and the counterfeit
money, with which they were just going to de
part, all were found and taken.

It was a grand haul, and great glory sprang
up from it around Chief Constable Jones, whose
keen shrewdness had seen through a subterranean
passage at last.

However, he openly declared that but for the
clever help of Messrs. Palmer and Markham be
could not have succeeded as he did.
_ It appeared thatthis gang of forgers had been
established and securely worked ever since John

| Riches reached Laidslaw. Suspicious of their
existence in the neighbourhood had often been
aroused, and police and detectives had made in
etlicient attempts to discover them; but Mr.
Rsikes had managed to turn suspicion into a
wrong channel.

The trap-door in the passage led into a
subterraueous passage between the castle and
the chapel, and the huge underground chamber,
used by the forgers, was directly beneath the
chapel.

It could, however, only be gained through the
chapel.

The existence of the passage had been long
‘.known to Saunders, the caretaker, and he had

never revealed it to the owners.
Then Mr. Raikes, whose wealth was very

considerable for the neighbourhood, conceived
the idea of manufacturing the money beneath
the chapel and carrying it away to a distance
to be got rid of.

No one thought of connecting well-to-do Mr.
Raikes with the spectre of the ruined chapel,
and yet he alone was accountable for it; he, in
fact, personated the ghostly monk.

It was a useful ghost for two purposes—it
scared the timid folk from the neighbourhood of
the coiners‘ den, and it acted as a signal to bring
the coiners together. After its appearance the
rumbling of the trap-door was always heard.
Mr. Raikes, with all his cleverness, could
not make that old stone revolve noiselessly.

But this would not matter until the family
arrived; even then, as all save Dick and Tom
slept in the front of the house, it did not matter
much. Two men who were in the saddle all

I day, and who drank heavily at night, would not
be likely to be awake late.

No spot on earth could have been more de
sirable for the forgers' illegal purposes than the
one these clever rascals had chosen. The sea
guarded their retreat on the one side—for their

I meetings always took place at high tide, when
~the entrance to the cave was ll13CC€S:lbl8, save

_i
to a boat and very skilful piloting.
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352 THE BLUE DWARF:

A boat generally waited for them after their
meetings, and conveyed away the counterfeit
coin and the forgers themselves, so that the
trap-door in the castle was only used once on
each occasion.

As soon as the oificers had retired with their
captives, the nurse was sent into town to get
fresh servants, who knew nothing of the mys
teries of the castle.

The next evening, when Dick and Tom went
to the " Crown and Sceptre," they were looked

upon as heroes, while none were tired of hearing
of the strange discovery of the nest of coiners,
doubly interesting from the fact of the squire
being implicated. v

CHAPTER CLV.
A coon cams.

The earl and his guardians now thought that
the neighbourhood was snlficiently safe for them

to venture on a few rides and promenades on
sea and on land.

The baby was strong and hearty, and could be
left for an hour or two in perfect safety.

So Lady Laura joined them, and many a

pleasant valley and road was visited.
Dick and Tom generally followed thcm at a

respectful distance as a body guar.l.
The country was very varied and diversified,

with some rural and also wild scenery, and the
castle party enjoyed their rides, which conducecl
to the general health and well-being of all
concerned.

The evenings were spent in the castle, some

of the neighbours paying them a visit—when
we say neighbours, we speak of gentry coming
ten, fifteen. and twenty miles.

But in Scotland, at that iime of day, this was

nothing. Tnere were the Earl of Bellasis, Lord
Sutherland, and others who had heard of the

Elphick case, and took an interest in the family
history.

They mostly claimed relationship with the

Seymours, and by marriage and inter-marriage
they were allied, the Elphick earldom being onc
of the oldest in the peerage.

“ By the way," said Lord Bellasis, one even
ing, “ do you know a certain Brian Seymour? "

“ Know him l ” replied Colonel Grant, " I
should think we did. It is from him we are
hiding in this place. What know you of him 1'"

All the castle party looked on anxiously for a

reply.
"Well, two or three nights after the beacon

scare he took refuge in my old abbey with a

friend named Robert Woodstock. He told a

plausible story about being suspected of firing
the beacon on Upstart Hill, and being searched
after by the military. He said he was a disinnt
relation of yours, and got my hospitality for a
couple of days."

The whole party were appalled, but entered
into no particulars. Colonel Grant slipped out

of the room and interviewed ihe Blue Dwarf,
who at once decided that tuey had been tracked
from the highlands, and had better leave at
once.

“ I fear not for ourselves, but for the child,"
said the colonel. “ Did they but get po~'se-sion
of the babe, it would be the death of Laura.”

“' We have a ca-tle in lrelaud culled Castle
Agar? "

asked the Blue Dwarf.
" Yes."

“ Lct us sail there to-morrow," replied Sa
pathwa. “ I will arrange with Dick and Tom."

Colonel Grant nodded and returned to their
guests, who, ihe distance at which they lived
being great, left early.

Tim Roach had already warned the brig.
which had never left its anchorage, and so all
was ready.

The trip to Ireland was rather agreeable than
otherwise in fine weather, and, therefore, no one
felt any particular unwillingness to undertake
the journey.

“ I begin to believe we shall get to China
before we've done with it," said Tom laughing.

“ Keeps us out of mischief," laughed Dick; “ I
begin to feel quite rusty."

“ Same here.”
At daybreak all were on board, and the sails

were being just unfurled, when two men rode
up to the road leading to the castle and gazed out
upon the waters.

They were Brian Seymour and Robert Wood
stock, who, having just tracked the fugitives to
Castle Glenallan, through the story of the coiners
having been made so public, had come down to
take up their quarters near at hand, in the hope
that something would turn up.

Their rage and fury at seeing their victims
escaping was something not to be described.

They foamed, they cursed, they blamed their
own delay. Had they been more diligent they
might have come up in time.

Could he but kidnap the child, he, Brian Sey
mour, believed that it would kill the mother,
when the game would be in his own hands.

After gazing for some time at the receding
brig, they rode down to the beach, where they
found several sailors watching the craft as she
made her way over the waters—

“ Dreadful and tumultuous home
Of dangers, at eternal war with in-in.
Wide opening, and loud roaring still {or more.”

To the right, under the beetling rocks, was a
small fishing village, and Brian's quick eye

caught sight of what appeared to be a little village
inn.

He at onceasked if they could indicate a place
where they could get some food and drink and
rest for their horses.

The whole party with one accord led the way,
muttering something about their just going.

Brian laughed and bade them lead, as he had
no doubt they could all take n drink. As a
matter of fact, not one refused, and then casually
he asked where that smart brig was bound for?

One of the men readily answered Ireland, one
or two of the sailors having accidentally let the
fact out while these men were helping to load
the brig.

This was enough for Brian. He knew where
the estates of the Seymonrs were situated in
Ireland, and they would easily track the fugi
tives.

But though the two adventurers had not ex
hsusied the money they robbed the unfortunate
gold-seeker of, they still were not very flush of
CB-sh.

Brian resolved to return to London for a
Short visit, and see to the replenishing of his

purse.
AIIEI‘ some reflection they resolved to sell their

l.'l0I‘a6Sand return to London by stage.
Something might turn up, and neither of them

was at all iinivili ni_zto time a leaf out of Dick
Turpin uiid Taxi: 3'..iig’s books.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 353

They rode to the nearest town on the hiszh

road to London, got rid of their uses, which they
had hired ot a confidihg but noiv distant dealer,

and booked for London.
We know what a weary journey the stalze

coach was in those days. and this was not any

exception to the rule. The insides were worthy
people, apparently well-to-do, while the oulsides

were of the usual order, bagmen, middle-class
tradesmen, and the like.

Brian and Robert travelled outside for economy
sake. They had no money to spare, and did not
know what might happen before they could leave

London.
They halted four hours at York, as usual. The

other stoppages were only for meals, passengers
sleeping as best they might. This coach was

called the express ; the others halted at inns for
the night.

Brian and Robert dined at York, and then

proceeded to stretch their legs before continuing
their journey.

Presently they reached one of the best streets

in the old cathedral city, and amused themselves

by looking in the jewellers’ shops.
Brian stood near the doorway of one, his

eyes fixed intently on a remarkable-looking gold
watch.

He thus overheiird the following conversa

tion 2
"Now, William, remember,” said one of the

speakers in a pompous. unctuous voice, “not to let
this valise out of your hand. 1t is worth ten

thousand guineas, and you must not part with it
except into the hands of John Staunton, gold
smith, Cornhill."

“ All right, uncle 1" replied the young man, in
a low tone; " l will be careful, do not fear. I
must be quick now, or I shall not catch the coach."

Brian moved away, but he clearly made out
the young man with the bag containing ten
thousand gnineas' worth of jewellery.

As soon as he had fully impressed himself with
his physiognomy he hurried Robert away to the
inn, where the coach was standing.

They were standing on the doorsteps when the

young goldsmith came up and eagerly asked if
there was a place inside.

Yes. A passenger had got out at York, and
the place was still vacant.

The young jeweller, whose name was William
Morris, pain, and as the horses were being put to
got in. Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock
ascended to the roof, and took their seats also.

And thus, with few stoppages, they reached
London, and drove to the old “ Belle-Sanvage."

it was past midnight, too late for any business
to be transacted that night, so William Morris
engaged a bed, and after a short period devoted
to the refeciion of the inner man, retired.

Brian and Robert engaged another room. in
the same corrioor as th.-.tselected tor the jeweller,
and followed him closely up to bed.

The two ruflians, as they were alone, held
council.

Tr-ll thousand guineas worth of jewellery was
indeed worth running any risk for-—any risk but
that of discovery.

'l‘hey had observed that the young man from
Yolk had indulged in a most copious supper,
and they could have no doubt but he would sleep
Eouridly.

'l‘he one thing needful was to get away before
he was up to breakfast. It would not do to
hurry away too early themselves.

At the same time, by securing seats in an
early coach, they might get ofi almost unob
served.

This, then, would be their plan of operation.
They waited half-an-hour, and then, finding

that not a sound was to be heard, they opened
their own door and peered out.

All was still.
Brian and Robert were too used to dirty and

disgraceful work not to be provided with the
means of picking locks.

It was part of the stock-in-trade of such roués
about town.

The door was opened without diificu1ty.andl
then peering in, they saw that William Morris
was in a deep sleep.

The valise was on a chair by the side of the
bed. This was at once secured and carried ofi.

It was emptied in their own room, and filled
with towels, and other things. They did not in
tend to remain until the young man tried the
weight of the bag.

They secured the jewellery about their persons,
and then they lay down in their clothes.

At six o'clock, they went down stairs to the
coffee-room, inquired after the coaches, and de
cided on taking one to Bath.

They then ordered a copious breakfast, but
remarking that no one wok much notice of
them, they slipped out, walked some distance,
and then took a hackni-y coach to the Miuories.

When within the precincts of this rather un
savoury den in those days, they entered a rude
inn, and ordered breakfast in a private room.

As .-oon as the meal was brought up, they ex
amined the prize. It was magiiificent, as far as
they could judge, and they would not part with
it for a trifle.

Still they both knew what receivers were, and
Jew receivers at that time were the most con
summate of unhung sconndrels to be foundin
any class of life.

“ I suppose we must go to Moses Levi 1" said
Brian, with a groan, " it can't be helped ; but I
hale to be robbed.”

“ And so do I l" responded Robert, with ii. re
sponsive sigh.

And they entered the long narrow passage
that led to the private office of Mr. Moses Levi,
agent.

tie was in, his clerk said, and would be free
in a few minutes.

Brian and Robert seated themselves and
waited, but not for long. Some one was
ushered out by a dlfierent door, and then Brian
and Robert entered into the private sanc
tum of the so-called Jew agent and money
lender.

Brian and he had done business before, but
not lo a. large amour t.

After the usual pieliminaries, Brian produced
the jewels, and put them on the table; brace
lets, necklace.-, brooches, and other jewellery,
flashing brightly in that oark and dingy room.

“ How much?" ssid the Jew, who could not
prevent his eyes from flash ng biightly too.

“ Thev are valued at ten thousand guineas f"
replied Brian, quietly.

" Ten thousand tarthincs l" cried Moses Levi.
“ Then, there is an end of the matter, I'll take

them to Biirlrenvell," Brian wentou, “ he always
gives a fair price."

“ Baikenvell, be tam l" said the Jew, return
ing to his place. “ l can but look at dem."

And te proceeded to examine with a keen and
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35-L THE BLUE DWARF,

practised eye. The man knew their value to a

penny-piece, and though he himself could not get

anything like what Brian Seymour had asked,

yet he knew they were very valuable.
“ Four thousand pounds l" he said, after a

long and keen examination, “ not von stayver
more !"

“ Five l" replied Brian, calmly, as he began to

rake up the plunder.
It is needless to record the wrangling which

followed, but, after a long time, the ]ewels were

sold for £4,500, a figure at which the Jew made

I very considerable profit.

CHAPTER OLVI.
cas'r1.s: scan.

Ireland, except for the political activity which
now prevails, was then very much like what it is

now. It was sad to see how it was overshadowed

by the abomination of desolation. Many halls
were tenantless, besides those of Tara. As to the

ancient owners of the soil, where were they?
Not a country in Europe but was conscious of

those restless, careless, harmless Zingari. In
distant provincial towns of France you heard

the enormous blunders in grammar and musical
Milesian brogue, breaking the uniformity of dull
and ordinary voices.

The sceptre of Erin had passed away from
the ancient dynasty. If the penultimate
monarch could have risen from his peaceful
grave, his place would know him no more.

Castle Agar was rather a cheerful place, in a

protected situation, with a fertile expanse of
park around it.

Their nearest neighbour was a Colonel
M‘Mahon, who had recently inherited this

property from a distant relation. He had been
in the Austrian service, and for many reasons
was not a desirable landlord.

He was, though an excellent man in himself,
too much of a martinet. The discipline of the
Austrian army is dogmatic and tyrannical, and
its officers look down with utter contempt on the

privates.
But he was a friend of Colonel Grant, even

afamily connection, and the moment he heard
of M‘Mahon’s vicinity, he resolved to call upon
him.

He did not mix much with county society,
such as it was; and his visitors were chiefly
friends from England who had not forgotten
him yet, or the military quartered in the neigh
bourhood.

It was a dreary, desolate old house where he
lived——massive, square, and grey. There were
wooded banks and hollows just round it; but
farther afield, the chill, bare moorland stretched
away towards the sea, broken here and there by
sullen, sedgy terns.

Here he spent his monotonous existence-—
there had been a great sorrow in his life
riding hard and drinking obstinately; but
never even in the latter case rising into convi
viality. A long, bushy beard, and portentous
moustache, grizzled, though he was scarcely past
middle age, which could not conceal a deep,
sabre scar, gave him a grim, sinister expression ;
and his voice had that brief, imperious accent,
which is peculiar to men for many years used to
give the word of command.

The neighbouring peasantry regarded M‘Mah0n
with mingled dislike and terror.

~ -L
By invitation shortly after their arrival, the

whole party of elders went over to dine there,
the Earl and Countess of Elphick, the Earl and
Countess of Jermyn, and Colonel Grant.

Dick and Tom, with Roach and two other
servants, stopped to guard the nurse, child, and
housekeeper.

The whole party were just siting down to _
dinner after a capital day’s cock-shooting, when
they were disturbed by a perfect hail of knock.
at the hall door.

Old Dan Tucker, of the Spectre Horseman,
never clamoured more loudly ror admittance.

Fritz, Colonel M‘llahon’s old Austrian ser
vant, went down to see what was up, and on
opening the door was instantly borne down by
the tumultuous rush of Michael Kelly, gentle
man, agent to half-a-dozen estates, and attorney
at-law.

In the last two capacities he had given, it
seems, great umbrage to the neighbouring
peasantry, and they had caught him that night
as he returned home, intending to put him to
death with that ingenuity of torture for which
these fine, warm-hearted fellows are justly cele
brated.

They did not wish to hurry over the enter
tainment, so confined him in an upper chamber,
while they called their friends and neighbours
to rejoice with them, carousing meantime jovially
below. The victim contrived to let himself
down from the window, and ran for his life to
the nearest house, which, unluckily, happened to
be the Lodge. Two boys, however, saw and
recognised him as he entered the demesne, and
raised a whoop, to show that they knew where
the fox had gone to ground.

This they made out from astring of incoherent
interjections; and there he lay, panting and
contorting himself in an agony of fear.

M‘Mahon sat on the hall table, swinging his
foot and regarding the spectacle with the indo
lent curiosity that one might exhibit towards
the gambols of some ugly new importation of
the Zoological Society.

When the story was told, he pointed coolly
to the door.

The shriek that the miserable creature set up
on seeing that gesture, none of them ever
forgot.

“ Do you think I shall turn my house into
a refuge for destitute attorneys?" li1‘Mahon
cried. Answering the look of inquiry from his
friends,—“ If there were no other reasons, I
would not risk it with your wives under my roof.
A night attack in the West is no child's play l "

Lady Laura and Lady Jermyn had come out
and were leaning over the gallery.

“ If I thought my presence prevented an act
of common humanity, I would leave your house
this instant, Colonel M‘Mahon," said Lady
Laura.

The colonel smiled slightly, as he bent in
courteous acknowledgment of her interruption.

" Don't be indignant, Lady Elphick. If you
have a fancy for such excitement, I shall be
happy to indulge you. It is settled, thenl we
back the attorney. Don't lie there, sir, looking
like a whipped hound. You hear l you are safe
for the present."

He had hardly finished, when there came a
rustling of feet outside, then hurried whispers,
then a knock and a summons.

“ We'd like to spake wid de curnel, av you
plasc."
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME 355

“I am here; what do you want? " l\I‘Mahon
growled.

“ We want the ’torney.
" Then 1‘m afraid you'll be disappointed. It’s

not my fancy to give him up. I wouldn't turn
out a badger to you, let alone a man."

He took the high moral ground now.
“Then we'll have him out in spite of yez,”

two or three voices cried out together.
“ Try it I "

said the colonel. “ Meantime, I'm
going to dine. Good night l"

A voice that had not spoken yet was heard,
with a shrill, gibing accent

" Ah, then, the best of appetites to you, curnel,
darlin’ l and make haste over your dinner. It's
Pierce Delaney that’ll give ye yer supper.”

And then they went ofi.
“ The said Delaney is a huge quarryman,” the

colonel observed. “He represents the physical
element of terror hereabouts, as I do the moral,
I believe. We shall have warm work before
morning. He does not like me. Fritz, send
Connell up ; he’s down below, somewhere."

The keeper came, looking very much surprised.
He had been in the stables, and had only just
heard of the disturbance.

“Get the rifles and guns ready, with bullets
and buckshot," his master said. " We are to be
attacked it seems.”

The man’s bold face fell, blankly.“ By the powers, yer honour, I haven't the
value of an ounce of powther in the house.
I meant to get some the morrow mornin', ufore
you were up."

M‘Mahon shrugged his shoulders, whistling
softly.

“ Man proposes," he said. " It's almost a pity
we found so many avicks in the lower copse
this afternoon. l’ve fifteen charges or so in my
pistol-case. We must make that do, loading the
rifles light."

Then he went to a window where he could see
the road ; the moon was shining brightly.

“I thought so; they have got scouts posted
already. The barbarians know something of
skirmishing, after all. Maddox, come here.”

The groom was a strong English boy, very
much afraid of his master, but of nothing else
on earth.

“ Saddle Sunbeam, and go out by the buck
gates, keeping well under the shadow of the
trees. When you clear them, ride straight at
the rails at the end of the paddock. You'll get
over with a scramble, I think ; keep fast hold of
his head ; you mustn’t fall. Then make the best
of your way to A—-— and tell Colonel Morgan,
with my compliments, that I shall be glad if he
will send over a troop as quickly as possible.
They ought to be here in two hours. And
mind, don’t spare the horse going, but bring him
back easy. You will be of no use here, and I
won't have him lamed if I can help it. You'll
have to risk a bullet or two as you get into
the road; but they can't shoot. It’s odds
against their hitting you. Now, go."

The groom pulled his forelock as if the most
ordinary commission had been given him, and
vanished.

“ Connell,” the colonel went on, “ go and saw
the ladders that are in the yard half through.
They will hardly try the barred windows; but
it looks more workman-like to take all precau
tions. Then come back and help Fritz to pile
chairs and furniture all up the staircase, and
about the hall near it. Line the gallery with

We know he's here."

mattresses, two deep, leaving spaces to fire
through. Light all the lamps, and get more
candles to tix about; we shall not see very
clearly after the smoke of the first dozen shots.
Now, shall we go back to dinner?"

N 0 one seemed much inclined, while the ladies
had retired to a room of their own.

Suddenly the host got up and went to the
window. His practised ear had caught the tread
of the horse which Maddox was taking out as
quietly as possible. They watched him stealing
under the trees, till their shelter failed him.

Then he put Sunbeam to speed, and rode
boldly at the rails. A yell went up from the
road, and they saw dark figures running ; then
came a shot, just as the horse was rising at the
fence. He hit it hard, and the splinters flew up,
white in the moonlight ; but he was over. They
held their breath, while several flashes told of
dropping shots after the fugitive. They did not
stop him though, and to their great relief they
heard the wild rush of the frightened horse
subside into a long stretching gallop, and the
wind brought back a cheery-—“For‘ard, for’ard
away."

“So far, so good," said Ralph M‘Mahon, as
he sat down again, and went on steadily at a
woodcock. “ Don't hurry yourselves, gentlemen;
they will talre some time to muster. Elphick,
some hock P"

The young earl, as he spoke, held out his
glass with a pleasant smile. The coming peril
had not altered a tint on his fresh, beardless,
cheeks—rosy and clear as a page's in one of
Boucher's pictures.

A good contrast he made with the miserable
attorney, who had followed them uninvited—he
only felt safe in their presence—and who was
crouching in a comer, his lank hair plastered
round his livid face, convulsed with the sweat of
mortal fear.

lt struck M‘Mahon, they thought. He laid
his hand on Elphick‘s shoulder, and spoke with
a kindliness of voice and manner, most unusual
to him

“ We'll quell the savagemountaineer,
As their Tinchell cows the game;

They cameas flret as forat deer,
We'll drive lhclll back as tame."

They all laughed, even at that anxious
moment, at the idea of Ralph quoting poetry
—0f that grim Saul among the prophets.

Elphick went up to cheer the spirits of the
two ladies. Laura bore up gallantly, and he
left her tolerably calm.

When he returned his companions were in the
gallery. This ran round two sides of the hall,
which went up to the roof. The only access to
the upper part of the house was by a stone stair
case of a single flight. The kitchen and ofiices
were on ihe ground floor, otherwise it was unin
habited.

Ralph had his pistols by him, and his cavalry
sword, long and heavy, but admirably poised,
lay within his reach.

“I've settled it," he said, addressing the Earl
of Jermyn and Colonel Grant. "' You two will
take the guns. Smooth bores are quickest
loaded, and will do for the short disiance.
Elphick, who is not quite so sure with the
trigger, is to have the post of honour, and
guard the staircase with his sabre; he did
the broadsword exercise splendidly yesterday.
Throw another bucket of water over it

, (Jonnell
—is it thoroughly drenched! And draw the
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windows up,” these did not reach to within ten

feet of the ground, “we shall be siifiled else.
But there will be a thorouizh drauzht when the

door's down, that's one comfort. One word with
you, Grant."

He drew the other aside and spoke almost in

awhisper, while his face was very grave and
stern.

" You will do me this justice, whatever
happens. Unless it hid been forced upon me, I

would not have risked a hair of the ladies’ heads
to save all the attorneys that are pa'i-onised by
the father of lies. But mark me, if it come to
the worst, keep back a bullet or two for them.
Don‘t leave them to the mercy of those savage
devils. I know them. They had better die ten
times over than fall info their brutal hands.
You must use your di~cretion, then. Not a man
of them will be in this gallery until I iim past
praying for. Nevertheless,I hope and believe
all will he right. Don't trouble yourself to re
load ; Fritz will do that. I have given him his
orders. Then act very coolly; we must not
waste a bullet. You can choose your own sword ;

there are allveral behind yon. Ah, I hear them
coming up. Now, men, to your posts 1

"

There was a tramp of many feet and the
surging of a crowd about and against the hall
door. Then a harsh, loud voice spoke

" Oust for all, will ye give him up, or shall we
take him, and serve the rest of yezas b-.id7
You've got women there, too, and -—"

It is not m:C6$.~3l'y to add the rest of the
threat. It only made our friends more wolfish
than ever they thought it possible to be, for they
were all good men in the main.

Colonel llf‘ll1ahon, who was hot, bit his
moustache furiously, and his voice shook a little
as he answered.

“ Do you ever say a prayer, Pierce Delaney?
You need one now. If you live to see to
n.iorrow’s sunset, I wish my right hand may
wither at the wrist."

A shrill howl pealed out from the assailants,
and then the stout oak door cracked and quivered
under the strokes of a heavy battering-beam ; in
a hundred seconds the hinges yielded, and it

came cluttering in , over it leaped three wild
figures, bearing torches and pilies; but the
chief. Delaney, was n t among them.

“ The lett-hand man is yours, Grant. Jermyn,
take the middle one," said Ralph, as cool as if

they had sprung a pack of grouse. \Vhile he
spoke his pistol cracked, and the right-hand
intrufer dropped ncro~s the threshold without a

cry or a slagge1‘—Bnol‘. right through the brain.
Lord Jermyn and Grant were nearly asfortu
nate. Then there was a pause, then a rush from
without, an irregular di.~charge of mu~ketry,
and the clear part of the hall was crowded with
enemies.

It would be dilficult. to tell what ensued. All
they knew ivis that they rel-rfia-lell sever..l time s,

for the bairicade was impassable, and while
their shots fell harmlessly on the mattresses,

. every one oi our friends‘ told ; nothing makes a
man shoot slraight like being short of powder.
But they came on again, each time with added
ferocity.

Coloiiel M‘lInhon kept muttering more than
once, in zi dis.~aii=t'it-d tone, “ why does not that
scouiidrel, Delaney, show himself?"

All at once they heard a stilled cry on their
right hand, and to their horror they saw Elphick
dragged over the bulustrade in the grip or n

giant, whom they guessed at once to be the man
thev had been looking for so Ions.

Under cover of the smoke he had swung him
self up by the balum-nde. and Qraspiiig the
young earl's collar a-i he looked out inCPlllllOil9|y
from his shelter, dropped b.ick into the hall,
carrying his victim with him.

With a roar of exultatinn. the wild beasts
closed round their prey. Before they hail time
to think what could be done, they heard close to
their ears a blasphemy so awful that it mide
them start even at that critical moment. It
was M‘.\Iahon‘s voice, but they scare-ly knew
it—hoarse and guttural, and indistinct with
passion.

Without hesilatirig an instant, he swung him
self over the balustrade and lighted on his feet
in the midst of the crowd. Tney were half
drunk with the Whiskey mid ma-ldened b1 the
~'mell of blood; but, so great was their terr -r of
5IaclIahou's name, all ri-coiled as they saw him=
thus, face to face, his sword bare and his eyes
blazing.

That momentary panic saved Lord Elphink.
In a second. Ralph had thrown him under -he
arch of a deep door-vay, and placed himself
between the senseless body and its assailants.

Two or three shots were fired at him without
effect; it was dilficnlt to take aim in such it
tossing chaos; then one man, Delaney, sprung
out at him with a clubbed mu~ket.

" At last l" they heard Maclfahon say, lI\l1'.'ll
ing low and savagely in his heard, as he stepped
one pace for-vard to meet his enemy.

A blow that looked as if it might have felled
Behemoth was warded di-xterou~ly by the sabre,
and by n quick turn of the wrist its edge laid
the 1'8pl'fl.!'€6'l face open in a bright scarlet gush,
extending from eyebr IW to chin.

His comrades rushed over his body, furious,
though somewhat disheartened, at 89vlti§Z their
chimpion come to grief; but they had to deal
with a blade that had kept half a dozen Hun
garian swordsman at bur, and with point and
edge it met them everywhere, migicslly.

They were drawing back, when D.-lunev, re~
covering from the first effect-i of his fearful
wound, crawled forward, gasping out curses
that seemed floating on the torrent of his riisning
blood, and tried to grasp l\1‘Muhon by the knees
and drag him down.

Pahl it was a sight to haunt one's dreams l

Bilph looked down upon him and laughed
again ; his sabre whirled round once and
cleared a wide circle; then, trampling down
the wounded maii by main force, he drove the
point throuith his throat.

They heard the steel plainly as it grated on
the stone. There was an awful CODVt1l.~iOi.lof
all the limbs, and then the huge mun luy quite
still.

Then came a lull for several moments.
Irish cowered back to the door, like p"Tll|€d
sheep; their ammunition was exhuus ell, and
none dared to cross the hideous b3,ll'i:l' that was
between them and the terrible sivoidsninn.

All this took about half the ii.ue to act that it

does to tell. Jermyn was lltli‘-[8-llllg whether to
descend or to a:ay where his duty clearly called

l.
i

in—-near the women.
Coniiell knelt b'JSlllC him, silent and motion

less; he had got his orders to stay by them to
the lo.-t; but the stilr-iy keeper rose to his feet.

“ Fail l" he said, -' l'm but a poor band at the
slvoor-iiiig, but I inust help the mastner, any
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A TALE OF I.OVl'-I, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 357

how; "
and he began to climb over the breast

work.
The colonel‘: quick glance caught tho move

ment, and his brief imperious tones rang out
over the hubbub of voices, loud and clear.

“ Don't stir, Connell l stay where you are l I
can finish with these hounds alone l“

As he spoke he dashed in among them with
lowered head and uplifted sword.

No wonder they all recoiled; his whole face
and form were fearfully transformed ; every hair
in his bushy beard was bri=tling with rage ; and
the incarnate devil of murder was gleaming
redly in his eyes.

Just then there was a wild cry from without,
answered by a shriek from the women, who had
been silent until now. At first they thought
that some fellows had scaled the window; but
soon they made out the accents of ri great joy.

Even the unaccustomed ears of women had
recognised the rattle of steel scabbards.

When the dragoons came up at a hard gallop,
there was nothing left in the courtyard but the
dead and dying.

lll‘r\Iahon had followed the flyers to get a lmit
stroke or two at the hindmost.

They now clambered down into the hall, and,
just as they reached the door, saw a miserable
crippled lieing clinging round lll‘Mahon’s knees
crying for quarter.

Poor wreieli l l-c might xii v-ell have asked it
from ii f:rini~l "Ii jim;__'le tiger.

The aim t;..'i'.- rind fallen so often that night,
and never in vain, came down once more; the
piteous app.-al ended in a death-yell, and as
they reached him M'.\‘lahon was coolly wiping
his dripping s:ibre—hc had no more work to do.

Even as they tcok his protiered hand they
shuddered, and they saw Uonnell tremble for
the first time, as he made the sign of the cross.

The dragnons were returning from the pur
suit; ihey had only made two prisoners; ihe
darkness and broken ground prevented thcir
doing more. Ralph wont up to the oflicer in
command.

“flow very good of you to come yourself,
Morgan, when I only a.~ked you for a troop.
Come on, you shall have st me supper in half an
hour, and Fritz will take care of your men.
Throw all that crirrion out l“ he went on,as they
entered the hall, strewn with corpses. “ We'll
give them a truce to take up their dead."

Elphick came to meet them; he had only
been stunned and bruised by the fall. His pale
face ll rshed up as he said, “ I shall never forget
that I have to thank you for my life.”

“ lt's not worth mentioning,
M Mahon replied, c.-ireles.-ly. “ I hope you are
not much the wort-e for the tumble. Gad! it
was a near thing, though. The quarryman’s
arms were a rough necklace l

"

At that moment they were carrying by the
disfigured remains of the dead colossus. His
slayer rtopped ihem, and bent over the hideous
face with grim Etlllei8CliOD.

“My good friend, Delaney," he muttered,
“you will own that I keep my word. If we
meet again, l think I r-hall know you. Au
rt-rarir ; ’ and he passed on.

It would be needless to go through the eon
graiulurory scene, or describe how Laura
lillllilltll and Larly Jermyn smiled as they com
plimented ihem on their nerve.

Fortiinaiely for them, they had seen ntthirig,
thouph they had heard all.

Elphick,"

Just as they were sitting down to supper,
which Fritz prepared with his usual stolid cool
ness, and when the ladies were about to leave
them for their much-needed rest, they remarked.
the attorney hovering about them, with an
exultation on his face that. was more servile and
revolting than its late abject tei ror.

“Ladies,” said M‘.\lahnn, “it you have quite
done with your protégé, I think we'll send him
downstairs. Give him something to eat, Fritz—
not with the soldiers, though--and let someone
take him home as soon as it’s light. If you say
one word, air, I‘ll have you turned out 11012:!"

Mr. Kelly crept out of the room, almost in
frightened as he had been two hours before.

The supper was more cheerful than the
dinner, though there was a certain constraint.
on the party, who were not all so seasoned as
their host. He was in unusual spirits; so much
so that a cornet confided to Elphick “that it
was a pity the colonel couldn't have such a bear
fight every fortnight, it put him in such a
charming humour."

They had nearly finished, when from the road
outside there came a prolonged, ear-piercing‘
wail, that made the window-panes tremble.

Few present had ever heard any earihly sound
_a.t once so expressive of utter despair and ap
pealing to heaven or hell for vengeance.

They all started, and set down their glasses;
but r\l‘1Iahon finished his slowly, sipping, like
e connoisseur, the rich Burgundy.

“ It is the wild Irish women howling over their
dead," he remarked, with perfect unconcern.
“ They'll have more to howl for before I have

done with them. I shall go round with the
constables to-morrow, and pick up the slragglers.
Your men are too good for such work, Morgan.
There are several too hard hit to go far, and my
hand-writing is pretty legible.”

The stout soldier to whom he spoke bent his
head in assent, but with rather a queer expres
sion on his honest English face.

“Gad l" he said, “you do your work well
cleanly, M‘Mahon."

"lt i the best way, and the shortest in the
end," was the reply ; and the matter dropped.

The dragoons left them before daybreak, their
protection not needed—they were as sale as if
in the Tower of Lonuon.

The next morning, while they were all sleep
ing heavily, Ralph was in the raildle, scouring
the country, with what success the next assize

could tell.
From that day, the finest peasantry in the

world contented them-"elves with firing at him
from behind distant hedges.

I

CHAPTER CLVII.
'rni-: RAPPAREES.

Acting under the advice of Colonel l\I‘llIahon,
the earl and his party determined to be very
cauiious while they were in lieland. They had

shared in the delence of l\I'Mahou's place, and
would be haied by the rappirrees in consequence.

The earl htd tenants or his own, to Wi om he

was kind and liberal, inking merely nominal
rents lrom the holding.-s. These lri~h peasants
were very partial lo him and his family, but the

\VhllClJO_\"S rind rapture-es of the hills had less

lO‘_'lll'\.i lor tire good landlords than the bad

Oilfiia
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358 THE BLUE DWARF;

The good landlords would simply ruin their
game, which was to levy plunder from all indis
criminately.

The party stayed two or thrce days with
Colonel M'Mahon, their nearest neighbour, after
which they rode home, under the escort of him- l
self and Fiiiz.

Castle Agar was an important fabric, and
drew considerable attention from everyone who
approached it.

An old portreas, talking Irish, with a huge
'

bunch of keys at her girdle—a rusty gate-lock— 1
piers, lofty and surmounted by a pair of broken
marble vases, while their shafts, far from ex
hibiting that appearance of solidity so much
admired in the relics of Grecian architecture,
were adorned in all their fissures by tufts of
long grass—an avenue, with rows of elms,
forming a vista to the river—a sudden turn, re
vealing a broad and sunny lawn—haycocks—
mowers at work—a winding gravel walk lost in
a grove—-ihe house appearing above the trees—
the narrow paned-iviutioivs glittering among the
boughs—the old and ivierl castle, contrasting in
so singular a manner with the more modern
additions to the building-—the daws cawing
about the chimneys-—the stately herons, settling
in the castellated turrets, or winging their
majestic way through the peaceful kingdom of
the winds--the screaming of a peacock in the
recesses of the woods—a green hill, appearing
clear and bright against a clouded horizon—the
heavy Norman archway—the shattered sculp
ture—the close and fragrant shrubbery—the
noisy farmyard and out-offices (built, asit was
then the fashion, quite near the dwelling house)
—-the bowering monthly rose, embracing the
limple pediment over the hall door—the pon
derous knocker—the lofty gable—the pieces of
broken sculpture and tender foliage, that pre
sented to the mind the images of youth and age,
of ruined grandeur, and of rising beauty— I
blended and wreathed together under the most i
pleasing form.

It was Colonel M‘Mahon’s first visit to Castle
Agar, though he was an Irishman. But he had
only been in Ireland a short time since his re
tirement from the army.

He thought it was the finest specimen of real
antique architecture he had yet seen in Ireland.
Probably, the picturesque beauty of the sur
roundings added much to the attracrion.

Dick and Tom were rather curious to see
Colonel M'llIahon. They bad already heard the
whole story, and had a peculiar admiration for
his prowess.

Dick and Tom had already made iriends
among the tenants, and all were high in praise
of the colonel for his courage; but they
strongly reprobated his cruelty.

The old women particularly shook their heads,
and prophesied that he would not die in his bed. i

Dick declared he had not scen a finer man in
his lite. 4

Colonel M‘lIahon spent the day and the night
at the castle. I

About eleven, the very proper inhabitants of i
the castle wished to imitate ll.-e example of the
ladies, aiiii retire early. i

Colonel .\1‘lIahon made a grimsce. 1" If I can't do better,” he grumbled, “I'll play l
cards with Fritz."

" We have two friends," said Colonel Grant, l
“or rather retainers," he added with a smi.e, I
“ who can hold their own with you. in drinking, |
as well as card playing.“

“ Show 'ein in l" said the colonel ; “ I should
like to try these hard heads l"

Colonel Grant went out, saw Dick and Tom,
and asked them to do their best to amuse
M‘Mahon.

“ Don't let him get drunk enough to be quarrel
some,” Grant urged carefully; “but otherwise
treat him as it you were the hosts.”

Dick and Tom promised to do their best.
When they were introduced to the colonel, he at
once declared them to be of the right sort.

Mr. Harris, the steward, a Scotchman, who'
asked what orders were to be given to the ser
vants, was invited to join the revellers.

He advised them to adjourn to the old banquet
room, where they could be as noisy as they liked
without disturbing anybody.

They took his advice, and a glorious supper of
broiled bones and other things calculated to pro
mote thirst was provided.

The supper finished, cards were introduced,
and the stakes being made tolerably moderate to
suit the wishes, that is the finances, of Mr. John
Harris, they began to play. But as the whiskey
began finally to show its power, the colonel
became hilarious, and, dropping the cards on the
table, began to tell stories.

He could tell one or two good ones, such as
are told in camps, but are not to be recorded
here.

Then he began singing :-—
" An’ of all domeat dat aver was hung,

A cheeko' pork is my fancy,
'Tis sweet an‘ toothsome,when ’tis young,

' Fait, dat’sno lie,’ says Nancy.
‘Twill boll in lessdan hall an hour,

Den wid your nail you may try it,
‘Twill tum like any cauliflower

"1‘isbetter do dat dun to fry it.
Sing re-rig-i-dig-i-luin-derom-dum."

When the cheering had subsided he turned to
Dick, and, vowing he had a singing face, bade
him “ oblige."

Dick laughed.
“ I'll give a song I heard from a curious old

chap I knew once, called Mike,” he responded;
“ it‘s an odd afiair enough."
“ A raven was perchedon the gallows-tree,

The wild storm howled o'er the blastedheath,
As the fiends were keeping their rsvelry—

A parriciile swung in chains beneath.
The raven's beakand claws they were red
With the clotted gore oi the sintuldead.
‘ Hui hol ' said the bird, and the deepwords broke
With a chuckling sound ’twixt s laugh and a eroak ;
‘ They cry we shall soon lack our dainty cheer
That iood will grow scant and scantier herel

I am old, I am wise—and heednot what they say
Thar.the raven and gibbet will o'er want their prey.’
" Two rnveruwere perchedon the gallows-tree:

‘ Say, son,’ said the first, 'WLifl'Othy course hath been!
What tidings oi mankind bringasr.thou me ?

And what hast thou htard, and what.hast thou seen‘P"
‘ Oi religion l heard the person preach,
Of justice and law the schoolmasterteach.
l laughed, tor I saw their task would be vain,
Whilst they hated each other like Abel and Cain.‘
' Fear not,’ said the old bird, clearing his throat,
With a chuckling sound ‘twin a laugh and a ci-oak,

‘ lll hlle they each, like two tools,pull a uiflerent.way,
That the raven and gibbet will \1'etlack their prey l’
“ Threerareru were perchedon the gallows-tree :

' Say, son,‘ said the first, ‘ where thy coursehath been!‘
What tidings or mankind bringest thou me?

And what hast thou heard, and what hast thou lean P
' I've seen,’groanedthe bird, ' their task in the land,
The priest and the schoolmasterpursuehandsin-hand;
Since they ceasedacting by contrary rules,
Prisons are turning, 1 tear, into schools.’
‘ Hol ho l‘ cried the raven; but this time there broke
No chuckling sound, but u mm ntul croiik;

'1 urn oi2—l am ofl—tor li=euwell what l s.i_y—
Than the raven and gibbonwill soon lack thi-Ir preyl ' "
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 359

"Well," calmly ob.~erved the colonel, as he
filled himself another glass, "you sing a very
lngubrious song vi-ry smartly. Af er that I
propose we go to bed, and think of our latter
end.”

Everyone emptied his class and retired,sobered
by the gravity or the “ Song of the Gallows Tree,"
In it is sometimes called.

That night there were strange-looking men,
wild beings, hanging round the castle, looking
about in every hole and corner to eflect an
entrance.

They made no secret of what they would do if
‘they once got into a place where the Bloody
Colonel was encouraged.

Tim Roach, who had seen these strange per
sonages prowling about, was among them listen
ing. He was getting used to acting the spy in
the service of the employers to whom he was so
devoted.

'

Next day after breakfast he communicated
with the Blue Dwarf first as to the dangers which
threatened the castle, and he at once bade him
consult Colonel Grant.

Tim R JHCIII did so, and a council was at once
-held,.all the men being present.

Every body had his say. -

'.l‘hen spoke Colonel Ralph M‘Mahon :
“ Well, these whiteboys and rapparees have

the impudence of Old Nick himself; but I do
not think they will attack a place so strong as
this," he remarked. “ l is true it is dilapidated
in certain places; but l doubt its being taken

except by treachery. Have you any Itlsll ser
vants ?"

‘

"None," replied Colonel Grant.
" Pardon me. sir," interrupted Roach, who was

present; “by-the-bye, cook has taken an Irish
kitchen maid on."

"Then send her away,” drily remarked the
colonel, “ she'll be spying about."

“But," urged the Earl of Elphick, "both I
and my wife are very popular with our tenants.
lonly charge them with nominal rents. Harris
assures me they are exceedingly grateful."

“Humph l” remarked the colonel cynically.
“Then be all the more on your guard. Never
trust an Irishman further than you can see
him l"

“Bdt," said the Earl of Elphick, laughing,
“you are Irish yourself !"

"Yes, my dear fellow, replied the colonel,
with gri at gravity ; " hut I am speaking of the

priest-ridden peasantry, the men who are ihe
tools oi agitators and money-grabbing politicians.
»:lct ri-l of [Din girl l"

"‘Your advice shall be taken, my dear colonel,"
i1-sunied Colonel Grant.

" Then, n-lint slur has left. search the whole
.-.-.~tleand tind out, if you can, any weak points,”
.‘\l‘Mahon went on.

The discussion went on a little longer, and then
Colonel hl'Mahon suggested certain measures in
case of an attack.

" My house is only three miles ofi, but how
are you to let me know it you need the siege
raised '1" he went on. “Ah l I have it ; send in
to Clonlart for some rockets—Fifih of November
things, you know—and only let one of them go
iip, and it Colonel l\1'li1at.on isn't to the tore,
Hit-II say l’m a Dwchman l"

'l his ended the coiilerence for the nonce, and
the cook was told to tlirimlt-I Mary Rourke, with
the ll-lillln ion that there were servants enough
will-oiit he!

n

The cook, who was Scotch, though born in Ire
land, and recommended by Mr. Harris, the
steward, was very hufiy on. the point. But she
had to submit.

Mary Rourke received her dismissal with
perlect indifierence. She liked the good food
and wages of the castle, but she liked her mud.
hut better. ..

People who have built model cottages for the
I .

Irish, with slate instead of thatched roofs, and
plank floors instead of mud, have found the
slates removed to mend windows and the plank;
torn up for firewood.

But a time may corne when even the Irish
peasantry will appreciate the comlorts of a cot
tage over a hut.

it was resolved that the colonel should stop
the coming night, in order io carry home a
rocket, which might let them know he had seen
their signal.

The colonel made no objection, and Jim was
sent out to levy contributions on ihe natives in
the way of poultry and eugs and vegetables.
When we say levy contributions, we should add,
they were liberally paid tor. .

Colonel Mwliahon suggested that, in case of a
siege, they should stock their own poultry yard.

About an hour atier hreait fast the whole party
sallied forth on horseback for a ride.

Colonel M‘Mahon decla ed that in the day
time, with. the sun shining, and he himselt
present, the Irish peasantry would as soon face
Lucifer as attack them.

Tue colonel knew one or two agreeable spots
worthy of a visit, the most picturesque of which
was a clifi-bound lake at no great distance.

There they went that very afternoon. The
ladies were delighted.

The lake was about five miles long by nearly
one wide. On the other side were clifis, which
were honeycombed with natural caverns, which
human ingenuity had improved.

"All this looks very bc-auiiful."sa.id Colonel
M‘Mahon, when the ladies bad taken their fill 0!
admiration, "but I wouldn't advise anyone to
cross over. It looks all quiet enough now, but
on the other side you'd find a gang of desperate
smugglers, rapparees, and whiteboys, with whom
none of English race are safe."

This assertion cast a rather melancholy feeling
upon the women ; but even they began to think
the colonel a little prejudiced against the lower
classes of his country people.

Before night fell they returned to the castle,
and it was settled that 'l‘im Eh-ach and the
colonel's English groom should ride out to _
Clontarf.

They were both well mounted and well armed,
and had little fear of being stopped, especially
as they went by the open highway.

Meanwhile the company at the castle were at
dinner, which with the colonel was the great
event of the day. It always put him in good
humonr, and primed him for |.lJUrG post-prandial
stories in which he was so fond of indulging.

lt was the strict cu~ioin in Ireland, where

etiquette was rigid, '1ll‘ the ladies to retire after
oiiiiier, returning with therrcently-introduced
cotfee, and going out again when the grilled
utioiney was introduced.

It is notorious that the drumstick of agoose
or iu-key, grilled and highly spiced, was called
it llcl"il. Some elegant per~oiis, however, who
deemed that term too i-tiong tor "ears polite,"
were at the pains of looking for a synonym of A

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

6
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



866 THE BLUE DWARF;

milder sound, and discovered a happy substitute I stunted bushes, and an old man—-dwarfed in ap
in the word attorney, which conveys all the I pearance, with a lean and slender frame, yellow
original force without the coarse cacophony of skin, and thick grey locks, from which projected
the other phrase.

CHAPTER CLVIII.
cnonrsnr.

,- TIM ROACH and Johnson, the young English
groom, were soon friends.

Jack Johnson shared all his master’s ideas
about the Irish, though he owned that the col
leens were well enou h in their way.

The distance they ad to traverse was about
eleven miles, and once they were on the road

|
they didn't hurry themselves.

“ We’ll stop at Mother Chauncey's, who keeps
a private bottle," said Jack.

“A private bottle l" asked Tim; “ what do you
mean by a private bottle l"

“ I mean,” responded Jack Johnson, “ a place
where they sell as good a drop as if they paid for
a license for it

,
a thing Mrs. Chauncey never was

fool enough to do."
“

Queer lot, these Irish," remarked Tim Roach,
with lofty contempt.

" You’l1 say so when you see these Chaunceys,”
grinned Jack.

When they had gone about six miles, Jack
turned ofi the road and entered a narrow path
between high trees, which brought them to the
month of a glen, which led into the heart of the
dangerous hills.

Here stood a two-roomed hut, with a low,
dilapidated worm fence around it, and a ragged
honeysuckle vine at one side of a door that was
never closed.

The man and woman were always ready for
customers—in turns.

As they drew up their horses Jack Johnson
cried out, “ Hello l" Then they heard a sonorous
growl from within the house, as if an immense,
ill-natured, African lion had been disturbed
from an afternoon siesta; then a shrill, shattered
voice commanded, “You, Watch, git away wid
yer l" and the great dog obediently retired to his
favourite couch _beneath the high old bedstead
that took up half the hut.

A few moments later there protruded from
the open door an enormous wooden pipe, with a
mighty howl, from which the smoke was curling
in a lazy blue column.

As the pipe, with, it seemed, several sections
of stem, made itself visible, it became evident
that the other end disappeared in an old woman's
mouth—a dry, expressionless mouth, surrounded
by ever-widening circles of wrinkles, as is the
centre of a tree, which circles took in a long,
sharp nose, a hooked chin, two bright and in
quisitive eyes, and finally disappeared under the
folds of a cotton handkerchief bound over snowy
hair.

Then the handle of the pipe was with an efiort
extracted from its accustomed place between the

,'
" old woman‘s lips, as she called, “Now, thin,

Danny, yer wanted l"
The pipe was replaced, and the thin column of

blue smoke curled lazily up as the strangers
waited in silence under close scrutiny from the

eyes above the pipe.
Presently a thick stream of dark yellow fluid

was projected around the corner of the building,
with the force and volume of .1 lawn sprinkler,

a
.

hcavy quid of tobacco was ilung among the

an aquiline nose between two ferret-like and
furtive eyes—came slouching into view.

“ What‘: yer will, s0rl"’
“ Only two drinks-stiff drinks, daddy," says

jaunty Jack, flinging down a shilling. “We've
no time for stopping."

The man went in, and soon came out with a
wooden platter, on which were a couple of
noggins of really good whiskey, very potent
and new, but which they got rid of without
difiiculty.

This done, they returned the way they came,
and continued their journey to Clontarf.

“ That's the biggest rapparee and smuggler in
all Galway," said Jack, as soon as they were out
of hearing. “At least, so one of your Irish
tenants told me."

" What made you go up there?" asked Tim.
“I only wanted to spot him; if I see him

hanging about our place I'll wing him,” was
the cool response.

They were soon in Clontarf, and after some
difliculty found what they wanted at a ship
chandler’s.

The of course refreshed themselves before

they eft the little Irish town, going into a
tolerably well-looking tavern.

They soberly drank off two small measures
and then departed, followed by two pairs of
eyes—those of a couple of men who had kept
in the background—Br1an Seymour and Robert
Woodstock.

Tim had not seen them, but Jack Johnson
had, and taken particular notice of them.

They were dressed in frieze, with flat caps,
grey worsted stockings, and dogskin brogues,
boots well paved in the sole, and greased until
they shone again.

It was this that made Jack Johnson notice
them.

“Two queer-looking chaps," observed Jack,
as they started, “ were staring at us in the bar
dressed like Irish cattle dealers; they seemed in
the face more like two handsome swells."

“ l" cried Tim, using a very strong ex
pletive and affirmative. “ l’d bet it's our black
guard cousin and his pal."

Jack pulled up and looked back, just in time
to see the two men disappearing in the recesses
of the inn.

“ They’ve been looking after us," said Jack.
“ I'd give a trifle to see their mugs," mused

Tim Roach. “ How could we do itl"
“ Well," responded Johnson, with all the quick

instinct of a Londoner, " I think it might be
done. D'ye see that clothes shop l"

Of course Tim did. He was too expert and
quick at disguises not to understand.

He dismounted, followed by Jack, and the
two, giving their horses to be held by a slip of a

lad, who, as usual, was “convaniant " for a job,
entered the shop.

In case of emergency Tim always had money
in his pocket. Two rough frieze coats, two
second-hand caps, and a couple of scratch wigs,
with one a shade and the other a pair of spec
tacles, were put on over their other dress.

They then came out, gave the lad a shilling.
and bade him wait for them at a shebeen they
had noticed on the left-hand side leaving the
town.

Thus accoutred they returned to the tavern
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___ 362 ‘THE BLUE nwiar;

nd- entered. Ting'1'_rr:a:;hroad Bcotob accent

is ban learned in theflighlands, demanded

‘§li_isk~ y. :‘=_.-. - I» ’
V -

"=“_"']twas his powermf mimicry and imitation
‘thin had so often caused him to be selected for

=§m~_hdelicate missions as he had undertaken.
‘

"~1"'_l‘“ey\- ere served, Tim feigning insobriety in
-

‘a'fim-_\- iflicient manner, which made it only
nutuml he .~hould sit down and stare with lack
Ilustrv c-yes from under his spectacles at the two

'til'l'fBl\!lC(l drovers. 1~~ _1-_n
~- . -»

__Yesl Jack Johnson was right; though they

-were not exacv ly broken down swells, but simply
‘Brian bl-3mour and Robert -Woodstock. -

" Come a ong, my lad ; you‘ve,had.enough,"
said the London boy, “and you’ll walk six miles."

“ Sax-and-twenty,“ splattered the supposed
Scotchman; " but Bandy gangs awa’—but~ he.

‘menu ha‘ one muir mutchin." .
'

Tue Olhfll‘ swore audibly, but ordered the
ldrink, which was Berved and paid for. The
'-Scot spilled half his, while Jack drank ofi all
ibis without losing s drop. _
' He then" carried his companion away, holding
. hiin firmly _by the arm to prevent his stumbling,
'-and thisgame he continued until they were a
' lnhg way outof sight of the tavern.'

-But neither Brian nor Woodstock had even

=nhtr"cedthem.' _ - t. .. ..
They were too intent on their discussion of

the presehcé of the family at Castle Agar tohave
~leisure to notice a drunken Scotchman.

p It was by far too common a sight to attract
attention. Y

When they reached the sbebeen they found
‘the boy duly walking up and down. They re

,»-,’....

* warded him liberally, said they would often be

in Olontarf, and he might look out for them if
he kept a still tongue in his head.

The boy winked as only an Irish boy can
wink. and touched his cup three or four times
while they were mounting.

No sooner were they astride their nags than
they put them on their mettle, in order to reach
Castle Agar before the gentlemen retired for the

night. . .
They need not have feared. Where Colonel

lI‘Mahon was, there were no early birds. _When.
anybody wisely quoted the old saw about the
early bird catching the worm, he would answer,
“it was the wor-m's fsult for being such a fool

‘as to get up early."
The waiting man, who yawned perceptibly,

had just brought in another bowl, and the
colonel was singing

" Ah, huntsman dear, I'll he your friend,
If you let me go till morning;

Don't call your hounds for ono hall hour,
Nor either sound your horn;

For inueed I'm tired from yesterday-'shunt,
I can neither run nor walk wall,

‘Till I go to Bock-hill amongst my friends,
Where I was bred and born.

Tally ho the fox I
Tally ho the fox!

Tally ho the fox, a oollauneenl
Tally ho the ioxl

Over hills and rocks,
And chasehim on till morning."

Tim Roach waited until the cheer had sub
dded, and then entered.

“ You have news?" cried Colonel Grant, the
moment he saw Tim's face.

“Yes, sir—our foxes have found the scent l"
he replied.

" Well, go rest now. Tell Palmer and Mark

ham to-be.ready_to be out early,” the colonel
_commanded.f_ “Call me at six."

As it was twelve now, the faithful Tim retired.
“Colonel M‘Mahon,'Y said Grant, “will you

excuse me if I appear inhospitable; but some—
thing has occurred which claims our active
attention at six in the r_norninrr." _

“I'll excuse, sir," replied Colonel M‘Mahon,
“it you rout me out at six, and let me know
what it‘s all about.”

-“That we will, and gladly," said tie colonel,
V

upon which all retired to their several couches.
t

.
I “

~ e CHARTER CLIX.
L COUNCIL OF WAR.

When Colonel M‘Muhon was called by his man
Fritz, his first act was to dip his head in cold
water and rub it dry with a couple of rough
towels.

,.|.

He then went in for an early cup of cofiee, and
I

found all the men of the party collected, look
ing very grave.

The usual morning salutations having been
'

duly exchanged, and one cup of coffee imbibed,
Colonel Grant told the whole story of his young

'

ward's life, his persecution by Brian and his
fellow-conspirator, and the many tiiiies they had
had to flit in order to avoid the traps laid by.
these unscrupulous knaves.

“Their aim is to get ridof the earl, or at all
‘

events of the child," continued Colonel Grant;
“ and it has only been by taking the most extra
or

'
precautions that we have guarded

against the cold-blooded and persevering plots
of our foes." V __ _ _

“Do you ask my advice," said Colonel
M‘Mahon, quickly, “ as to what I should do l”

"We shall be very happy,” replied the colonel,
“ to have your candid opinion." _

“Then I'd send a flag of truce to Danny
Chauncey, the head thief of the rapparees—
the biggest sooundrel-unhung in Ireland,” cried
Colonel M‘Mahon, "and pay him to kidnap these
vagabonds." _

‘

The ‘whole party exchanged glances, and the
Earl of Elphick nodded. _ _,

'

" Then, were we to. own to having employed
and trusted such seemingly strange instruments
as Dick Turpin and Tom King you woaldnot

bmlairlne
us T" asked Colonel Grant, with it odd

s 8.
"

" No-—on the contrary." responded the colonel,
I

warmly, “they have proved trustworthy."
"More so than so-called better men," said

Grant, warmly. “ We have wholly trusted
them, and more than a dozen times have they
faithfully fulfilled their duty and risked their

..
.

1
'_

J_
e

lives to save our ward here, his wife, and child."
' i

“ Then why are they not with you now 1"
began M‘Mahon, hotly. _

“Well, colonel," said Grant, very demurely,
“ we have some little dificulty in explaining a
great liberty we took

"
“ Ohl ohl oh l " roared the colonel.

tell me—I know—oh I oh l—those worthy gentle
men who sat up all night with me-—oh I oh l

‘ Owen Moore ran away,
Owing more than be oould pay.’

“ You'll be the death of me.”
“ Then you’re not ofieuded, colonel?" resumed

Colonel Grant.
“ Not a bit—-devil a ha'porth—it'stoo good," he

“ Don't

J
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 363

went on, recovering himself a little. “ But,
seriously, what with Dick Turpin, Tom King,
and Danny Chauncey, if we can’t circumvent
these rascals, I think we ought to lose the game."

“ But, M‘Mahon," said the colonel, whom he

considered now more than ever one of them

-. selves, “the rapparees would kill them.”
“ It would be the best cure there could be for

heireomplaint," said M.‘Mahon, warmly. “Dead
men tell no tales, nor commit crimes either.”

"Blood is thicker than water," continued
Grant, “ and Shelton here cannot forget that
Brian is his cousin." .“ Poohl pooh I s name of courtesy. Hang
them all, cousins, on a string, say I. They are the
most dangerous rascals a man can have to deal

with. Any other man you can call out and shoot
through the head, if he attempt to interfere
with your pros ts; but cousins must have a

privilege. The y may walk with her cousin
nang him-—and she may dance with her cousin,
and it is only when she has run away with her
cousin that you find you have been cozened with
a vengeance."

'

“ Well, colonel, we must not resort to extreme
measures until everything else has failed," said
Grant ; “ but here comes Tim to take orders for
himself and Messrs. Palmer and Markham "—
with a sly glance.

" Bring them in," cried Colonel lll‘Mahon,
with a grin. “ There must be no half measures
—no secrets."

They came in, looking rather doubtful of their
reception.

“ We have no secrets from Colonel M‘Mahon,"
observed Grant.

“ None l" cried M‘Mahon. “ I know all about
yon, my fine fellows; and aswe shall have to

work
together, 1 shall trust you—my hand upon

it. '

Both Dick and Tom allowed the warm-hearted
Irishman to have his way, and then they re
ceived their orders, which were to go out, and
between them, watch all the ways by which the
castle could be approached; the first who dis
covered the presence of the enemy to report.

After this the party broke up until ten o’clock,
when they all met at the real breakfast, which
was copious as usual.

Nothing was said to the women about the
re-appearance of Brian and Robert.

They hoped to rid themselves of the persecu- .
tors before they said anything, when they would
return to London and take up their rightful
position in society.

Jack Johnson had told his master about their
visit to the shebeen of Danny Chauncey, and this l
had put a scheme in the Irish colonel’s head. 1

He took Colonel Grant on one side and ex- i
plained his plans. He thought they might come i
to terms with the rapparee chief to capture |
Brian and Robert, and take them into the hills,
where they could keep them-say three months. _

As money was no ob]'"ct, the rapparees would i
take care of the precious cousin, if liberally {are Irish," said the colonel, frankly.

‘is one thingaid.P
On this condition the two earls and Colonel

Grant agreed to try the experiment of a flag of
truce wiih the rapparees. I

" I will send Jack Johnson—these London
boys have the cheek of the devill What is he .
to offer 7" ‘>

“A hundred guineas down, and a hundred i
guineasa month as long as they keep him safe l" L

was the answer.

" Then I say, it's done l Just call Jack John
son ; he will not want too many explanations,"
said the Irish colonel.

The groom appeared, and was asked if he had
any ob]ection to acting as envoy from the castle
to the shebeen occupied by Danny Chauncey.

“ I was there yesterday, sir, with Tim Roach,‘
and he described the scene vividly.

Grant owned that the London gamin was
just the lad for them, but Jack objected to taking
the money down, “a hundred guineas," with him;
he would prefer to have Tim Roach at some dis
tance with the money, in hard cash, ready to
hand it over to the rspparee.

“ He might otherwise, sir, come the double
over me-—take the money and chuck me into a
ditch, which," drily remarked Jack, " wouldn't
answer your purpose."

They all smiled, and the matter had to be
adjourned until evening.

But, about two o'clock, Tim Roach returned
with a budget of news.

It can be told in a short compass. Dick and
Tom had left him shortly after they started, and
he had gone down to the cluster of huts which
they called the village.

The outside cottage standing alone on s patch
of green, or cabbage garden, was one of the best.
This belonged to Patrick O'Rourke, the father
of Mary.

Now, without the slightest hesitation, Tim
owned that he had never shared the su.~picions
of Colonel M'Mahon. He believed in Mary ; he
owned that her being a pretty girl had its
effect, but somehow or other, he believed her.

Well, he was close to the hut, moving on wards,
when Mary came out and shyly called him to her
side. A rather long conference ensued, the up
shot of which was that Mary swore by every saint
in the calendar that the people of Castle Agar
Town, as they called their mud and turf huts,
were faithful and true. The Seymour: bad
always been their friends.

Lady Laura had been in every hut, and won
the love and devotion of every man, woman, and
child, not so much by her presents, which were
liberal, but, as the girl warmly expressed it

,
her

kindness won every heart.
She then solemnly protested her own fidelity

to the Seymours
‘- But, whishal beware of that M"l‘avish in the

1 kitchen-—watch her o'nights l" she added, “ and
you'll find she gets out at night, dressed as a
man—and sure, if them rapparees comes to the

‘castle
of a night, she'll be after letting them

m.II
Tim thanked the girl, said he would see her

again, and gave her a silvcr coin, and something
else which need not be mentioned.

They heard him in amazement, and then
Colonel Grant turned to their Irish friend for
his opinion.

“ l'm strongly of opinion with Mr. Tim Roach,
that these villagers are to be trusted, though they

" There
certain, we must watch Mrs.

1I‘Tavisb."
This was settled. But that night it would be

a diflicult job. Roach and Johnson must be out
on their business with Danny, while Tom and
Dick might go some distance.

“ Hsmph l I'll do it," said the Irish colonel.
“ You, M‘llIahon l" cried Grant ; while all the

others looked on in astonishment.
" Yell you must all have everything go on as
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864\ THE BLUE DWARF ;
\

usual," said M‘Mahon ;, “ then, after dinner, put
me and Roach where we can see anyone leaving
the castle."

'

" Mary's told me,” replied Roach; “but you
'

needn't hurry yourself, colonel; when she goes

out she never comes back till eleven."
“ But 1’ll run no risk," said the Irish colonel,

drily ; “ now, then ; let us settle the other

matters"
Colonel Grant took Roach and Johnson on one

side, and explained that he and Jack would
have to visit the neighbourhood of Danny
Chauncey’s shebeen, Bosch tokeep near the road

with the hundred guineas, and Jack to lure the

ra paree out.
f necessary, they were to help lure Brian and

Robert to their doom.
And so they started.
Everything then went on as usual. The

earl sent a message to the cook to surpass herself

that day. _
Roach had brought, or the ntry sent in,

fish, fowl, and game in abundance. A sumptuous

repast was to be cooked, as other guests might
arrive. V

Fritz, who was a practised cook, and could
give the Scotch cook many a valuable wrinkle,
took down the provender, and Mrs. M"l‘avish was

very grateful for his hints and hisypifers of

assistance.
He was particularly good in fish and sauces,

of which Tim Roach and Jack Johnson had

brought in a good supply from Clontarf. He
ofiered to help her during the dinner, but could
do no more, as his master would insist on his

waiting at table, which was the reason none of
the men servants could come down to see her

of an evening.
But all the gentlemen were alike; they treated

their attendants like slaves, and so they could
never have the pleasure of her society of an

evening. It was a shame, so said the cook.
Mrs. M‘Tavish declared it was a shame, but

hoped if they stopped long they would break

through this severe rule.
Fritz declared he would; and so they went

on preparing the dinner, which was served at
seven.

Mary O’Rourke had indicated the exact spot
whence the departure of Kitty M‘Tavish could
be seen; and scarcely was the dinner on the
table, at all events, after partaking of just a few
mouthfuls, the colonel made some excuse, and
crept down stairs. He planted himself in an
angle of the zacalzkrr dc service (serva_nts’ stair

case), and waited.
Not for long.
Before twenty minutes had elapsed he saw

something or somebody in male attire come
forth from the kitchen and open a small side

door, which made the user of it the complete
master oi the castle.

Colonel M-Mahon went up stairs, and whisper
ing a few words to Fritz, went on with his dinner.

The faithful soldier simply descended the
stairs, and passing through the little door indi
cated, waited outside until the hour came for the
oo0k’s return.

About a few minutes to eleven he saw a form
in male habiliments approaching.

He passed swiftly into the house and stood
in the dark passage between the door and the
kitchen.

An oil lamp hanging on a bracket faintly
lllumined the scene.

The side door opened, and a figure
it had on a man's coat and hat.

Fritz graspe.-d the intruder firmly by the arm.
" You are about late, my friend," he said,
bending to see the face over which the wide
awake hat was slouched.'

entered ;

Then a feinalecry broke from his prisoner, and.'_
'

ofi, Mrs. M‘I'avish stood beforethe hat falling
Fritz’s gaze.

“Is it often your custom to prowl about by
night in disguise, Mrs. M‘Tavishi
will not mind telling me where you have been?"

“‘ Only out to see a dear friend of mine as is

now dying, Mr. Fritz. I meant no harm, I’m
sure. There's no one to care for‘ her, nor do a

‘thing foi-'her, poor lamb, but me. As I have my
work to do by Jay, Mr. Fritz, I can't be gadding
out then. I_'go out secre -like, after the dinner
is served."

i

“And why do you wear men's clothes 1" asked
Fritz, in'a hard tone.

' ‘ " '

, The woman hesitated, and then spoke hastily
“It's safer to do that, Mr. Fritz; when one

goes out by night‘ in"'su?:li"a" neighbourhood.
This is my poor dear brothe-r’s hat and coat. I
do assure you, sir, l meant no harm."

“ Well, don’: do it againwithout permission,"
said Fritz, coldly, as he fastened the outer door,
and bolted her in the kitchen.

The story told up stairs redoubled their
anxiety, while it made them more determined
than ever to encourage Tim Roach in his belief
in sweet Mary 0’Bourke.

CHAPTER CLX.
A aaaoam.

Meantime Jack and Tim had started on their
embassy.

'

Roach and Johnson fully understood one
another, and as they went along agreed to their
plan of operations.

Jack was to go to Danny Chauncey and tell
him of the offer. If he , he was to come
to the main road to Clontarf, where Tim Roach
would be in waiting with the hundred guineas.

Both were well armed, while Tim, in addition
to pistols, brought two American rifles they had
brought with the party from America, the use of
which he had explained to Jack.

That individual crossed the sand
and enteredthe house, where he found Mrs.
Chauncey smoking her peculiar pipe. She at
once called Danny, and that individual, intro
ducing himself as he had done the day before,
said—

“Good even'—what‘s up, misther 1"
“A hundred guineasl-that's what's up—if

you choose to earn it."
Danny Chauncey was flabbergasted. While

he was in that state Jack Johnson explained his
requirements.

Danny was not used to being trusted, and
when he understood that he was to have a
hundred guineas down, and a hundred a month
in advance, he closed with the bargain at once,
and vowed to keep Brian and his coadjutor in
durance vile as long as ever he received his pay.

“ Well, come along with me," said Jack, “ and
I'll hand you the chips and arrange about the
men."

Danny bade his wife attend to the shebeen,
and followed Jack Johnson, who took him to

path outside

Perhaps you
“
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 365

the point in the road where Tim Roach awaited
them.

Here the matter was fully and thoroughly ex

plained, and Danny Chauncey received his first
hundred guineas.

This made him what isvulgarly called cock-a
hoop, and he at once invited them back to the
shebeen to have a drink and settle the final
arrangements about taking the two scoundrels.

Neither hesitated. They knew that Danny's
cupidity was excited, and that all he would do
now was to try and earn the rest of the money.

They went back, drank some of his genuine
but new whiskey, and Tim gave a full and
minute description of Brian and Robert, men
tioning their dress and their features.

They were still talking in the outer room,
hen there was a cough outside.
Danny rose and intimated that strangers were

outside, upon which Tim and Jack took the
hint and rose to depart, just as a person in male
garb entered the shebeen.

The wide-awake hat was slouched over the
forehead of the stranger ; but Tim Bosch
recognised Mrs. M‘Tavish.

Tim made no remark; but his heart beat with
wild delight as he recognised that his pretty
little Irish colleen had spoken the truth.

. “If you don't catch the fellows before mom
rng," he whispered, “ I'll be round early."

And, anxious to report progress, he and Jsck
Johnson hurried home.

But both felt that before they left the spot
they must do their duty, which consisted chiefly
in watching for Brian and Robert.

At length their patience was rewarded. About
eleven o'clock Brian and Robert came up,
weary and footsore, as if they had gone out of
their road and had travelled a long. way.

They were actually humble.
" We have been misled," said Brian, quite

civilly. “ Where can we get something to eat
and drink and a shake-down lll this awful hole 1"

“ Well," responded Jack Johnson, quietly, “a
hundred yards up that lane you'll find avery
‘ swany' lace, with good accommodation for
man and ast."

And leaving the two to their fate, they moved
away rapidly towards the castle to tell all that
had happened.

When they reached the castle it was past mid
night. Dick and Tom had returned, and their
presence was anxiously expected.

“ We have a great deal to say," cried Tim
Roach; “but please let me tell the most im
portant first; We saw Mrs. M‘Tavish in man's
clothes at the shebeen—so at least my Mary was
right.”

Everybody laughed ; they could not help it-—
he was so much in earnest.

“Never mind, Tim," said the Irish colonel,
laughing. “You're a brave boy, Tim, and when
you marry the Irish lassie I'll find you a bit of
ground to build a house on, and then I'll dance
at the wedding and have the bride's first. kiss
-there now."

Tim Roach bowed his thanks.
“ But now to business. The old cook was

caught coming in—all through your Irish
darlint—dressed in man's clothes. We've got
her safe. But what about Brian and Robert l"

" Safe in the hands of Danny Chauncey,"
replied Tim; and they reported all that had
passed.

" You've done well," said Colonel Grant,

“ and as soon as we are rid of these two scoun
drels, we will all join to provide you and your
Colleen Bawn with n home and a dowry."

Tim Roach coloured with delight, and then
requested to be allowed to retire.

“ Be up early again," said M‘Mahon, “and
we will see what can be done."

i

With which these two men and Dick and Tom
retired, in order to have a private conversation
together in reference to what had happened
that day.

But Tim did not retire'out of the house; h
simply took them down stairs to a room Whit
he knew. would be available, and told them bo
what had happened during the day.

We leave these three in conference, and co
tinue our narative.

CHAPTER CLXI.
A GEASTLY APPARITION.

When early morning broke, it was found thl
Mrs. M-‘Tavish had disappeared.

This was inexplicable, as the side door was
still closed, and the kitchen door bolted as
Fritz had left it.

As soon as this was discovered, which wu"
long before any of the family were up, Tim
Roach went down to the village, leaving the
others in charge.

He found Mary O'Rourke without any dim
culty, and told her all that had ha pened.

Mary was amazed when she foun how quickly
the cook had been discovered ; but was very much
startled when she found that, though locked is
the kitchen, she had disappeared.

“ I can't believe it
, Misther Tim," she said.

“ Come up to the castle and explain."
“And will I have to spake to the gentle

folks 7" she asked, plainiively.
“ You'll just tell me, and I'll speak for you,"

he said, squeezing her to his side in a very soft
and gentle manner. . “Mary asthore l" he said,
in his most insinuating manner. " The Irish
colonel says if you and I can come to terms,
he'll give us a house and a bit of laud, and

provide for us entirely."
“ Oh—Tim l" half whimpered Mary.
“ Then you don't care for me a bit T

"

he sail
in a rather cool tone.

"But ye know I do l" said the impulsive Irish
irl.g

“Then we'll be married in a week," replied
Tim; and he carried her ofi before she could
make any rational reply.

Weknow, and Joe Askew knew also, that
Tim Roach was impressionable ; but in this-case
the smart young friend of Shelton Seymour was
in earnest

On reaching the castle they
in by the ever-watchful Fritz.

As soon as a few words passed between Tim
and the Irish eolonel‘s servant, the kitchen door
was opened and all three went in.

Mary O'Rourke looked round the kitchen and
then spoke aloud—

“ Misther Roach," she said, "make yer mind
aisy. Them as intended to let in the enemy
has their places to hide. If you'd been and
betrayed yer master, Pd adied afore I'd tell.
If you think I'd tell, you don't know me. They.
might hang me as high as they liked; but now

I must tell." _
A dull groan was heard, and than a plank in

were at once let

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

6
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



366 THE BLUE DWARF;

the floor moved, and this being
Mrs. M‘Tavish was found, still in her male dress,
in a hiding place, whence she or any other
traitor could emerge at any moment and let in
the enemy.

Thinkin-.1 Mary O'Rourke was as bar-e and‘
treacherous as herself, she had told her how she

meant to help the rapparees to avenge them

selves. I
“ She's Danny Chaunoey's sister-in-law," l

added Mary.
"Spiders l” said Tim. “ Do you stop here

Mr. Fritz and Jack. I and Mary ‘ll go up and
see the masters. Keep a tight grip of the old
woman."

The chiefs were just thinking of settling down i
to luncheon. when Tim Roach and Mary made
their appearanc-. I

" So you’ve made it all right," said Colonel
M‘Mahon, laughing. and chucking pretty Mary
under the chin. ‘- Why so grave l"

“ Mrs. M'Tavish had settled to betray us all to
the rappnree~," replied Tim.

“And the horrid woman has not away instead
of being hanged l" said .‘11‘Mahon.

“No, sir--she's sate in the kitchen. Mary
have showed us where she was hid."

" If Mary dear goes on like this," remarked
Colonel M‘Mahon, " I'll have to marry her
myself."

" She won’t have you, colonel dear," said
Tim, with an impudent and confident laugh.

" Perhaps not," replied the colonel ; " but you
stop here, Mary, and tell the ladies what has

happened, and we'll go and 1-eethe old woman."
He then bade one of the servants to show her

where the mother and daughter were tryin! to
eat a hasty meal, and went down to where Mrs.
M"l‘avi=h was venting her spite on Fritz and
Jack in abuse, to which they only responded by
lauuhter.

Thcv thought that when Colonel llI‘Mahon .

showed himself with his friend she would be
cowed ; she was nothing of the kind.

“ Do you think," she av-id, when he spoke to her,
“that because you’ve bribed Danny he'll be any
better your frivndl Lie dare not—he’s bound V
by the oath. If he's true to you the rapparees
’ull kill him. He dursen't do your bidding—we’d
hang him on the first tree l"

They listened appalled. This woman, then,
knew all that had happened, and was in the
secret of their committal to the charge of Danny
Chat ncey of llrian and Woodstock.

“ Where can we put this tigress ?" asked
Colonel .\["Muh0n.

"1 know," said Colonel Grant, and then he

whispered 10 5helt0n Seymour ; “it is the secret
of the Seymour family, which I, as guardian of
Shelton from his infancy, had to learn."

Shelton had nodded to his whisper.
"Detain her while I go upstairs," said the

colonel.
All except Shelton wondered. He knew that

he was about to consult the Blue Dwarf.
Grant returned in a moment, and signified

that he (Colonel Grant) was to speak.
"The secret of the muniment room must he 1

told," he said. “ This woman must be confined
there."

She was removed and placed where she could
not escape, and then the masters retired up
stairs. while Dick, Tom. Tim, and Jack, joined
by Mary—the lower part of the house being
thoroughly secured-held further consultation.

caught hold of,

_ you, you might think less of such a

“Few, Colonel M‘Mahon," said Grant, “ex
cept Seymours, know the secret of the muni
rnent room. Idare say you are surprised that
before revealing it I had to consult anyone
save Shelton—but I had. And now, Colone
M‘Mahon, I must tell you our final secret; you
are one of us, and we must keep nothing bacl
from yon. It will take some llttla time to tell,
so let's have a stifi bowl of punch."

And then Grant began, and told the story 0|
the Blue Dwarf—told of his devotion to Shelton,
of his abuegation, of the many occasions on
which he had saved his cousin, and, in fact, all
of them.

“ Another time I may toll you stories that will
amaze and amuse you; but now you understand

, enough to know why I thought it right not to
reveal the secrets of the Seymours without his
consent."

"Enough," said Colonel M‘Mahon, warmly.
“ I care nothing for a man's looks ; I've seen too
much ot the world for that. [judge a man by
his actions. I thank you for your confidence.
When shall I have the pleasure of shaking hands
with Percy?"

“Now l" saida harsh, chuckling voice, “if I
don't prove too much for even an Irish colonel,
no matter what his valour."

And Sapathwa held out his hand.
“ My dear sir," coolly responded M‘Mahon, as

he clasped the long, claw-like fingers, “your
flattering speeches more than conceal any
personal detects that may be yours. But I prize,
however, fidelity and devotion before even the
loveliness of woman. Before we join the ladies
let us decide on the fate ot this wretched and
treacherous woman."

Sapathwa smiled in a sickly kind of way, as
much as to indicate that the colouel's words
were very nice, but “ buttered no parsnips." He
knew his ugliness and gloried in it

,

as it made
people fear him.

Kindness, to a certain extent, soured him.
“I know only one way of silencing the

; wretched being," said Sapathwa, “and that is
to use my knowledge of the secrets of the mnni.
ment room to frighten her. I think, it [were
to show myself to her, she might think me the
evil one, and he terrified into some semblance of
honesty."

“ My dear sir," replied the colonel, with a

ready wit which surprised all save the jaundiced
Blue Dwarf, "she is an ignorant and vulgar
woman. Doubtleaa in her you might excite fear ;

but when ladies like the Countessas Elphick and
Jermyn love you, and all your friends admire

person as
Kitty M‘Tavish being terrified at what to her

is a novel experience."
The Blue Dwarf smiled a wan and sickly

smile, and the subject dropped.
Meanwhile Kitty M‘Tavish was suflering the

most fearful tortures in the muniment room.
The discovery of her intended treachery was

a terrible one to her, as, tor private reasons of
her own, she was heart and soul with the
rapparees.

But next came the consideration of what they
would do with her.

She knew the character of Colonel M‘Mahon
too well by repute not to be well aware that if

he had anything to do with it she would be
hanged.

Now Kitty M"I‘a.vish was a very bad woman;
‘but she was a stubborn churchwoman, and
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 367

would have lime, she hoped, to repent of her
sins.

But she had every reason to fear that this
time she would not get off.

She lay on a pile of straw, all the comfort
that had been vouchsafed, cursing her fate,
forgetting, like most persons, that she had
brought it on herself.

She lay meditating, with alternations of
cursing and swearing, until she began to get so
exhausted as to feel as if she must sleep.

At this moment she hearda strange grating
sound, as if someone were turning a handle.
She sat bolt uprighr, and the noise continued
lrom one corner of the room.

Then a wonderful thing happened.
She saw a slit in the wall, through which came

a weird, blue light, and the noise continuing all
the while, the crevice widened gradually.

The sides of the muniment room were of solid
sheet iron, and a part of one of the sides was
marble.

A wild hope entered her head that the

rappareea had entered the castle, of which Danny
Chauncey knew the secrets, and that she was
going to escape.

Slowly, very slowly, the crevice widened,
while the rasping of the long-disused machinery
continued.

Then, when the fissure was a foot wide, with a
sudden clink the panel ceased to move.

Then an awful voice was heard
" Kitty M.‘Tavisb, repent, or expect the flames

of hell l"
The words were too much in accordance with

her guilty fears not to arouse an awful echo in
her bosom.

She gasped for breath, and then the words
were repeated. ,

She looked at the opening, whence came a
bluish light, and saw the face of the Blue Dwarf,' '

g at her with a fearful expression that
almost deprived her of reason.

With a fearful cry she fell back in a fainting
fit, from which she did not recover for several
minulea

When she got the better of the swoon she
looked up and saw Sapathwa bending uver her.

She believed her time had arrived, and that
the foul fiend in person had come to fetch her.

" Wretched woman l" said the other, in a harsh
nnd croaking voice, “ if you escape hanging
this time, will you give up your sinful life and
pass the rest of your days in prayer and humili
ation l"

“Spare, oh, spare me l" she gasped.
great sinner, but I will repent."

The dwarf gave a ghastly smile, followed by
a still more horrible laugh, which seemed to
curdle the blood in her veins.

Then the Blue Dwarf spoke to someone ont
side, and a small lamp, with a loaf of bread
and a flask of whiskey were handed up; these
b'.pathwa placed beside the Scotchwoman, and
then, without a word, retired.

When she again awoke, it was to find herself
on a slope of one of the neighbouring hills, in n
kind of nest of heather.

“Iama

CHAPTER CLXII.
A COUNTRY JAUNT.

Brian and Robert easily found the shebeen,
and having been informed of the fact of its

being a public place of entertainment, were
about to enter without ceremony, when they
heard the awful growl of the huge dog.

Then followed exactly the same performance
as that which Tim and Jack had passed through,
after which they were regaled by Danny
Chaunmv.

Both Brian and Robert were hungry as well as
thirsty, and having drank, ordered food.

They were provided with it -freely, and when
they were satisfied, proceeded to ask the way to
Castle Agar.

“Gorral" said Danny Chauncey, “ I'm thinkin'
you won't git there this night."

" Who'll hinder me 7" asked Brian.
“ Oi will I" grinned the rapparee. “ Y0u’l1 be

wanted on the mountains. Don't get in any
flurry and desave yourselves. Your board and
lodgin's paid."

Brian sat petrified with terror. But he saw it
all at a glance.

He resolved to play a bold stroke for life and
liberty.

“ I see," he said with a sneer ; “my enemies
have been at work, and made you their tool.
Do you know that it is I who am Earl of Elphick,
I who am owner of Castle Agar, which those
im tors keep me out of? They've paid you
w l, no doubt: but help me to get my own, and
I'll pay you better."

Danny said something about a birdin the hand
being worth two in the bush.

“ Can you read, man T"
“ No; but Louise can," he replied ; “ Louise l"

and from behind a curtain stepped Louise, a
girl with starry eyes, and perhaps from her
homely surroundings, appearing a vision of rare
loveliness.

“ Well, father l"
“ This is my daughter, who can read," said

Danny Chauncey, rather proudly.
Brian took from his pocket-book three bills for

a thousand guineas, payable to Brian eymour,
at sight, at the Clontarf branch of the Bank of
Ireland.

Louise, who had been to a Dublin boarding
school, read out the documents, and furthermore
explained their meaning to her father.

He reflected, and then told Brian that he and
his friend must accompany him into the hills,
and there confer with his confederates and part
ners. If they were quite satisfied, he was very
willing to go over to the right side, and put
down the usurper and his accomplices.

" We'll start at once," said Danny, sounding a
shrill whistle, which brought four rough-looking
men out of the glen.

He led the way up the glen, and soon arrived
at an extensive open space, with a considerable
quantity of water stretching out of sight.

But this was to be explained.
The day was far advanced, and the afternoon

was still and heavy, as it often is in summer in
Ireland.

The surface of the water was perfectly still,
and a light wreath or‘ mist steamed up from the
centre of the channel, veiling the opposite
shores.

This mist, ere long, became a dense and blind
ing fog.

But it did not affect the rapparees.
A boat awaited them, and in this the whole

party crossed the lake, when they found them
selves in one of those caverns which are hollowed
out of the clifis on the shore.
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868 THE BLUE DWARF;

Here the traveller even now may find the out
lines of an artificial chamber.

‘

It was u~ed then as a kind of warehouse for
contraband goods, a species of traflio freely
indulged in by nearly all the middling gentry
and small farmers along the coast.

A subterranean passage, faced with dry stone
work, opened inio the interior of the country,
and the chamber itself, from constant use, had
become perfectly h..bitable.

The boat. entered the gloomy porch of this
natural subterranean expanse.

It was a magnificent sight looking back to
wards the sun, which had finally overcome the
mist.

-Presently, however, a turn in the cave con
cealed the orb of day, and they could only see
the stream of light behind, as it struck on the
jagged and broken walls of the orifice, and
danced upon the surface of the agitated waters.

The scene was now almost awe-striking. The
hollow sound. of-the boatmen‘s voices, the loud
plash of the oars, and the rippling of the water
against the vessel's prow, reverberating through
the vaulted chambers, the impenetrable dark
ness into which they seemed to be
headlong, impressed Brian and Robert with some
thing like terror.
;:Then they suddenly came in sight of a fire

being lighted by an old man, to whom the others
hadwhistled as a signal.

Tn afew minutes more they were in the square
cut rooms of the emu-_'glei'e' cave, and here
Danny intimated that they must pass the night,
while he sent out scouts to collect the chiefs who
kept up the perpetual warfare against the con
stituted authorities.

There was plenty of heather for beds, and, as
may be expected, plenty of whiskey and tobacco.
It was here Danny had hissupplies, so that,with

plunging V

The castle was reached, and as usual every
door was bolted and barred, every loophole seen
to, and then the masters upstairs and the infe
riors below in the hall enjoyed the pleasures of
society. .

The dinner hour, as they called their supper
hour, was approaching, when a loud knocking
was heard at the hall door.

From the room occupied by Dick, Tcin, Tim,
and Mr. Harris, the noise was distinctly heard.
Tim and Harris went to the door and looked
through a smallgrating, a judas, as the French
call it.

There was the unmistakable physiognomy of
Mrs. Kitty M‘Tavish.

“ Let me in," she said, in a voice of abject
entreaty and undoubted terror ; “ I must see the
laird, and there'll be ranching: to pay l"

Harris glanced round. He could see no one
at first. but he unb-irred the door and let the
Scoicuwoman in. They then bolted and barred
it again. This done, they led her into the apart
ment occupied -by Dick and tho others, and
asked her to tell them the news, as, if she went
upstairs, she might alarm the ladies.

“ I wndna frighten the lediies, on no account,
an‘ I'll e'en tell you."
V She then explained to her astounded hearers
that Danny Chauncey, with a large force of
rapparees, was marching from the hills to expel
the false southern earl, and put the rightful one
in his place. . . . V

Allunderstood, and, bidding Mrs. M~Tavish
wait, Dick went upstairs to confer with the Blue
Dwarf.

He smiled grimly when he heard the name of
the person who gave the warning. The two
earls and Colonel Grant were at once sent for.

Their astorii-hment may be conceived, while
the impudenceu! Brian astounded them.

some rough blankets and a fire, they might find, i -Besides the money temptation, the idea of
worse quarters than that dreary cavernous --habi
tation. _

e
l

0 e 0

Two days passed at the castle without any oc-'
rtance. Mary O'Rourke, over

whelmed with kindness by the ladiea of the
castle, returned to her friends, to announce that
the Irish colonel was to give Tim Roach a nice
bit of land and a sum of money down, and then
they were to be married.

Her father and mother had no objections to

urge. The family at the castle belonged to the
true faith ; so all went merry as a marriagebell.

Colonel M‘Mahon had returned to his home

cnrrenoe of impo

, with Fritz and Jack Johnson.
The ladies, on the morning of the second day,

walked down-.to the village, a man carrying pre
sents, chiefly for the children, and took tea with
the future bride.

They had announced their coming, and had
sent forward the materials, to which, however,
the simple Irish peasantry added delicious fish
from the lake.

Proud, indeed, were the O‘Rourkes, and the
envy of all their fellows.

Whenever the ladies went out, Dick, Tom, and
Tim were sure to be at no great distance, loung
ing about as if with no particular object in
view.

After the stay of an hour, the ladies returned
to the castle, Mary at their wish accompanying
them, while their formidable body-guard.fol
lowed at a respectful distance.

-putting out a false claimant would have a pecu
liar charm for an Irishman... Tne.co'onel elected
to go down and see Mrs. M‘Tavish. him-‘elf.

_ interrogated, that lady said she had been
-among the rapparees, but for reasons which she
declined to explain, she had made up her mind.
to cease all connection with them. She had

come _as quickly as she could without exciting
suspicion. . . -

As to the time, of the attack, she thought it
would be that night, and probably within a couple
of hours. , .

It was now qui.te.dark, audit behoved them to
be prepared.

Mrs. ltI‘Tavish was turned over to the female
servants downstairs, with orders to attend in
every way to her comfort.

'

It wea,.r>£ course, necessary to let the ladies
~.know that an attack on the castle was probable.
But danger was now a thing to which they were
so used, that they exhibited a calm serenity
which surprised and delighted the gentlemen.

The first thing now to be done was to send off
a rocket, which was done from the summit of the
highest tower by Dick and Tom.

The rocket ascended to ii great height, and was
seen at a considerable distance, notably by the
advancing party, who at once guessed that some
how their project was known, and the country
was being aroused.

The rapparees were at once determined to
hurry on all the faster. They must make a
bold stroke. v

Meanwhile Dick and Tom waited. .At the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 889

end of ten minutes another rocket rose trom the
direction of Colonel M‘Mahon‘s lair.

He, at all events, was aroused.
They then descended to assist in perfecting the

preparations for defence.
The lower portion of the castle appeared im

pregnsble. The door at the bottom of the stair
case was six inches thick, of solid oak, with on
each side an inch thick of iron and huge nail
heads.

The windows were heavily barred, while every
advance was commanded by loopholes.

The hall-door was very ponderous, but the
besieged were well aware what a battering ram
would do. They had had some experience of
fighting in America, which stood them in good
stead.

Over the great entrance was a long balcony,
which in troublous times had been turned into a
kind of iron cage.

- This the foe would never assault, but from this
secure ground they could be advantageously
assailed.

Every weapon in the castle was loaded, and
placed in available positions.

They would make a stout defence, the issue oi
which none considered doubtful.

Still this life was terribly harrassing, and more
than one made a solemn vow that they would end
it. It Brian came within shot, he should pay for
his villainous persecution. ~

This was the determination of severalf espe
cially of one who sat on the lower floor above the
balcony, in a small room protruding over the

~
_.

\.
’.

°$89- . -.
This was the Blue Dwarf, who had his window

open,with, by his side, agoodly rifle, which he had
got lndian Jack to procure for him in New
York.

Sapathwa had had a mark set up on a pole at
some distance, and at this he had fired for days,
Tim Roach replacing the imitation bird whenever
he knocked it oii its perch.

Not more than an hour had elapsed when the
well-known sound of men marching in a straggling
way was heard.

The sound was very different to that of trained
or disciplined men.

Then they came in sight, under the feeble star
light—a rough and motley crew, armed, many
with guns, others with pitchforks, and a few with
axes and picks.

Sapathwa looked keenly out for Brian, but he
was nowhere to be seen.

The wily Danny Chauncey readily understood
that with his death the cause of the quarrel
would 068:8. And then Danny was to be paid
when he had done his work.

Now the premature demise of the paymaster
would leave him in the lurch, as the documents
Brian had shown were made payable to himself
personally or to anyone to whom he might
endorse them.

The Irish rebels advanced openly and without
any attempt at concealment. They knew that
in some mysterious way their premeditated but
sudden attack was known.

As a surprise was impossible, they must try
the effect of a sudden rush.

Six of the stoutest of the men—-and some of
them were very powerful fellows—carried heavy
bright axes, while others were provided with
pickaxes.

At a given signal a rush was made by the
leaders.

Then came a deadly volley from the castle,
and many a man among the daring invaders fell,
one or two to rise no more, others to remain
nearly helpless cripples all their days.

The van, by their sudden and desperate rush,
escaped.

In five minutes more their tremendous blows
were heard thundering on the heavy door.

But on each side of the great door was a loop
hole, and at these loopholes Dick and Tom.

They had their heavy and unerring pistols,
and just as the furious mob crowded round the
front, two of the leading men fell.

‘

This was an effectual stopper for the moment, ' '

and the mob retreated to consult. - i

The consultation did not last long. The
rapparees seemed aware that the country would
soon be roused, and at once resumed the attack.
There was nothing for it but to try and beat the
great door down. That done their task would
be easy. _

But the side loopholes were a danger notto
be lightly esteemed, and they looked about until
a heavy beam, of woodlwith which to batter
down the obstruction was found.

A sudden a d terrible rush was made at the
door, which sh vered and shook in such a manner
that the defenders knew that after one more
such blow they must be face to face with their
savage and bloodthirsty assailants.

But at this moment there was aloud shout,
shots were fired, and then the cheering of
Colonel M‘Mahbn’s party was heard as they out
in among the amailants. Then, again, from the
balcony came a"withering volley, followed by a
terrifying cry.

“ The dragoons l—the dragoons l"

With which the whole party of attackers fled
in utter confusion in all directions.

The hall entrance door was at once opened,
and the rescuers invited in.

A good many of the rapparees had been killed,
and a very large number wounded. As in their
hurried flight they could not carry ofi these, they
were made priso:.ers, and sentenced to various
terms of imprisonment. The severely wounded
were shot without a word being said, which, as

a contemporary historian remarked, “saved a
great deal of trouble."

Finding that the expedition was a failure,
Brian and Woodstock hurried ofi the field and
made the best of their way out of the reach of
their recent captors.

Brian Seymour knew well that, despite the
want of success the attempt on the castle had
met, payment_would be enforced by the chief of
the rapparees if they remained in their hands.

The moment, therefore, they became aware
that Colonel M'Mahon on the one hand and the

dragoons on the other were coming to raise the

siege of the castle, Brian came to a determination.
“The rapparees are lost," he said, addressing

Robert Woodstock. “ It would be folly to be
taken with them."

“Most certainly," replied Woodstock, “
espe

oially as they will be in the very worst of
humours."

With which words, after cautiously looking .

round to ascertain if they were seen by friend or
foe, they turned ofi in the direction of tho

castle, skirting the foundations of which they
soon got out of reach of the hurly-burly, nor
stopped until they reached a lonely farm house,
where they easily procured lodgings for the rest
of the night.
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370 THE BLUE DWARF;

They rose at early morn, paid liberally, and
easily procured a couple of horses and a guide
to take them to Clontarf, where they purposed
resting and recruiting for a few days.

CHAPTER CLXIII.
AN ABBUPT DECISION.

The rescue by Colonel M‘Mahon, who had
rent a well-mounted messenger for the draqoons,
was indeed a gratifying result to all those within
its walls.

How Brian and Robert had persuaded
Chauncey to turn round to them, after being so
liberally treated by the earl and his friends, was
a mystery.

Little did any in that place suspect the fearful
means by which these men, unsuspected, had on
more than one occasion made money.

Men in the upper classes of society had de
scended to the level of footpads, robbers, and
the like; but murders by men of position were
exceedingly rare.

Duels, which were only second to murders in
the eyes of all rational personsges and strict
moralists, were common enough, but except in
very glaring cases were not followed by any
serious consequences.

It was consequently a perfect marvel to the
earl, to Sapathwa, and to Colonel Grant, where
these men got the means of locomotion from
living in hotels, moving in fashionable society,
&c., unless indeed they were professional rooks
or cheating gamblers.

A few days passed, which were spent in visits
to the neighbourhood—M‘Mahon and party re
mained during that time—and then Lady Laura
fell ill ; the strain on her brain was perhaps too
much, and the whole party came to the con
clusion that there must at once be an exodus
from Ireland, in order that she might have the l
best of advice, which could only be found in the
great metropolis.

It was not difiicult to procure a comfortable
old-fashioned travelling carriage, by which they
could journey by easy stages. The inside
travellers were the two countesses, the nurse,
the baby, and, wrapped in his cloak and hood,
the Blue Dwarf.

Dick, Tom, and Tim formed the rear guard,
while Shelton, Lord Jermyn, and Colonel Grant
caracolled beside the vehicle.

The castle was left to the old caretakers.
Tim promised to be rerurning that way on

business within a month, when he would marry
Mary O'Rourke.

Lady Elphick said that, should her health

permit, she would return every year to the
castle, and when matters were ripe, Tim would
succeed Mr. Harris in the stewardship of the
esiates, he having expressed a wish to retire and
return to his own country in a couple of years.

Mary O'Rourke, however pleased she pro
fessed to be, was evidently u little disappointed ;
but Laura made her some welcome presents,
treated her kindly, and bade her be of good
cheer.

And thus they started.
Their destination was Dublin, then a very gay

capital, whence the packets for England started.
The roads leading to the capital were of a rude
character, but better than some.

Our ancestors had very crude notions of high

ways, as most countries had, except the ancient
Romans.

After a quiet journey, stopping every night
and an hour or so during the day, the party
reached Dublin. where they resolved to rest
awhile, as Lady Laura was quite unable to travel
in anything like a hurry.

Colonel Grant had several acquaintances in
Dublin, gentlemen who came over occasionally
to enjoy the amusements and dissipations of
London. -

In the evening, after dinner at a first class
hotel, the gentlemen started for a club, and find- ,
ing luckily several of Colonel Grant's friends.
there. were at once welcomed, and treated with f
true Irish hospitality.

Two days later. the weather being tolcrably 7

fine, they went on board, all the usual precau
tions being taken to have Snpathwa taken for an
invalid.

As soon as Liverpool was reached arrangements
were made to travel post to London by easy
relays, as all were anxious about Laura, who was
looking very fagged and unwell.

Both Dick and Tom knew Liverpool, where
they had met with one or two adventures on
various occasions. They knew some houses,
where they were sure of a good deal of fun and
amusement, so they invited Tim Roach to accom
pany them.

Our friends, however, were not of a temper to
get in‘lo quarrels with the frequenters of these
places.

They were, therefore, reticent, and got on very
well.

It was determined by the masters to spend the
next day in Liverpool,and start early the follow
ing morning for London.

They met with no adventures by the way, while
there was very little fear of highwaymen with
such a bodyguard.

They had written from Dublin to order the
town residence near Montague House, now the
British Museum, to be got ready.

They were determined to move openly in
society for awhile, trusting to the cunning and
devotion of the Blue Dwarf and his agents, at all
events for a time, when they determined to seek
the seclusion of Tunbridge Wells, where Colonel
Grant had a charming residence.

Tim Roach, assuming one of those disguises
which he had learned to use so cleverly, was set
to watch Brian and Robert, and for this purpose
was not included in the household at the town
residence. He was, if he made any discovery
with regard to their enemies, to communicate
with Sapathwa, who had resumed his solitary
existence.

Except when forced to do so, he never went
out in the daytime. He lived in two rooms ; a
woman made his bed, and did his room \\ hen he
was out.

The rent was very liberal, therefore, no
questions were asked, and no curiosity shown.
When Dick, Tom, or Tim came to see him, they
simply said, “ Mr. Johnson,” and went up to the
first floor.

They knocked in a peculiar way, and if he
was at home they were at once admitted. If
they knocked twice and got no answer, he was out.

But there was never much doubt on the matter,
as the movements of Sapathwa were so well
known to his allies that he was very rarely
ab=ent when any of these three went to see
him.
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. rather sensitive of his appearance.

Now that Tim Roach was detached on special
service, he found a room close to Sapathwafs resi
dence, so that he was enabled to render him
many little services that he required, which were
the more welcome as he objcc=ed to go into any
place where he was at all known.

When he did go out it was very late, and so
muflied up that none could see him. He was
believed popularly to be a cripple, who was

As he paid
liberally for what he wanted, bought everything
of the best, and without stint, the shopkeepers
were careful to give him no cause of offence.

In humble neighbourhoods there are often per
sons who steal out after dark, and are never seen
at any other time. The night side of London
would of itself be a curious study.

The wife of the Earl of Elphick, being ordered
complete rest by a celebrated doctor, begged her
husband to go out and amuse himself a little.
She was allowed to ride in the park for a couple
of hours on a fine day, when her mother accom
paniai her, the gentlemen riding in the vicinity.

Elphick, though young, belonged to two or
three clubs, to which he had been elected for
the sake of the family name.

To one of these he went one evening with
Colonel Grant, and after they had been there some
time, to their great surprise they fell in with
Colonel M‘.\Iahon.

He very seldom came to town, or mixed in
society.

There was n terrible tragedy in his life. The
girl to whom he had been deeply attached or
afllanced, had, when he was absent with his regi
ment, been forced into a marriage with one much
older than herself, who had treated her with great
cruelty.

He was bitterly jealous, and when he found
that his wife was universally admired and
courted in society, he reveugcd himself on her at
home.

At length the oflicer returned with honours and
a competency, which was speedily increased by
the falling into his hands of the estate in Ire
land.

They met.
Ralph M‘Mahon had been prepared at his first

interview to speak to her, as he believed she
desired; but when they were together one look
on her lace disarmed him.

She was pale, was thin, and so wholly changed
that he could scarcely believe it was the same
woman. _

She told him the plain truth, as to how she
had been forced into a hateful marriage by her

‘ father, who said that unless she married Lord
Lorraine, he must end his existence by suicide.

Lucy Markham should have known that men
who threaten suicide live long.

Those who really intend to make such an end
do it, and never talk about it.

But she yielded to terror, and married.
Ralph was too chivalrous to reproach her, and

they parted that evening, agreeing to meet as
little as possible.

But in a fit of furious jealousy Lord Lorraine
turned his wife out of doors. She went in a
wildly passionate mood to the chambers of the
colonel, and remained with him until she died,
which was nine mouths afterwards.

He had taken her to Florence, hoping that the
climate would repair her shattered frame, and
also that at the end of a reasonable period he
might marry her.

But Lord Lorraine declined to apply for I
divorce. This helped to kill her more than any
thing.

She had hoped that Lord Lorraine would
divorce her, and then she could marry her hero.

When she died, Colonel M‘Mahon retired to
Ireland.

But this episode in his life, though known in
the clubs and in society, was never alluded to in
any way.

Men had to be cautious what they said in those
days, when a duel was a matter of course after
the slightest insult.

"And from his lips thosewords of insult tell.
His sword is good who can maintain them well.”

Colonel M‘Mahon had an engagement early, and
asked as a favour that the earl should accompany
him to a jolliflcation.

“ There's some rough boys there," he said,
laughing ; “ Lord Peters, and Mohun, and that lot;
but Shelton will come to no trouble where I am,
and he should see a little of life."

Shelton had no objection to see life nu der the
wing of Colonel M‘Mahon, and his guardian had
no objection to make.

So the young man and the middle-aged otficer,
grizzly as an older man, started from the club for
the residence of this friend of the colonel's.

They had not gone far when just as they turned
the corner of a street they saw four rufli'iauly
looking men, who had surrounded a fair, deli

pate
girl, and were preparing to besiege her in

orm.
Shelton was a very powerful man, and clenched

his fist.
“ By heavens, M‘Mahon l" said Shelton, " I

can't stand this l" and with _three of his long
strides he was beside them.

He was broad-shouldered, and had learned
from Dick to use his fists. Two of the aggreasors
reeled back right and left from the shock of his
arms, and grasping another, the tallest, by the
collar, he whirled him some paces ofl on his back
in the streaming kennel, as one might do with a
very weak, light little child.

The other took to his heels. "

Colonel M‘Mahon was too astonished to say or
do anything.

“ You have not been annoyed very mnch,"
Lord Elphick said to the girl ; “ where were you

going to? I shall be very happy to escort you,
if you will allow me."

"

She named the street, on1y"a few hundred
yards ofl, and tried to thank him "gratefully ;
but her voice was broken and scarcely audible,
and the blinding tears would rush into her eyes.
Poor child l it was very long since she had heard

gentle, courteous words.
She recovered herself, however, during their

short walk, and they had nearly reached her des
tination, when Lord Elphick—hehind whom came
the formidable rescuer, M‘Mahon—ssid, “ For
give me for being impertinent. I have no right
to advise you ; but I think you will find it better
not to walk alone often at this hour. There is

always a chance of something disagreeable."
He could see her blush painfully, as she

answered, “ I have no one to accompany me. I
work hard at drawing and painting as loug_ as

there is light, and I had gone out to see if I
could sell what I had done. But IL fear I am a

very poor artist; no one would ofier me as much

as they had cost me. And I tried so many

places l"
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S72 run BLUE DWARF;

It was piteous to hear the heavy, heart-broken
si h.

g" Perhaps I have better taste," replied Lord
Elphick ; “these print-sellers are profoundly igno
rant of what is good and anonymoua At all
events, they will interest me as a memorial of
to-night. Will you give them to me? I promise
not to be too critical."

He drew the roll out of her hand as he spoke,
replacing it by his note-case, and before she could
open it or make any objection, he had followed
M‘Mahon (for they had reached the artist's door
by this time), first raising his hat to her, in adieu,

l as courteously us he would have done to a reign
ing archduchess. .

How much did the case contain? Elphick
himself could not have told you.

“Philanthropic for a change," M‘Mahon re
marked, when his companion joined him. " Well,
it's not worse than most vagaries. We shall
have you founding an asylum next, I sup ose."

In his heart the earl approved; but or the
life of him he could not resent the sneer.

Elphick made no reply. It was a habit of
his very often not to answer M‘Mahon ; but the
latter did not mind in the least.

In a few minutes they reached the room: of
the young Earl of Stair, a favourite rendezvous
of the better class of the fast young men of the
day, and where play, though high, was fair and
honourable.

Colonel M‘Mahou had advised the Earl of
Elphick to be very moderate if he played at all,
as he was a novice, with all his troubles, like
those of a young bear, to come.

While the tables were being prepared, Shelton
Seymour, questioned as to his roll, told his ad
venture. He had two reasons for this. He had
given the girl all his money, and in the next
place he was afraid of Colonel M‘Mahon's
banter.

He spoke very lightly, however.
Immediately there was a great cry for a sight

of the performances of the unknown genius.
Elphick looked over the drawings himself

carefully, and then passed them to the man
nearest him.

" I have seen worse," he said. "There is no

signature, and I shall not give you the address.
You are none of you just the trons she would
fancy. You don't care much or high art."

Amongst the guests was Edgar Levinge, a

pale, dark man, with a face that was decidedly
handsome, in s its of its Jewish contour and
the excessive f ess of the scarlet, sensual lips.
His grandfather, report said, had been a prize
fighting Israelite, and afterwards celebrated as a

betting man-—equally eminent in either ring

Elphick; but I have a pretty good right to
recognise the artist's touch. You know her,
some of you," with s sneering laugh. " lt’s
Fanny Mowbray.”

"What, the girl you sent away three weeks
ago)" someone asked. “Poor thing; she was
not sorry,I think. She hada hard time of it
before she left yon."

“ Precisely," said Levinge ; "‘ her modesty and
high moral principles, which I could never quite
subdue, gave a zest to the thing at first. You
understand—a kind of curious flavour. But at
last it bored me horribly. I really believe she
bad a conscience. Can you conceive anything
so out of place? 1 did offer her s. little money
before she left me, but she wouldn't take any,
and said she would try and maintain herself
honestly. Bah I I defy her ; she wasa governess,
you know, when I took her first ; so she is trying
some of the old accomplishments. I wish you
joy of your pratégée, Lord Elphick; and us for
her address, if any of you want it I will give it
you to-morrow."

Before Shelton Seymour could reply, M‘Mahon
broke in. While Levinge had been speaking,
the colonel’a face had grown very dark and
threatening.

“ Did her father live near Walmeri And was
he a half-pay oflicer 2"

"
Quite correct," was the answer. “ He died

about eighteen months before I met Fanny.
You knew him, perhaps? How interesting.
Excuse my emotion."

“I did know him," Ralph said. " He was a
gentleman, and well born, Perhaps that is the
reason you couldn't get on with his daughter I"

It is a popular error that a bully is always a
coward. Certainly Levinge was an exception to
the rule, if such exist. Nothing could be more
calmly insolent than his tone as he answered
deliberately

“How admirable to find Colonel ltI'.\Iahon
in the character of the Caesar—a Clodius como
to judgment! I should hardly have expected it
from his past life, either."

The reply came from the depths of Ralph's
chest, very distinct, but with a strange effect of
distance and echo, as if the words had been
spoken under the vaults of some vast dome.

“ You will leave my past life alone if you are
wise. I don't preach against immorality; it’s
only brutality that I find simply disgusting."

“Bahl" the other retorted. “ lt comes to
the same thing. I should have thought Lady
Caroline Lorraine might have taught you to be
less critical."

The colonel rose from his seat and strode a

pace forward, the grey hair bristling round his
for unscrupulous scoundrelism, which made his savage face, like a wild boar at bay.

fortune.
His father had added to the family treasures

and importance by cautious usury and ad

venturous stock jobbiug.
Edgar himself was a gentleman at large, with

no other rofession than the consistent pursuit
of all kin s of debauchery.

He was calculating even in his pleasures, and

they said kept a regular ledger and day-book of
the moneys distributed in his vices.

But society tolerated a great deal in those

ds s.
€Vhen the drawings came to him, he glanced

at them for a few moments, and then threw them

down with a little contemptuous laugh.
" I am sorry to spoil your romance, Lord

“ If you dare to breathe that name again,

except with respect and honour, I'll cram the

words down your throat, by the etemal God l"
Edgar Levinge crimsoned with passion. The

brutal blood of the dead prize-fighter, who, when
he “ crossed" a fight, lost it cver by a foul blow,
was boiling in his cascendant. fie had been
drinking, too; and, as the French say, amit ls
sin maumis, so he answered coldly and slowly,
letting the syllables fall one by one like drops
of hail :—

“ I shall mention the fact as often as it pleases
me, and with just as much respect as is due to
Lorraine’s cast-off wife and your-—-"

The foul word that was on his lips never left
them, for M‘Mahou’s threat was literally ful
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374 'THE BLUE DWARF;

;'-filled." His right hand ‘shot out from the shoulder
»vvith».asudden" impulse that ‘seemed rather me

- chanical than an action of the will, and catching
the speaker full in the mouth, laid hlm on the

ifearpet, senseless and streaming withhlood.

CHAPTER CLXIV.
was MEETING.

The dead silence that ensued was broken first
by Lord Elphick.

“ ID-W&>~W8il done,-M‘Mahon ; I say it
,

and I

maintain it. I envy you that blow.”
He looked around as if to challenge contradic

' tion, but evidently the general opinion was that
Levinge had got his deserts.

By this time theiiallen man had recovered his
consciousness, and struggled up, first in a sitting
pmtnre and then to his feet; he stood leaning
against a table, swaying to and fro, and staring

“about him with wild eyes, half glazed.
At last he spoke, in a thick, faint voice,

stauuchiug all the while the gushing blood with
-ilhis -handkerchief.

" Will anyone here be my secondl or must I

~:l0Ohfor a friend elsewhere 7 "
4 There was_a pansevand -then from the circle
stepped forth Major Carbonnel, a noted duellist.
_Even he did not like Levinge, and thought in
the present instance he-had behaved infamorrsly,

i but it was the fashion of this gentleman to back
the losing side, so when he saw everyone shrink
from the appeal, he bowed gravely, and said—

“ I shall. have that honour, if you will permit

V Ale. :In an hour-I shall-be-.at the orders of the

1
I

.-colonel’s second. Where shall I flnd him 7"
“ Here,” said Lord Mohun, who had whispered

to Shelton mot to interfere, promising to give a

reason. “ I shall see-my old friend through this
unfortunate-aflair."

M‘Mahon grasped his hand.
“I-would have chosen yoaamongathoumnd,"

-ihesaid. “ You understood him and you under
istandme, andknow-what I wish."“ Then I shall expect you, Carbonnel," Lord
Mohun went_oii.

The other» bowed, assented courteously, and
then, turning to-.his.principa.l, said

“ My cab is at your disposal. Gentlemen, a.-u
rev0i.1-."

Edgar Levinge followed him with a step that
~was still faltering and uncertain ; but at the door
he turned, and straightening himself up, faced
his adversary with such a look as few human
countenances could ever have worn.

There was more in it than mortal hatred ; it

expressed a sort of devilishaatisfaotion and anti
cipsiion, as if he knew that his revenge was
secured.

M‘1la-uon read it all as plainlyas if ithad been
written in so many words. But he only smiled,
as ho seated himself and lighted a cigar.

There was an end of lunsquenet forthat night.
An ordinary quarrel would have made little im
pre=sioii on those reckless spirits, who had, most
of them, at one time or other, “ been out" them
selves ; but‘ they felt that what they had wit
nessed now~-was the prologue to a certain traged y

There was a savour of death in the air, so they
dropped ofi one by one, leaving Lords ,Stair and
Mohun with Shelton Seymour and M‘Mahon to
themselves; not before the latter, however, had
expressed-withmuoh politeness his“ desolation

”

iwas-only‘
at~having broken-up -the party,‘whiah-he trusted

dieteirredmntil" the morrow.
-Beforelong Carbonnel returned. The preli

mina'ries=~ware~soon.=arranged. Pistols -were

necessarily to be the weapons, for‘ Levinge had
-seldom-touched a-foil; and, as Garbounel said,
with a bow, that made his objectioira compli
ment, “ Colonel M‘Mahon's reputation as a
swordsman was European." An earlyhour next
-morning wamfixed for the venue, the Field of
Forty Footsteps, behind Montague House.

When they were once more a quartette, Lord
Mohun addressed them all :-—

“I have one or two things to ssy,~and to ex
plain why I would not let Lord Elphick act as
he wished. It is a very bad business, I fear,
though you, M‘Mahon, couldn't act otherwise;
but I would rather your adversary were anyone
save Levinge. He is as murderous and unscru

pulous a scoundrel as ever lived. He can shoot
ths.t‘s nothing; so can you, better than most
men; but mark me, M‘l‘lahon, he has been out
twice, and hit his man each lime, the last mor
tally, but on neither occasion was his fire re
turned. Men say he has an awkward knack of
pulling the trigger half a second LOO soon. I

don’: know if this is true, but I do know that
Seagrave, who seconded him when -he killed
O‘Nei1l, hm been more than cool to him ever

since.
“Faith, I can well believe it," M‘Mahon

answered, quietly; “and it is very. probable I

shall get hard hit to-morrow ; but of killing him

I feel morally certain. Do you believe in "pre
sentiments? I do. Before that drunken brute
had half done speaking, I saw imminent death
written in his face as plainly as if I had possessed
the highland second-sight. I think I could
almost tell you how it will look after my shot."

They remonstrated.
“ Well, if I am wrong and I fall, whatever

ready money I may have at my banker'sI should
like to go to that poor girl whom we met to
night. If I live I will take care she is settled
comfortably, where someone will be kind to her.
Her father was a true soldier and a kind-hearted
gentleman." ,

" Should anything happen,” said Elphick, in

a choked voice, “ I will see to that."
Then there was a brief silence.
"I think I'll go ofi home and dress, now,"

said M‘Mahon, " and get through what little I

have to write, and then lie down for an hour or
two. Nothing makes the hand shake like a

sleepless night. I'll call for you in good time."
And he went away.
Lord Stair, Lord Mohun and the young earl,

had each sought an arm-chair, Stair and
Elphick iniending to follow the principal and
to be near at hand where they could see with
out being seen.

They just dosed a little, and then were
awakened by M-Mahon.

The latter looked fresh and alert; he had

slept for the time he had allotted himself quite
calmly and comfortably—the old habits of fre
quent duty had taught him to watch or sleep at

pleasure.
After Lord Mohun had made a careful

toilette, at the request of his principal they
started, and in a quarter of an hour were on
the ground. Levinge and his second, with the
surgeon, arrived almost immediately; the
former stood somewhat apart, keeping the
lower part of his face partly muflled.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 375

lt was a -dull, chill morning, the sky of a “ It is to be hoped so," he replied, in a low,
steely grey, without a promise of a gleam from hissing tone, as he shrugged his shoulders.

the .-un, which had risen somewhere, but was

reserving itself for better times. _ _
There was a desultory _s:.rt

of wind blowing,
just strong enough at intervals to bring the
moist brown leaves sullenly down,

After the pistols had been scientifically loaded,

the seconds placed their men fifteen yards
apart~—with such known shots it was not worth
while shortening the distance. _

The sensations of ordinary mortals under men

circumstances are somewhat curious. Very few
are, we think, afraid; but one has an impres
sion that 0ne’s own proportions are becoming
sensibly developed—“ swelling visiblv,“ in fact,
like the lady at the Pickwickian tea fight, while
those of our adversary diminish in a like ratio,

so that he does not appear near so fair a mark
as he did a few minutes ago.

M‘Mahon doubtless felt nothing of this. It
was not his own life, but his adversary’s death

he was playing for ; the other was busy too,

with still darker thoughts and purposes.
“ Listen I " said Mohun, speaking aloud.

“ Carbonnel will give the signal-—one, two,
three; if either tire before the last is fully pro
nounced, it is murder l"

He looked sharply at Levinge, but the latter
seemed stndiously to avoid meeting his eye.

Lord Mohnn ftlt very uncomfortable and very
savage

The men stood opposite to one another, like
black marble statues, neii her showing a speck of
colour which might serve as a point de misc,
each only turning a side front to his opponent.

Carbonnel delivered the two first words of the

signakin a clear, deliberate voice ; the last left
his lips almost in a shriek, for, before it was half
syllabled, his principal tired.

Quick as the movement was, it was antici
pated ; as Levingc‘s hand stirred, M‘Mahou made
a half turn to the right, and looked his enemy
straight between the eyes. That sudden change
of position, or the consciousness of detection,

robably unsettled the practised aim, for the
that would have drilled Ralph through the

hurt only scored a furrow in his side.
No one could have guessed that he was

touched; he brought his pistol to the level just
as coolly as he would have done in the shooting
gallery, and, after the discharge, dropped his
hand with measured deliberation. Before the
smoke had curled a yard upward, Edgar'Levinge
sprang into the air, and, with outstretched arms,
fell senseless down upon the grass, a bullet
through his brain.

They turned him over on his back.
ghastly sight. The hall had penetrated just
below the arch of the right eyebrow, and all the
lower features were swollen and disfigured with
the blow of last night, adding to the hideous
disfigurement.

Is that the face on which the dead man used
to spend hours, tending it, like an ancient
coquette, with washes and cosmetics, dreading
the faintest freckle or sunburn, which might
niar the smoothness of that delicate skin?

No need of the surgeon there l
Cover it up quickly. The mother that bore

him, if she could recognise it
,

would recoil in
tlleflllflt and loathing.

“ It’: all overl" said Lord lifohun to Carborinel,

It was a

who stood by shuddering with horror, not at the
death, but at the treachery which preceded it. I

Then they looked at M‘ Mah0n's wound—Stai.r
and Elphick had joined them. It was nothing
serious ; there were a dozen deeper on the war
worn body and limbs. Indeed, as was after
wards remarked, his health was materially bene
fitted by blood-letting.

The first remark he made was when he was
depositing his pistol in its case as tenderly as
you would lay a child in its cradle, “Do you
believe in presentiments now 7"

The sullen sun broke out just as they turned
to go, and peered curiously through the boughs
till it found out and lighted on the angular and
ominous heap, shrouded with a cloak, that not
many minutes ago was a strong, hot-blooded
man.

The whole party left; but later they gave a
hackney coachman five guineas to take l’.b6body

tcaetgie
nearest hospital, saying just what he

li .
All kept their own counsel, and the exact

cause of Edgar Levinge's death was never
known.

Amongst his tribesmen and kiusfolk
Houndsdilch and the Minories there was great
joy at first, and afterwards bitter, endless litiga
tion. They screamed aud bullied over the
heritage like vultures over a mass of carriou,
tearing it at length piecemeal.

He did not keep a pet dog, so no living crea
ture regretted him, unle=s it was the thin, deli
cate girl with white cheeks and hollow eyes,
who once knelt and prayed by his grave fur
hours, her tears falling fast.

But the mourner strewed no flowers on the
grave. It would have been too hitter a mockery,
for if there were sympathy in sweet roses and
pure white lilies, on no other spot on earth
would they have withered so soon.

Yes, Fanny Mowbray would scarcely have
accepted M‘Mahon's good offices if she had.
known that the blood of that man was on his
head. She never suspected it

,

and so went
gratefully to the home he found for her, and
there she long lived, tranquil and contented,
though always sad and humble, among the

ople who knew nothing of her history ands
oved her dearly, trying her best to be u.-eful in

her generation, alone in the cottage that nestled
under a sunny cliff, just above the white spray
line of the lrish Sea.

As soon as they got Colonel ll1‘Mahou home,
Shelton sent round to say he had had an acci
(lent, which soon brought round Colonel Grant

a .d Lord Jermyn, who could hardly help
smiling at the rapidity with which the Earl of
Elphick had got into the vortex of London
life.

" Bah l" said Lord Jermyn ; “ we must carry
you ofl into the wilds of Connemsri if you
don't mind. Remember, no fighiing yourself.
You must not forget that you are a lI1tl1'il\:d man
and a father."

" I shan‘t forget that important fact," laughed
Shelton, “and that reminds me that l must go
and see my wife and child."

"You'll come back," urged M'lIihon, who
was sincerely attached to Shelton.

“I'll keep you company until he does,"
observed f"-rant; and so Lords Elphick and
Jermyn returned to the mtiusion, where they
were very welcome.

They spoke in reference to .\l‘)Iahon as if an
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376 THE BLUE DWARF;

accident had happened, but Lady Jermyn was

not to be deceived. She knew the times too
well, as well as the character of Mfliahon, not

to guess the nature of the accident.

CHAPTER CLXV.
A new DUPE.

Oolonel M‘Mahon's accident was soon a thing
of the past with one so hardy as he was ; but he

kept quiet for a day or two, during which time
Lord Elphick spent a great deal of time with
him.

On the fourth day, however, the colonel was
taken in a sedan chair to Seymour House, and

they spent the evening very pleasantly.
They made him stop all night, and the next

day the whole party appeared in the park, the
ladies escorted this time by four cavaliers.

Colonel M'Mahon was looked upon with great
curiosity, not to say awe. In the better circles
all was known about the duel.

Edgar Levinge was only tolerated in society
because of his money, and now that he was
dead there was not a living soul to mourn him.

Dick, Tom, and Tim, all this while had their
time entirely to themselves. They had as yet
seen nothing of Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock. p

In fact, the determination of the earl and his
friends to brave them had to a certain extent
tilled them with terror.

What did it all mean?
Men of such a cunning turn of mind sus

prcted everybody of sinister motives.
And then Sapathwa, Dick, Tom, and that

rascally Tim, as they called him, had very
mysteriously disappeared. This seemed to them
most perplexing of all.

Meanwhile, Brian and Robert had not been
idle.

On returning to town Brian had “done the
grand,"as people said; had given dinner par
ties at his own residence, and at other places.

They had frequented their old wild haunts,
and were very liberal to the class who mostly live
by men with more money than brains, a very
numerous portion of those who moved in
society.

Experienced as they were in the ways of
society, they were easily led by the Aspasias
and Phrynes of the day.

They might well sing :
" My only books

Were woman’: looks,
And folly all they taught me."

Their money was getting low, and they began
to think of replenishing their purses. But
though they had been fortunate on one or two
occasions lately, they lived in constant fear of
being discovered.

There had been somehow a remarkable dearth
of flats in the market lately, or they were intro
duced among the higbflyera where Brian and his
comrade had no admission.

Though the code of morals wu by no means
high in those days, there were certain things
which men and women of rank and fortune
looked down upon with scorn and contempt.

Brian had been found out in one or two very
scaly transactions, and it was indeed very second
class 8r1Cl6ty that he was admitted into.

But lately, by sheer accident, he had been of
service to a city man, and this personage was n

City alderman, who considered himself some
body.

The fact was, that Sir James Gibbons, alder
man and salter, had been to call on a friend in
Pancras Lane, close to Pancras old Church, a
house which has been pulled down to make way
for King's Cross Station.

On coming away from making his call he had
been assailed by a couple of footpads. Brian,
who was close by, and was not deficient, as we
know, in personal courage, at once interposed.
He was armed with sword and pistol, and the
two rnflians fled at sight of his weapons.

Brian then escorted Sir James to his house
near Smithfield. When he took his departure
he was asked to come and see the worthy City
knight some Sunday, when, as a rule, he enter
tained his friends.

Brian had told him that he was heir presump
tive to an earldom with very large estates, with
nothing but a babe of a few months old between
him and the succession.

His ]ourney to Scotland and Ireland had
driven the event out of his head ; but one after
noon, about the time of which we are speaking,
he suddenly remembered his civic friend, and
mentioned the circumstance to Robert.

"Well, I see no reason why we should not
look up the old City pudding," said Robert ;
“ he’s very rich, and could give his daughter a
right royal dowry."

“ It might be worth thinking of,” replied
Brian, Laughing, “if the worst comes to the
worst."

And so they resolved the very
call on the citizen. Knowing the effect of dress
on the civic mind, they were careful to array
themselves in their best for the occasion.

They mounted a couple of showy steeiis, and
reached the residence of Sir James about twelve,
a hired groom following to take their horsea

Their arrival created considerable surprise, the
more that Sir James Gibbons had begun to
think that this relation to alord of whom he had

spoken freely had forgotten him.
it happened to be a very opportune day, as

Sir James and Lady Gibbons had invited several
lriends and relatives to keep a birthday anni
versary, and there was much of that good cheer
for which the City of London has been so
lnmous.

The worthy alderman had two sons and as

many daughters, the elder of whom-Amabel—
was a very fine girl.

Her stature was lofty, her limbs slight, but
beautifully symmetrical ; her features small, and
cast in the most exquisite mould; her eyes of
the softest blue ; and her hair luxuriant, and of
the finest texture and richest brown.

Amsbel Gibbons had many suitors, bei-ng at

eighteen beset with admirers—all of the civic
class, substantial burghers as it were.

In addition to these there was Lance Ains
worth, the son of a wealthy citizen of Man
chester, who had been sent up to be apprenticed
to the wealthy future Lord. Mayor of London.

He was twenty, and it was hoped in the
family that he would prove the favoured suitor.
His parents were most worthy people, and well
endowed with the world's goods.

“Woo are these popinjaysl" asked Lance of
Sir James’ eldest son; "they look like scented
minions of the court. They cannot be coming
here."

“ Oh, it's my earl‘s cousin l" said the knight,

next Sunday to
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A TALE CF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 377

his fat sides shaking with laughter; “ he’s

thought of me at last."
No answer was made to this. If Sir James

was pleased no one had a word to say.
The worthy knight was correct in his surmise,

as in a few minutes after dismounting Brian
Seymour and Robert Woodstock were ushered
into the general room where the company
awaited the summons to dinner.

Brian was profound in his excusea He had

been in attendance on my lord in Scotland and
in Ireland, where he had been visiting his estates
and entertaining his friends. This was the sole
cause of their not paying their respects before.

Of course, the excuses were received with
every credence, and then both were presented to
Lady Gibbons and the beautiful Amabel, and cor
dially received.

Lsdy Gibbons and Amabel at once professed
to see in their mind's eye the difierence between
court and city manners.

Brian and Robert were fulsome in their adula
tion and praise of the beauty of both mother
and daughter. As it happened they were both
so vain of their personal charms as to see
nothing in the gross exaggeration of the brace
of schemers.

The young cits looked at them with super
cilious disdain. tempered by caution. They had
no intention of insulting men who wore swords
and knew how to use them.

Sir James was raised to the seventh heaven of
delight, especially as when dinner was formally
announced Brian ofiered his arm to Amabel,
while Robert, the elder man, offered his to Lady
James.

The feast was a copious one, with everything
that money could buy in the shape of eatables
and drinkables. Brian and Robert not only ate
heartily, but praised the quality of everything,
which necessarily delighted the citizen.

Amongst the guests wasa Mr. Jabez Hammond,
who was introduced to them as the trusted head
cashier and manager of Conyers and C'o., the

téminent
bankers, one of the richest firms in the

ity.
This personage, though a hard, practical, busi

ness man, was very vain and pufied up by his
own conceit and self-importance. To him Brian
paid excessive court—so much so that Jabez,
overcome by his compliments, requested the
honour of his presence at a little breakfast Ou
the following Sunday.

“ I shall have only one friend," said Jabez

_Harnmond, “as I think four are enough for
]oviality."

Brian agreed warmly, and accepted his invita
tion with great pleasure.

It was something to know a man who held so
responsible a position in the City. One never
knows what may happen in this world.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were
very nearly on their beam ends, and such an
acquaintanceship might prove useful.

The two men retired early, saying something
about their duty to my lord, being quite satisfied
with their visit to the City, without waiting to
spend the evening.

They mounted their horses and rode home,
where Brian expounded his views with regard to
the next Sunday's visit to the bank manager and
cashier, Mr. Jabez Hammond.

From what was said, that visit did not seem to
bode much good to the worthy manager of
Messrs. Conyers and Co.

CHAPTER CLXVI.
was aaux aoanaar.

Messrs. Brian and Robert kept very quiet that "‘

week, visiting only one or two of their haunts,
about the worst of their class.

They were so occupied with their new plan;
whatever they might be, that they wholly
neglected their real business in life—t'ne perse
cution of Lord Elphick

But Brian reasoned that this was wise, as it
would serve to put them ofi their guard, and
make them think perhaps that they had given up
their schemes against their kinsman in despair.

Brian and Robert, having in dissipation, orgies,
and gambling spent the results of their last act
of infamous spoliation, had determined to ven
ture on a crime of unparalleled audacity.

They proposed to rob the most celebrated bank
in the City, hoping thus to make a big haul—one
that would retrieve their fortunes.

But, unfortunately for them, it was necessary
for the carrying out of their plans to have
accomplices.

It was for this p se they had visited the
low haunts to which we have alluded.

They had selected as the men to aid them in
their grand coup two fellows whom they had
known for years, and these were Jerry Darken
and Mark Mason. They were well-known bur
glars and footpads, but had never flown at such
high game as that proposed to them by Brian
and Robert.

They met casually on the Monday, and then
on the Thursday by special appointment.

The place was a public-house much frequented
by the fancy. It was situated in an obscure
street in the City.

Here Brian and Bobert sauntered in about
ten o'clock at night, when glancing around they
saw Jerry and Mark seated at a small table, en
joying themselves in the usual way.

Sauntering up the room they joined the fellows,
who were of the usual class of criminals, with
low foreheads, small cunning eyes, and beetle
brows—fellows that a sharp police magistrate
would commit for trial without hearing the
evidence.

Brian and Robert did not conceal from them
the fact that the job was a “ tickler," but the ,
Jerry and Mark, were to have ten guineas
"win or lose," and a hundred guineas if they
were successful.

A great deal depended on chance, and much
on go.

“Above all, have all the best tools you can
get,” said Brian.

“ I can borrer some fine jemmies and scissors
from Jack Laruper for a couple 0' quid," re
marked Mark.

“Then here's three," responded Brian, “and
mind, whatever you do, don’t be drunk on
Sunday l"

Jerry and Mark put on a look of virtuous in
dignation. Then Brian stood a final glass, and
the rufiianly quartette separated.

As soon as these two professionals had finished .
their several beverages, they rose and went out,

‘

followed by a sailor, who had been seated at the
next table. _

As soon as this individual was in the street he

pulled off his hat, which had false ringlets
tened on the inside, and putting on a dogskin
cap, followed in the wake of the two burglars
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578 THE BLUE DWARF ;

until he tracked them to a low, dirty street in
Whitechapel.

Tim Roach, for he it was, and who while on
the prowl had spotted Brian and Robert, now
went off and reported what he had seen and
heard to Sapathwa.

Dick and Tom were sent for, and a nice scheme
of plot and connterplot devised.

All knew that when Brian Seymour descended
1'0 this way of replenishing his cash-box, he must
be very hard up.

As long as the supplies could be out off, they
shad very little to fear from his plots. These
two conspirators could not work without con
federatcs.

Their plans being decided on, the quartettc
parted to await the events of that portentous
day.

Brian and Robert, as this was to be a bachelor's

party, did the severely simple. They went, in
fact, dressed very well, but without any display
-or show.

it was twelve o'clock when they reached the
bank, which was a well-built stone erection in a
-corner of Sinithtield, where it might have been
seen not many years ago.

It has, however, been pulled down and re-built
in the shape of a palatial edifice with stone
facings and all the gimcracks of modern style.

Then it stood in a court or yard, with walls
around and railings in front. A flight of steps
led up to the entrance door, on which was a
huge knocker, which being used, an answer soon
came.

A florid-looking domestic ushered them into a
neat ante-chamber, where they found Mr. Jabea
Hammond and his particular friend, Bob Weeks,
who set up for a wit in a very small way.

They were imbibing punch by way of appetite
for dinner, and Hammond asked the West-enders
to join, which they graciously did.

" A little more brandy, if you please," said
Brian, when he had tasted it; “we drink ours
very stifi, west."

Hammond passed the bottle, laughing as Bob
Weeks made an inefiectual attempt to say some
thing funny, but failed.

Then Brian, being primed, told some good
society stories, very highly spiced, which amused
Jabez Hammond very much—not so Weeks, as
he saw himself silenced, outshone on his own
ground.

After awhile, the ruddy-faced domestic came
to announce dinner, which was duly spread in
the next room.

It was copious in all conscience, and Brian and
Robert were high in their praise.-1. There is
scarcely anything too strong for a City stomach
in the way of flattery, and Jabez Hammond was
highly delighted.

“ Your wines, after all, are your strong point,"
-said Brian ; “never tasted better in the West."

This pleased Jabez still more.
“Well, I am pleased, indeed l" he said. "I

was afraid you might think it my weak p0int—
hel hel I say, Weeks, suppose we go down, us
two, and see if we can’t find something extra
strong and good."

The little man assented. He was very good
natured, and never so happy as when obliging
his fellow-creatures.

The two sallied forth.
This was an opportunity not to be lost, and no

sooner were the two explorers out of sight than
Brian sallied out.

1 He knew by keen observation that the kilcnen
and servants’ oflices were downstairs. Going our.
into the passage, he quietly withdrew the bol s
from a rather peculiar window.

It was font feet high and two wide, and con
sisted of nothing but some solid iron ‘oars.

The bolts removed, it hung exactly in its
place, and barring accidents, they would be able
to effect au entrance into the house Without
dificulty.

Hastily returning to the dining-room. tln-v
were seated at the table sipping what wine was
left, when Hammond and little Weeks returned.
with a basketful of excellent “ vinons extracl,“
as the small wit called it.

The rest of the evening passed in the usual
way. They smoked and they drank, and then
came broiled bones, with a final wind-up of
punch as made in the City, and very good punch
it proved.

All this time Brian and Robert tried all thev
could to keep within bounds, but did not find it
very easy.

At length, however, they declared that re.-illv
they must go. This sort of thing was very wcll
for hard-headed citizens ; but their poor West-end
noddles could not stand it.

They must cry a go.Jabez and Bob were not very well able to make
much resistance. They were pretty good soaker.-i.
as most City men in those days were; but that
day they had outdone themselves.

Brian and Robert were, however, seen to the
door, which was carefully closed behind lhuni,
and the two confederates were in the open ml‘.
A shrill whistle brought the others to their sill»-.

They were fully prepared. The confedui-in:
burglars had brought masks and roqueluui-.:<
with them. Brian and Robert always camel
pistols.

As soon as they had amumed their disguises,
they explained to Jerry and Mike what they lial
done.

But they said they must wait awhile until the
household had retired.

Presently lights were seen flitting up in the
direction of the garrets.,and after a brief tinn
these went out.

Not the faintest glimmer of light was to be seen
in the mansion, which was wholly eushrouded
by the gloom of night.

They then easily opened the front gate. and
going round to the side they found the ban oi
the side window just as they had left them.

A push of the hand, and it opened. Jerry
crept in, and then the rest followed.

All listened, but not the faintest sound rewarded
their deep attention.

Then they descended the stone staircase, which
led to the vaults and the ofiices.

'
On the right was a doorway evidently leading

to the kitchen, while before them was a heavy
door, with the unmistakable look of an entrance
to a banker's vaults.

Jerry produced his tools, and in a very few
minutes the door gave way, and they found them
selvesin a low arched vault.

ln a recess was an iron chest, what in thus».
dnys was called a safe, but very diff.-lc ll. lU
character to those called by that uinne no-v-xv
days.

Jerry did not take long to open it, and there
stood revealed eight bags COD!-8llllll‘=.{,as luey

| found on examination, five hundred guineas eaou.

[L .
was, in fact, the ventilator of the establishment.

‘
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Brian was surprised to find no notes, but he
afterwards found that it was the custom of the
bank to keep the notes in a separate safe in the
manager‘s room.

The plunder was not so much as they had
expected, but it was still a very welcome wind
fall.

The great thing was to get out of the bank with
all convenient speed before any alarm could he
given.

Safe and door were, however, carefully closed,
so as to divert suspicion as long as possible.

They then went out by the way they came, and
were soon collected in a group outside the bank.
The horses were at some considerable distance.

At this moment there was a rush from behind
the back wall, the rush of several men, who cried
as they turned the corner, “ Here they are I take
them dead or alive l"

It was then sauce-qui-pout, or deuce take the
hindmost, the burglars, in their terror, throwing
away their plunder.

Then Dick,Tom, and Tim ap
nearly choked with laughter. It was, indeed, a
pretty ending to an organised plan of burglary,
which, moreover, been expensive to carry
out.

The merry trio picked up the bags of guineas,
and, returning to where they had left their horses,
rode away in the direction of Holborn, where they
easily found a comfortable tavern in which to
enjoy themselves after their frolicsome adventure
in Smithfield. _

Brian was doubly furious. When, after run
ning out of sight, he came to his senses, he was
convinced that the voice which had so startled
them was that of Dick Turpin, who in some way
had become of their secret and deprived
them of their spoil.

Deep and heartfelt were the curses indulged in
by Brian and his companions, especially by Jerry
and Mark, when Brian eaplained the trick that
had been played upon them.

The two burglars swore by every foul oath in
their vocabulary to be revenged on the high
waymen, the first opportunity that ofiered.

Brian reflected deeply as they rode along, and
when they reached the first haunt that was avail
able prcposed a drink.

It had struck the arch-plotter that these bur
glars, who were experts and not without courage,
might be conveniently made use of as tools to
work against the welfare and happiness of the
earl and his family.

Jerry and Mark were, in truth, just the men
to do anything scoundrelly for money.

There was one thing which neither Brian nor
any others of the party knew, which was that
‘hm Roach, Dick and Tom knew of the
burglars being in league with Brian and Robert,
which might probably militate against their too
easy success.

on the scene

CHAPTER CLXVII.
raors am) counrsa-raors.

Nothing was said to Sapathwa as to the events
Oi that night.

All three put away a large portion of their
"' swag," as Dick called it

,

for a rainy day.
Dick took a brief ride home-alone, this time
and gladdened the eyes of his family.

He took advantage of the short spell of rest to
pay money into the bank.

Though none knew how much his savings
were, he got the credit of being pretty warm,
and was urged by relatives and friends to retire
from business, or at all events to live on his
farm; or, if he wanted more scope for his
abilities, he could easily enlarge his holding
and become quite a big man. ‘

John Palmer promised, as usual, to think
about it when he next came ; hut also as usual,
he forgot all about it as soon as he was out of
sight of home.

On his return to London, Dick put up his
horse at one of his favourite livery stables, where
he was known by the name, as at home, of Jack
Palmer, and, still in hisfarmer's dress, top boots
and all, strolled along Holborn looking in the
shop windows, decking the flies off his boot with
his riding-whip, and then sauntering on in his
usual lazy way.

_ Suddenly, when near the turning that leads

in_to Red Lion Square, he came upon a sailor
with one leg and a handful of ballads, singing
in a most lachrymose tone

“ ' Why, what's that to yon, if my eyes I'm a wiping 2

A tearts s pleasure,d'ys see,tn its way;
“ Bless your honourl shy a copper to poor

Jack, who's lost his leg in the sarvice. Thank'e,
your honour," as Dick threw him a groat, and
he continued

‘“ It's nonsensefor trifles, 1 own, to be piping;
But they who can't pity—why, I pltlsa they.

Baysthe captain, sayshe—I shall never forgot lt
Of courageyou know, boys,the true from the sham.‘

“Back your maintop-sail, your worship, for
half a minute," again addressing Dick—there
was no one else in the street»—“ and just assist a

poor dismantled craft who has been riddled in
thfi Warp,

" ' ‘Til a furious lion--’
“ Long life to your honour!" as he got another

t.gr“
"'Iu battle so let lt—‘

“ "Tis a furious lion. In battle so let it;
But duly sppessed. But duly appeased-—'

“Buy a song, young woman?
"

as a girl
appeared on the scene, “ to sing to your sweet
heart while you sit on his knee in the dog
watch.

'" But duly appeased,‘tin the heart of a lamb.’"

The girl hurried by, and Dick, seeing that the
wooden-legged sailor had his eye on him again,
turned into a tavern to avoid him.

He had, however, not reached the counter
when he heard the wooden leg stumping behind
him.

Turning round to speak to the beggar rather
sharply, he found, hat in hand, 'l‘nn Roach
standing before him, with an awtul wink in his

e e.
yDick was for a moment too amazzd to speak,

but soon recovering himself, he aske;l him What
he would have to drink.

Tim thanked his honour, and then opined
for rum, of which he -soon dashed off a go-idly
jorum.

“Join me at the ‘Pindar of W -l;-li~!-,l' in
an hour," said Dick, in a low voice. '- {ll just
leave word for Tom, and to-uigut we'll see
some fun."

Tim Roach resumed his hat nnd went ofi
until he came to Gray's Inn L-me, and turned
up towards the "Pindar of Wakefield," which
was in the Gray's Inn Road.
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380 THE BLUE DWARF ;

Tom, who expected him at that time, was_
at

home, and they strolled up together, Dick
amusing Tom by his description of Tim‘s'
trickery and excellent imitation of one of the
most successful class of impostors who trade on
the credulity of the public.

There are few people who do not, or, moreI

correctly, did not, take a strong interest in the I
English sailor, particularly in one who has been

. maimed in the defence of his country ; and most

people, on hearing a poor disabled fellow bowl
’ ing out his ditty, certainly not with a remark

able voice or execution, did not hesitate to put
their hands in their breeches pocket in search of
some halfpence.

On nearing the “ Pindar of Wakefield," still
in the Gray's Inn Road, they noticed a crowd in
the road,and at first thought it must be Tim
Roach; but presently their eyes fell upon
some roughly-printed bills, in the crude style
of the day, and worded as follows

"FOB A WAGEB,
4'A wager beingmadethat a cow-keeper,near Gray's Inn

Lane, did not ride a blind horse he had from the ‘Pindar
of Wakefield‘ to Bnrnet, round the Market House, and
back again to the same turnpike in two hours, thisis to
notify that he will."

Dick and Tom followed on, and reached the
turnpike just as the horse, which was really stone
blind, had started.

The principal part of the crowd followed, and
then Dick and Tom, going in found Tim in the
recently-established tea-gardens, singing to a
motley collection of women and children and
young people. who evidently did not belong to
the class who took an interest in betting.

They screamed with laughter asthey made out
that Tim was singing a well-known street ballad,
which they had heard more than once in the
streets of New York.

" My son beforeyer leave yer home, I want ter say
ter you

'l‘har's lots'of pitfalls in the world to let young
roostersthrough;

So keq a padlock on yer mouth, and skin yer
weather eye,

But never advertise yerself as being monstrous
fly.

Don't run to dress; of all the arts with which the
alrth is st-rowed,

The most consarneduselessthing is what they call
a ' duds.’

And don't be for ever loam‘
Whar

The Corn
Juice

Grows."

What the audience thought it meant, except
that the sentence“ skin your weather eye" made
them think it was nautical, it was impossible to
say, but they gave freely.

Presently, however, at a signal from Dick,
Tim came into a private room, and there got rid
of his travesty, wooden leg and all, which he
made into a bundle, and appeared in his proper
character.

He had already seen Brian and the whole lot,
and knew where they met at night, having fol
lowed them in his present disguise.

9 He believed from a few words he had over"
heard that they would meet that evening at the
“ Nag’s Head," in Gray’s inn Lane.

It was a small public-house with a large room
at the back, very much frequented by men of
their profession.

" Are you going as a sailor?" asked Dick.
" No; I'll manage something else. I'll make

, up 88 5 gipsy, I can patter Romany very well,”
he replied.

“ All right," replied Dick. “ and we’ll be there
to see."

This was agreed, and it was then settled,
if they left the " Nag’s Head" early enough, to
pay a visit to the house commonly known as
“ Pancridge Wells." with a garden and stables.

This Paucras Wells was considered one of the
best places near London for drinking the waters,
Hampstead Wells always excepted, that having
retained its reputation until early in the present
century.

Dick and Tom went away to dine, leaving Tim
to his own devices. It was their policy not to
be seen too much together, knowing as they did
the astuteness of their enemies.

Dick and Tom dined at an ordinary in the
City, in fact, at the “ Mustard Pot," and then,
after a glass at a favourite inn, wended their
way to the “ Nag‘s Head."

Going in they saw Jerry and Mark seated at a
table as if waiting for someone. At another
table

was a man they did not at the first blush
recognise.

He was dressed in high-low boots, worsted
stockings, greasy leather small-clothes, a shad
waistcoat, and a blue frock over all. His face
was stained of a dark olive.

Dick and Tom had wigs and false whiskers,
while their dress was that usually worn when at
home. Both were very excellent mimics, and
talked Yorkshire admirably.

Tim sat alone, withall the usual sullen indiiie
rence of the gipsy.

Dick and Tom never even looked his way.
They were discussing “turmits" and “ oats

"

with a Middlesex farmer, who spoke highly in
favour of hay.

Presently, looking rather raifish in tawdry
finery, Brian and Robert came in, and. glancing
round the room, at once marched up to the table
occupied by the two burglars.

They at once ordered a bowl of punch, and the
four hobnobbed together freely.

Presently they spoke in the lowest thieves’
Latin, which was rather diflicult for Tim to
follow, his knowledge of cockney “lingo” being
very slight.

Still, he heard enough to know that a burglary
was being planned at Seymour House, which
was enough to put him and his friends on their
guard.

Having called in a grufi tone for a second
glass and drank it

,

Tim rose and sauntered from
the room.

He waited at the bar some little time, and
presently Dick and Tom came out. He told
them at once what he had heard, and after a

.

long conference Tim Bosch hurried oif to
Sapathwa to put him on his guard.

Dick and Tom sauntered up to Pancras Wells,‘
which was the rendezvous for very respectable
persons, even some of the fashiouables and
West-end swells giving it their countenance.

This happened to be a great gala night, and

" Hone, in his EverydayBoot; says, in 1825.speaking of
St. Chads," it is haunwd, not irequenu-d,” meaning it has

a limited number of regular customers. " A few years
and it will be with its water as with the water of St. Pau
cras Wells, which is enclosed in the garden of a private
house nmr the old St. Pancras Churchyard." When the
Midland Railway invaded the ancient graveyard, this
private house formed a partof their other ~equiremcnrs,
and so these famous springs, like St. Chad and Bagniggn
Wells, are absorbedfor ever.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 381

some very tip-top people there were. Dick and I know that laying all we know before the crown,
Tom were not at all the kind of people to be
refused admission.

They made themselves very amiable and
agreeable without being offensive, and thus wero
able to make a fine haul of snnfi boxes. watches,

l

would sufilce to lay these two scoumlrel-1 bv the
heels; but we trust in our body guard. Until
the last gasp we intend to avoid exposure. Then
it it comes we are not to blame."

“ I can then only suggest, sir,” remarked
purses, and other valuables to a considerable ! Dick, “for self and friend, that we continue on
amount.

They retired early, not wishing to be there
when the losses were discovered. They were
both very sensitive, and could not bear to be
present when people's feelings were being hurt.

There was a rare hue-and~cry after they left,
and two days later the following appeared from
the owners in the Daily Journal :

“As the credit of these Wells hath much
sufiered for some late years, by encouraging of
scandalous company, and making the long room
a common dancing room, originally built and
designed only for the use of gentlemen and
ladies that drank the waters, due care will be
taken for the future that nothing of the kind r

shall be allowed, or any disorderly person per
mitted to be in the walks."

lthe watch; we, with Tim Roach, can watch in
turns night and day."

“ Yes," said the colonel. “ Now, just opposite
our house, in the ground known as the Field of
Forty Footsteps, there is a little house which I
have secured. This you, Mr. Markham and Tim
Roach, can occupy at once, and watch ours. I
leave all the rest to your discretion."

“And so do I," added the Blue Dwarf; “ but,
if you have no objection, I will occupy the
garret or little room at the top."

This was settled. and the removal arranged
for that night late, Tim Roach going forward to
get everything ready.

On reaching the place somewhat before mid
night in a hackney coach, they found it a very
snug and cosy little place, and everything com

Dick and Tom laughed heartily when they , fortable, thanks to Tim, who would have made
reed this at their favourite coffee-house.

“What is the use of shutting the stable-door
when the horse is stolen 7" said Dick, and Tom
laughed.

CHAPTER CLXVIIL
samoua rrousn.

When next day Dick and Tom, according to
orders, appeared at the rooms occupied by
Ba. athwa, they found Colonel Grant.

t was agreed to say nothing about the Sun
day civic dinner. The robbery had appeared in
the Daily Journal and other newspapers, it is
true; but it was not mentioned that Brian and
his friend had spent the day with Jabez Ham
mond.

'

Had that little fact crept out it might have
led to explanations. Now Dick and Tom had

agreed to give up all private expeditions while
in the service of the Blue Dwarf.

So mum was the word.
Dick and Tom had nothing to say, except that

they had seen Jerry Darken,and Mark Mason in

company with Brian and Robert, and that was
all.

All they knm was what they had heard on the
authority of Tim Roach.

“ You believe these vile fellows have leagued
themselves with these two low burglars. with
evil intentions against my ward i" asked Grant.

“ Undoubtedly, sir."
“How would you advise us to act?” asked

Colonel Grant, who had great faith in the good
sound commonsense of Dick. -

“ We must watch your house," continued
Dick ; " or you must put the _matter into the
hands of Bow Street."

“ But you know," said the colonel, " that until
the very last we wish to avoid exposure. Be
sides, I hope you are not tired of the job T"

“ Sir," cried Dick. warmly, “ my friend and I,
no matter wnat our end may be, whether we are

promoted to be landlords or promoted in another I
way,” with a side jerk of his head; “ we shall a

I his disguise, and had got over the wall.
the way we have been treated. We only fear to ,

ever retain the deepest feeling of gratitude for

weary you."

"_Mr. Palmer," continued the colonel, “we

on a pinch a very clever universal provider.
Sapathwa said he would watch the rest of

that night from the little oval window of the
garret.

'

Sleep was to him, he said, superfluous.
The others, not unwilling to enjoy the hearty

supper provided, and the subsequent sleep, were
quite agreeable.
‘~ Remembering that they were particularly
flush of cash, Tim Roach had secured a pack of
cards, which, after supper, the others highly ap
proved of.

They played pretty stifily, and just as dawn
peeped in through the top of the shutters they
retired to repose, Tim Roach being the winner of
over fifty guineas.

They slept late, as the Blue Dwarf did not
summon them until eleven, when he thought it
time they should be getting breakfast ready.

Tim hustled about with the utmost activity, in
order to make up for oversleeping himself.

When breakfast was over Tim went out for a
stroll.

There was more than one public-house be
tween Montague House and Holborn, and he
went into two.

About one o'clock, moving along with his
hands in his pockets, he saw he was followed by
a man, whom he reported to the colonel—he was
with them all when he returned—who was very
dark, stout, and well made; he was dressed in

" a half sailor's, half gentleman's dress, such as
was sometimes seen worn by those who belong
to the funny clubs on the river; but, Tim de

clarpd,
not at all a gentleman himself, qir_'itethe

con rary.
"Those fellows are dogged and determined,"

said Sapathwa; “ we must be the same. Have. . . . 2,,
"3 iE‘T.§.‘.‘,’.i.‘,‘-’-‘¥..','>l°i§.‘i"i~°&=;';'.""‘

’°"
" Very well ; get it on, slip out over the back

wall, and make friends with this fellow. Let us
know

whpatt
ypu find out, when you consider

yourself e.‘
'

Tim bowed and went out.
Half an hour later he was fully equipped in

His first movement was for Tottenham Court
Road, whence he made his way into Holborn.

Lounging near a tavern he saw the stranger,
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382 THE BLUE DWARF ;

and at once seeing that he was a gipsy, he said
something in pure Romany, and, meeting a
ready answer, invited the other to drink.

The other made no objection, and then they
began to talk. Tim easily found out that his
new friend was an Epping Forest man, and had
not travelled much.

Tim's experience having been in Yorkshire, he
was without fear of being found out by the
other.

Tim’s story was simple. He had come to town
to look after a girl of his tribe who had been
lured away by a Georgie.

The other man, who gave his name as Ezra
Ball, said he had come to town to make money,
and he was not very particular how he did it.

He had met with a couple of fellows who
wanted a job done, or rather they wanted help
in a job, and he was just looking round to see
what sort of a job it would be.

He wasn't going to get hung for no Georgie,
like his mother had been.

His mother had killed one of the white faces,
in fact his father, and he hated them all, just
like he did rats.

T_"Is
the job likely to bring money I" asked

rm.
“ Well, 'tis a big house," said Ezra Ball ; “ but

then, you see, they don't want to rob it
,

but to
off a man, a woman, and achild ; at least,

I think they want the man killed."
“ Do they pay well f" asked Tim.
“They promise well; but Ezra does not

believe in promises," the Essex gipsy said,
doggedly.

“Well, if you can put a little something in my
way, I'm your mun."

“ Can I trust you T" asked Ezra examining
him with a keen and penetrating eye.

The other replied by some gipsy asseveration,
which seemed to satisfy the other‘s scruples, and
then the two went out and surveyed the house
which contained our friends.

“ It don't seem easy to tackle," said Ball, “and
yet I can climb a stone wall."

“ We'll have to use tools," answered Tim.
" Ah, well, one of them as employs me knows

all about that," responded Ezra.
“ I should think so," thought Tim, who knew

that he referred to Jerry.
" When shall I be wanted?" asked Tim, aloud.
“ That's what I want to know," Ezra said.

“They seem rather funky over the job. Where
can I see you to-night 7"

“ Anywhere you like," responded Tim. “ Will
Drury Lane do 7"

"Yes. If they want to see you, you won't
mind 7"

“Anything to oblige," responded Tim, who,
in truth, didn't like that part of the job at all.

“Ten o'clock, then, at the corner of Black
more Street," said Ezra. " I'm ofi to take
orders."

“ One more drink,“ mildly suggested Tim.
“You're in luck," laughed Ball.
“ Did a tidy job t‘other day," responded Tim.

"Two blokes were a robbing a chap about here,
when I knocked one down, frightened t'other,
and took the swag myself."

At which Ezra grinned and led the way into
the tavern, where, having had two drinks, they
parted.

Tim, as soon as the
gipsy

was out of sight,
turned tail and went bac to his employers, to
whom he reported all that had occurred.

After some discussion it was determined that
Tim should go to the rendezvous, but followed
at a distance by Dick, who, for a change, would
take the disguise of a coal heaver.

So at ten that night Tim, in his gipsy attire,
might have been seen standing at the corner of
Blackmore Street, Drury Lane ; while nearlv
opposite, apparently helping to support the walls
of a public-house, was Dick lounging at the door.

Then up came the other gipsy, and after u
few words, led the way to the “Sugar Loaf"
public-house, where there was a parlour.

It was, when they entered, tenanted only by
the confederate burglars, Brian and Robert.

Ezra Ball introduced his new pal, who, after
a few preliminaries, was accepted, and then n
discussion took place as to the final plan of
operations.

Tim was asked his opinion, but modestly
deferred to the others.

llfeauwile Dick, in his grimy habiliments, stood
at the bar enjoying a lazy pipe and pot.

He had plenty of patience when “ on the job,"
drank slowly, and smoked ditto.

Presently the door of the back room opened,
and five men emerged, but Tim was not with
them. They passed rapidly out of the house and
disappeared.

Dick darted into the room and found it

empty ; and yet there was no issue from it save
the door by which he had entered.

He peered round, examining the wainscoting,
all in vain.

Suddenly his eye detected, near the fireplace,

a spot where the flooring had recently been dis
turbed. Stooping down, he prised up the plank
with his jack knife, and found that below flowed
the turbid waters of one of the sewers.

Dick thrust his head through the orifice, and
made out nothing but a black mass of fetid
water.

Then he heard a faint cry.
“ Hilloa l“ he exclaimed, in a cheerful voice,

and then at once returned to the bar.
There was the landlord and a potman.
“ Simmons," he said to the former, in a firm

and commanding voice, “ come in here—you
know me," and he used some flash password,
which the other fully comprehended.

He followed Dick,_who pointed to the open
gap in the floor.

"Some scoundrels, who know the secrets of
this house," continued Dick, “ have thrown s.
friend of mine down there. I heard his cry a
minute ago. Now help me to save him, or I

must call in the oificers."
“ l will do what I can," said Simmons, and

going to the other side of the room he pushed
a plank, which gave way, in what is called
I/amulc fashion. The plank was six feet long,
and fastened-in the middle on a rod ; when one
end came up the other went down, in exactly
the same ratio.

" Here is a ladder," said Simmons.
Dick approached, and stooping very cautiously,

his eye fixed on Simmons all the time, called
“ Tim, arc you there? "
" Yes," responded a faint voice from just

below.
Dick rose, and turning to Simmons, addressed

him as follows :——
" Now, you go do\vn and bring up my friend ;

he's alone at the bottom of the ladder, or, by the
Lord that made me, I'll bust up your cut-throat
house i No nonsense—go 1"
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 888

The man saw Dick's eye, saw his hand playing
with the pistol in his belt, and, making a virtue
of necessity, began descending the iron ladder.

In his hand was a knotted rope with a loop.
“ Part of the murderous tools of the place,"

thought Dick. “I understand newa good many
Odd disappearances."

“ Hilloa l "
cried Simmons.

“ What do you want 7" replied Dick. .

“Bear a hand," responded Simmons, handing
up the bight of a rope ; " pulley—hauley l"

Dick lent all the force of his powerful frame
to the work, and presently, aided by the landlord,
he dragged into the room the insensible body of
Tim, whose head was bleeding from a nasty
blow.

" Brandy l " said Dick, and was at once obeyed.
Ten minutes later Tim was gazing around with

n. dazed and vacant look.
Dick gave him another dose of brandy, which

he took to very kindly.
‘

A quarter of an hour later Dick was telling
him what had happened. _

Tim could give no further explanation than
that he had received a nasty blow on the back of
his head, after which he found himself plunged
in reeking, filthy water, and grasped the first
thing he could find.

This proved to be the iron ladder, to which he
held on, “ like grim death to a nigger."

As soon as Tim was able to walk, they started
out into the open air. .

As Dick passed the bar, he leaned over and
whis red something in the landlord's ear :—

“ fieyou are here at twelve'o’clock to-morrow,"
were his words, “ you will have a visit from
Pooly."

And he passed out.
Pooly went ‘the next day, accompanied by

several oficers, and armed with written parti
culars from Tom King, searched the house. But
it was empty. Simmonsand all concerned had
taken their departure.

But a carpenter was called, and, with the con
sent of the owner, the murderous machinery was
destroyed, and entirely new flooring pat to the
parlour.

There were no more mysterious disappearances
from the “ Sugar Loaf."-ii

1

OHAPTEB CLXIX.
'BLL» POUDBEE.

Meanwhile, ignorant of how their fell purpose
of murder had been thwarted, the five conspira
tors met next day, and came to a final decision.

The weather wasiundecided, and it looked very
much like a storm.

' '

There would be, if this were so, none about the
streets that night. Even the watch would keep
within their snug sentry-boxes, whence not even
horses or ropes would drag them.

About twelve, the five, disguised, with masks
ready for use, reached the grounds of Seymour
House.

The windows were rather high from the
ground, and unattainable without a ladder.

They must attack the domestic ofiiees.
After lengthy consideration, Jerry decided

on attacking a certain back ‘door, which, at all
events, would give them access to the house.

All was still and silent. It was a very dark
and rather tempestuous night, so that there was

practically no fear ol interruption from out
siders.

The burglar knew his trade, and was not long '
Before he had mastered the lock. But then he
knew that the door was bolted.

With a small, keen, steel saw he soon removed
a panel from the door, and pushing back the
bolts, entered the passage.

They were now in command of the basement,
and entered.

‘All were armed to the teeth, and prepared for
the worst.

Their spies had kept them well assured of one
thing, that none but the masters and ordinary
domestic servants resided in the house.

Neither Dick nor Tom had ever been seen to
enter or leave it.

Brian and the others very correctly put down
"the men servants as nothing. As a rule this class,
over-fed and under-worked, never risk their
precious carcasses for those whose bread they
eat.

Two oldish men and a youth, however, were
still of not much account to face such fierce
desperadoes as were collected against them. 1

Having reached the foot of the stairs leading
to the upper part of the house, they again
listened, but not a sound of any kind was to ‘be
heard. '

Everything was silent as the grave.
They went upstairs, Brian leading the way,

‘and thus they gained the hall, which had three
doors, one of which, that of the library, was open.

They went in and looked on all sides.
Then a fearful laugh, a blood-curdling laugh,

was heard, and the door of the library was
slammed-to violently. '

_
They were faced by Colonel Grant, Lord

Elphick, Lord Jermyn, Dick, Tom, and the gipsy
lad they believed dead, all heavily armed.

“ Move but one step and ye are dead mcnl "
said Dick, stemly. “ Throw your‘ weapons
down."

They were too stunned with fear to hesitate,
and cast their weapons down. Tim picked them
up, with a quiet sneer on his face, and ‘secured
them.

“ What have you to say, why I should not‘ stiiid
for the officers and have you taken up for the
attempted murder of my faithful servant here l"
said the Earl of Elpbick, putting his arm round
Tim's neck. . " A good many other things would
crop up."_ _

“ Family pride will prevent you," said Brian,
insolently. “ You can’t punish me without the
exposure l "

“Family pride," replied Grant, "is much, but
criminals may go too far. I begin to feel like the
Sheriff of Galway."

“ And pray, sir," asked Brian, with studied
insolence, “ what did that gentleman feel like
if I may be so inquisitive?"

“ Hanged his own son for murder l" answered
Grant, “ when all else refused to do it l"

Even Brian shivered at this, and. taking ad

vantage of the diversion, the defenders of the
house retreated, barring and boiling the doors
behind them.

The five burglars found themselves caught in a

nice trap.
A violent 'fit of cursing followed, when they

had examined the room.
The windows had heavy bars and ont-side

shutters. Besides,if Jerry 0OHltl have used his

tools, they knew full well that they would be
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384 THE BLUE DWARF ;

watched on the outside by perhaps more than
they should like to meet.

They had nothing else to do but to grin and
bear it.

Presently the door of the library opened, and
Tim, still in the dress of the gipsy lad, entered,
carrying a huge bowl of punch, followed by a
page boy with a tray of pipes and tobacco.

“Swing or not," said Tim, “ I can’t bear to
rob a poor man of his—punch ; so I've brought
you a slit! jorum. It may be your last, so make
the most of it l"

He set it down on the table, placed the tobacco
beside it

,

and retired with a mocking bow.
“ And that's the joker who humbugged me l"

said Ezra Ball, with a round oath. “ Ah, well,
I'll remember him. If I aint even with him
may I become a Georgie l“

“ Ha I hal ha l" The Blue Dwarf‘s laugh.
It made their blood run cold.

Every man filled himself a stifi jorum of punch
and drank it off.

This warmed them a little, and then they
slowly filled their pipes. No matter what their
fate was to be, they might as well be comfortable
while they could.

As soon as the pipes were lighted, they again
filled their goblets. The punch was hot and
strong, and peculiarly nice flavoured, so that
they were soon at their third and last glass.

When this was finished, they one and all went
ofl into a heavy sleep. '

Meanwhile the masters above had ‘gone off to

tI
l)

ie affair of the season, the bal paudrée of Lady
inely.
Laura appeared as Maid Marion, Shelton as

Robin Hood, Lord Jermyn as Friar Tuck, and
Colonel Grant as a rather elderly Will Scarlet.

It was noticed how full of spirits they all were.
Nobody suspected that for the moment they felt
free as air—relieved for awhile from the incubus
which usually hung round them like a millstone
round the neck.

They danced until a late, or rather, a very
early hour.

When they returned to Seymour House the
servants were moving about as usual, and the

glans
was free from all signs of the midnight

vadera

CHAPTER CLXX.
nrrrno roassr.

When the burglars woke alter their heavy and
drugged sleep, they found themselves in total
darkness, and, as they could at once tell by the
peculiar sensation, moving along the highway.

They were immured in a kind of van, without
ohink or orifice of any kind to admit the faintest
ray of light.

More than that, they were secured by heavy
fetters, hanging from the waist to the ankles,
which were so fastened as to render anything
but a bobble impossible.

The professional burglars at once declared
that it was the prison van, and that they were

- being hauled ofi to some county gaol.
Even through the sides of the vehicle they

could hear the trot of other horses than those
which were attached to the van.

“_I don't think they‘ll give us up to the beaks,“
said Brian. " What I fear is that they will stow
us away in some musty old vault under one of
their ancient castles. They own about six or
seven between them."

The whole party groaned, while Ezra Ball de

clared that he would rather be hung right 05
than endure such degradation.

Still the van went on with its monotonous
jog. They soon became aware, from the ruts and

jolting, that they had left the king's highway,
and Brian became more confirmed in his

opinion.
Presently the vehicle halted, and then a trap

door in the roof opened, and the mocking voice
of Tim Roach was heard.

“ Would you like any breakfast this morning,
gents all? Hot rolls and cofiee, eh-and real

Ey-talian chocolate l"

A volley of curses was the reply.
“ Not thirsty, not hungry, you say 7" he went

on, coolly. “ 1'11 report as much," and he

prepared to close the trap.
“Give us something to driukl "

roared Brian,
furiously.

“ Drink l " repeated Tim, in an awe-struck
tone ; “ you'll have to give up that luxury where
you're going I

" ‘ '8pusethis kinder talk from me soundsa little odd,
Bela’ ashnw I allus drank my shareof forty-rod.
But ef I had to live agin the years that's past and gone
1'd undertaketo organisea ternp'ranoeclub of one.’"
“ Come down out of that you accursed imp of

Satan," Brian shouted, with n chorus of terrible
oaths. “ Give us something to drink."

Tim closed the trap and retired, only, bow
ever, for two or three minutes, when he reopened
the trap and let down a huge jar, to the neck of
which hung five cups. After this he threw down

a number of small loaves and five packets of
cheese, and then went away, leaving the trap
door, however, open.

The prisoners shared the food and drink, and

presently, at the request of Tim, handed up the
jar, which he promised to replenish before they
started again.

He kept his word, and even left the trap in the
roof open.

Presently he let down some pipes and tobacco,

making, however, sarcastic allusions to them of
not having any where they were going.

Finally, when they had endured another hour
of fearful jolting that shook their insides almost
to pieces, he gave them a bottle of whisky be
tween them.

This they divided fairly enough, sud the
jolting presently ceasing—they bad evidently
reached the king's highway—they lay back as
best they might to sleep.

When they once more awoke they were again
in darkness, but the sense of motion was gone.
Feeling with their hands they soon found they
were lying on straw ; then putting their hands
behind them, they felt rock. Worse than all,
they were chained at the wrists to staples in the
wall.

A hideous groan came from all, and then a
volley of curses.

" Swear not l" said afearful,chuckling voice, as

a light suddenly appeared in the cave, and,
dressed more fantastically than ever, Sapathwa
appeared before them, clutching in his hands a
huge knotted cudgeL

Behind him, holding a light, was Tim Roach.
The two burglars and the gipsy shouted with

terror, while Brian foamed at the mouth and

assailed him with furious reviliugs.
The supposed gipsy hung up the lamp he was

carrying, and going back a little, summoned

Half-hung Smith, who came forward with a
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TIM BOACH AGAIN SAVES THE LII-‘B OF THE EARL OP ELPHICK.
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38? THE BLUE DWARF;

»—--—_f-i"'*‘~
pitcher and five loaves, which he banded to each

man, with a pannikin. _
These were filled by him with water—they

were all parched with thi.rst—and.gladly they
drank it.

As soon as each pannikin was drained, the
attendant on Dick Turpin filled it again, after

which the whole party retired, leaving the

flashing lamp on a bracket stuck in the wall.
“ What does the infernal man-monster mean T".

said Brian, in a low tone, to Robert.“-. “ Does he

-mean to keep us here?” ' -
_ _-“‘- “Who can say as to what length his bitter

‘malice-will go," replied Robert, sulkily. “ All I
can say is, accursed be the hourmhat I was ever
mixed up in this infernal mess."

“You can leave it when you like," sneered
Brian.

"Can I 7" roared Robert, savagely ; “ don’t
irritate me too much 1" '
' “ And, pray, if l do, -what then T"

“I'll strangle you l"
“Bosh l” said Brian ; “ you?
He could say no more, for Robert Woodstock

It

flew at him, and catching him by the throat, tried
to strangle him:
-' But when Brian moovered himself, exerting
his strength, he"placed his nervous hands round
the other's neck, and non had his eyes starting
from his head. V - -

-"No fighting allowed 1” mid a mocking voice,

Vas a shower of blows was rained, without undue
favour, on the two combatants; " now then l"

And he gave them each a crack on the head,
‘which made them see more stars than were ever

visible in that cave before.
“Now, then, you scoundrel l" roared Brian, as

'he recognised Tim Roach; “ what do you mean
- by this insolence 7" while Bobert Woodstock
objurgated with several polite and unpolite
oaths. o

“ No fighting allowed, no bad language l"
said Tim, shearing oi! to a distance; “as the

bard says :-
‘“‘ Stillbar-room talk an‘ sich doesmorethsn drink to spoil

Fa‘:rt.-hlbuinmdabsorb more pissn than the stomachever
can!‘ "

-:
5

’

The two furious advermries foamed with rage

-' at their incapacity to be revenged on this poetical

"' tormentor, who‘
'
knew by experience how apt

quotations tell upon men who are helpless to
'retort. t ‘
'

“No whiskey before bedtime for those who
quarrel," the pitil Tim said. “ ‘Let dogs delight
to bark and bite, for 'tis their nature to,’ but
men must be taught better."

And he walked away to where Dick and Tom
awaited him. Sspathwa had taken his departure
to confer as to their future proceedings.

Four days of this life had very much reduced
the energy and vigour of all the party. Bread
and water all day to men used to the best of good
living, with just one glam of whiskey at night,
told tremendously.

But they dared not remonstrste, as Tim had

plainly told them that any coming indulgence

depended wholly on their good behaviour.
The fifth morning came—they only knew the

difierence by the days—and they woke as usual.
Beside them was their usual pittance of bread
and water. When they moved to reach their
jugs, a loud cry burst from all. Their letters had
disappeared l

They were free!

Brian hastily felt in his pockets, and found his
money safe. .

“ Lead on 1" he said to Ezra Ball, as, after one
drink at the jug, he kicked the other over, and
darted out of the cavern.

The gipsy, as soon as his eyes recovered their
power under the beams of . daylight, looked
around. - . .

“Closeto my camp l" he said; "better come
and feed there."

He:led the way, without waiting for an answer.
Forcing his way through a gap in a hedge, he

soon led them to a small retired piece of com
mon, which was studded by about twenty or
thirty low-roofed g

i

sy huts.
Ezra Ball nodd as he passed through the

dwellings, having cautioned the others to
silence.

He soon stood beside a larger tent than the
others, where a young gipsy in a smock frock
was very busy blowing at the sticks under a pot
to make it boil.

" If you want drink,” said Ball, “ that boy will
take a donkey and bring what you like."
_

“ Get a gallon of whiskey and all the beer you
can for this,” replied Brian. He knew the value
of being on good terms with the tribe.

Ball soon produced some large jars of light
material, and a stone gallon jar, which he gave
to the boy, and speaking in Bomany Boy, sent
him ofi quickly.

He returned in a very short space of time with
the drink, which Brian bade him distribute to
his friends, keeping only what they wanted for
this one meaL

There was a general grunt of satisfaction all
round, and then, clean platters and paunikins
being produced, all fell to.

Our hungry ex-prisoners found the stew ex
cellent. It was composed of almost everything.
Sometimes they found themselves busy with the
wing of a fowl, at another the leg of a rabbit,
then a piece of mutton, or other flesh and fowl,
which they could scarcely distinguish.

To these were added every sort of vegetable,
among which potatoes predominated, forming a

stew which an epicure might have envied.
After breakfast, Brian said to Ball that he

should go to London and look round, to find out
how things were going. Give up his revenge he
would not, he said. Would Ezra Ball be in
Drury Laue at the “Sugar Loaf" four nights
hence? With which he gave him a few guineas
and asked him to guide him to Chingford, where
they could hire horses. _

Ezra said that as an accomplished horse doctor,
as most gipsies are, he could recommend Brian a
man who would trust him with twopexcelvlent
steeds, which he could leave at a livery stable
in London, with which Mr. Chimpion, the
livery-stable keeper, was connected.

Brian expressed his gratituu-_-, and the three
walked into Chingford and were duly introduced
to Mr. Champion, who at once confided his steeds
to Mr. Brian Seymour.

_

He and Robert rode to London, left the horses
where they had promised, and then went to
Brian's apartments, where they
Seymour in a state of great anxiety and tribu
lation.

Brian laughed, and told her never to expect
him until he came. He then gave her some
money from what remained, and bade her get
everything ready for a comfortable evening for
himself and a friend or two.

found Mrs.’
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 887

_Out of the pmeesii of iiu 1»: big hllll he had !
“ That's Dick Turpin’s doing," said Brian, when

paid of! one of his Jew creditors, and had deter- ' they were alone ; “ he's devil enough for any
mined on a fresh suppl , which, on the same
terms, he knew he shoul get without difficulty.

He visited Mr. Abrahams, got what he wanted,
after a little haggling, and then, picking up a
couple of friends at a club, went home to a
copious and succulent re

In his heart he coul not compare it to the
feast of the morning ; but that was eaten in the
forest, after a bread and water fast of nearly a
week.

A very jolly evening was passed, and then the
party adjourned to the “ Cocoa Nut," where they
wound up the night.

Before going out, however, Brian gave Mrs.
ymour a note for fifty, which put her in ex

cellent humour.
Next day Brian drove in a hackney coach to

near Seymour House. The blinds were down,
and on inquiry at the nearest public-house they
found that they had been gone five clear days.

“ Mr. Wilson, I think," said the landlord, look
ing on a side shelf. “ Here is a note for you."

“Fill our glasses," Brian said, as he opened
a badly-written, ill-spelt note, watered, and
stamped with a thimble.

It was from Polly, the pretty housemaid of
Seymour House,to tell him that the family were'

g out of town—she did not know where,
but would write as soon as they arrived.

When Brian was prowling around Seymour
House in the disguise of afootmim, he had made
the acquaintance of Pretty Polly, as the men
servants called her, and by flattering her and
making her presents had won her over I0 his side.

He was, he said, out of place, but was inde
pendent of service, having quite enough to live
on, and even start a public-house, that summum
bonum of a servant's ambition.

All he uanted was a wife—-not one with
money, but one who would look after his in
terests, which would then be her own.

“ Some one like yon, Mary," he said. “ Ithink,
when we know one mother better, we might
make a buckle ot it."

Mary Minchen had nothing to say “ agin " it
,

and so the thing was understood.
His Judas-like alliance was already bearing

fruit. After all the trouble and expense they
had put themselves to to sequesti-ate himself
and followers, they were defeated by a woman l

Brian now resolved to hide his time, and wait
for the letter from Mary.

He and Robert amused themselves in their
usual way, dicing and cards, with an occasional
change, and when the evening came they went
to meet Jerry, Mark, and Ezra, at the "Sugar
Loaf."

They met at the hour agreed on, and to their
amazement found it “ closed for repairs." Going
into a neighbouring inn, and introducing the
subject, they found that Simmons had made a
bolt of it. Some one had written to Bow Street
to expose the tricks played in the parlour ; but
Simmons had been warned, and was ofi before
he could be caught.

He, the landlord, had been permitted by the
owner of the “Sugar Loaf,“ who was also his
iiindlord, to see the monstrous death-trap which
n customer in search of a friend had discovered.

“l've seed many a cove go into that there
hou~e," cried boniface, warmly. “I believe it

is a bad place-what Parson btubbiiis calls a

Holy Ghost“ (holocaust).

thing."“ urse him l" replied Jerry. “Jack Simmons
was the right sort. Many a haul we've made in
that house between us—aud now—he's gone."

“ He'll turn up at Barnes," continued Mark,
“ when you want him. I'll spot him."

“ Well, ‘ Nag‘s Head ' to-morrow night. Wait -,

[may be detained," Brian added; “then we'll.
decide."

And thus they ; the lower-class ruflians
going to one of the dens suited to their mental
capacity, while Brian and Bobert adjourned to a
fashionable hell, where they are a little more
refined in manners, using milder oaths, but not

a whit better in morality and honesty.
At one den they played High, Low, Jack, and

the Game ; and at the other, Lansquenet.
There the difference ended.
Next day, sauntering down to Seymour

House, “ Mr. Wilson" entered the publichouse
and found a letter from Mary.

It was dated Dover, and said they were living
at Castle Dysart, the property of Colonel Grant.
Should he be coming that way, she would be
glad to see him.

Brian at once made up his mind, and joining
his coadjntors, bade the three hired rufiians go
down to Dover by coach, while he and Robert:
would go down on horseback.

Brian had, however, by this time become
aware that open violence was of no use against
Sapathws, Dick, Tom, and Tim Roach. They
were too much for him.

His only chance was by trickery and cunning,
and not knowing what shifts he might be reduced
to, he sent quite a museum of disguises down
to Dover by the waggon, called the “ Express" in
those days, because, travelling day and night, in
was only three days on the road.

As Brian and Robert were in no hurry to
arrive before this, they could enjoy tbemseives
on the road, and look out for adventure at the
same time. .

Brian had learned one thing through his con
nection with highwaymen and that class—and
that was caution.

He sent forward all the money not immedi
ately required, through the bank, put a few
guineas in his pocket, and a small note or two in
the lining of his coat.

They were not very likely to be robbed ol
much in this way.

Their adventures on the road were, however,
trivial, and in due time they reached Dover,
putting up at a very good hotel, but not at one
of the sweli ones near the water.

They made inquiries, and found that Castle
Dysart was five miles inland. It was not a very
large place ; but though ancient, well preserved.
There was a village near at hand, and a little
further on was a ruin, Castle Belvoir, which
was situated halt-a-mile from the more mooeru
residence.

This was quite a show place, and an old woman
had a hut with an enclosure, where she kept a
cow. This, with the fees from visitors, enabled
her to get a very decent living.

Dover, from its being the high road to Paris
and the Continent, was very much frequented,
especially by young gentlemen of fashion, with
their tutors, when starting for the grand tour.
Either going or coming they felt it necessary to
see Dover Castle and the stock curiosities.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



388 THE BLUE DWARF ;

Brian heard all this, and then went to the
little inn where the three ruflians had put up,
and bade them disguise themselves as well as
they could—os sailors he thought would be best
—-and then go to Belvoir village and await his
orders.

He bade them select a mere alehouse, where
they might give out they were hiding from the
press gang.

He himself would go to the “ Belvoir Castle
Inn," as a groom out of place, while Robert
Woodstock would be a doctor come down from
the great metropolis, in search of absolute repose
after his arduous duties.

As Robert Woodstock had been intended for a
doctor, and had had a large sum of money spent
on his education before his rascality disgusted
his relations, the fraud was an easy one.

CHAPTER CLXXI.
TH] "ns: BELYOIB casrns" nus.

Brian, during his chequered life, which had
extended over twenty-seven years, had played
many parts, among others that of an actor. He
had, during that time, learned to make-up
admirably.

He made u as a groom at the inn where he
had taken up is quarters, and when dressed in
the proper costume of the period, with neat
whiskers instead of flowing moustachios and
short pesky beard-these he sacrificed—a good
deal of paint judiciously applied, and so on, it
would have been hard for any one to have re
cognised him.

Robert, coming into his room, did not do so
until he spoke; but his powers extended even
to his voice.

Robert had assumed his doctor's disguise also,
and wonderfully well he looked the part.

Satisfied with this, they both put on cloaks
preparatory to going out.

They had both paid their bills to the last
penny, and for the rooms in advance, saying
that they might be called away at any moment
for a day or two.

Such customers as these never have their afiairs
too closely inquired into. When men are free
with their money, they can do pretty well what
they like; so Brian and Robert went out that
evening, and did not return for some days.

They went to the inn where Jerry, Mark, and
Ezra Ball were lodged, and thence started in a
kind of rough coach for Belvoir.

When within halt a mile of Belvoir all alighted,
and walked into the village.

Then the three sham sailors went to the little
a1ehouse—they had each a bottle oi rum in his
wallet—and Mr. Jack Wilson, groom, followed
Dr. Hardwick into the “ Belvoir Castle" Inn.

Brian did the swell groom, a personage highly
appreciated at an inn, throwing his money about
with a recklessness which was delightful to mine
host.

Dr. Hardwick was very particular about having
everything of the best. He did the pompous.

“Let me—ahl—have everything of the very
best. Never mind—ah l—a little extra cnnrge,”
he said, solemnly ; “ I have had a weary season,
s heavy season, and must recuperate; therefore,
everything of the best."

This to a money-making landlord was, indeed,
welcome news.

He 8!]COR."l-ll&'$dMr Jan-Ir Wilson in his lavish

expenditure by joining him at every opportunity.
He also encouraged the supposed docmr by

senaiing
into town for all the luxuries he could

fin .
Mr. John Wilson asked about the family at

Dysart Castle, about whom Vance, the landlord,
was very enthusiastic. He spoke of them in the

higliest
terms. They were free, generous, and

nob e.
The “ Castle," not having been visited for

many years, was poorly supplied with wines and
spirits, and they had given him a free order to
send in a hundred guineas' worth of his best,
which he did to the best of his ability.

Then the servants were free, and two gents
who were staying with them, real jolly ones, Mr.
John Palmer and Mr. James Markham, were such
company!

They were down every evening, and kept the
parlour alive and in a roar, while the best 0}
c’0c1-yt/ting was not too good for them.

“ They're too big high-flyers for me l" said Mr.
John Wilson.

“Not a bit of it l"
“ Well, I think so," remarked Mr. Wilson,

drily ; “ let them keep themselves to themselves,
the taproom is good enough for me."

This was so emphatically expressed that Mr.
Vance never thought of pressing the matter any
further.

Next day Mr. Wilson, with a straw in his
mouth and his hands in his nether pockets,
strolled out to have a look at Dysart. Though
called a castle, it was a long, low, two-storied
mansion, ivy-clad and picturesque, as any one

_ may see in the "Seats of the English gentry."
Belvoir Castle was, indeed, a grand ruin, what

was left of it—that is, a tower and some crum
bling walls.

There was a path across the picturesque little
park leading to Dysart, not exactly a right of
way, but which respectable people who kept to
the path were allowed to use.

This Mr. John Wilson followed, until it
brought him very near the house. Then he began'
to whistle a particular tune, which he had tried
near Seymour House, the more that he thought
he saw his pretty Mary in the garden at the back
of the mansion.

She turned swiftly, saw him, and followed to
where he stood, under n large overspreading
oak.

He greeted her with intense enthusiasm,
though he could not help laughing at the sur
prise with which she gazed on him.

“ Ah! l'm on the job," he said; “ want to find
out something; don't want everybody to know
me. Don't you think I look well?”

“ Immense l" says she.
" Well, can you get out of an evening?” he

asked, after asking a few questions, and doing a
little very simple love-making.

“ Everyone has a couple of hours out of an
evening," she answered.

“ Well, then, what hour to-night 7" he asked.
She would slip out about eight, and they could

3have a nice walk in the park.
This agreed on, he thought it wiser to separate,

as his presence in the park might create ofience.
.\Iury suggested that they were too kind to all

to be easily ofiended, but Mr. John Wilson shook
his head very wisely, and said that she did not
know so much about the nobs as he did.

And so they parted, she going back to her
domesiic duties, he returning to his quarters at
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 389

the inn, where, at eleven o'clock, he found a very
excellent breakfast prepared for him.

This, with smoking and drinking in company
with the landlord, occupied until one, when he
announced his intention of having a look at the
ruins.

Vance pointed out a path which would lead
him there without any chance of missing his
wav, and lb-°.ii Mr. John Wilson started.

He f0l4l\l the ruins easily, as the landlord
explsincu, and stood beneath the tower, which
was a sp.euuid specimen of medimval architec
ture. .

The old woman came out, and in a squeaking
voice asked if he would like to see the vaults. .

Yes, he would, and slipped half-a-crown into
; her hand.

She then rummaged out a lantern, and led the
way into the tower, and then to an arched way
leading to the vaults.

The steps were rather worn, but they reached
the bottom in safety. The vaults were, indeed,
worth seeing. They were horrible dens, with
staples in the walls and slits for windows, and

"atone
floors, which made Mr. John Wilson shud

er.
When he had seen his fill he left the vaults,

and was turning towards the steps, when he
saw a narrow passage going downwards.

“Where does that lead to T" he asked.
“ Oh," said the woman, shivering and shudder

ing, “ I never show that. Them's the death
vaults, where folk might lie, and rot, and die,
and nobody never hear."

“ Look here, old woman," he said, showing
her two half-crowns, “ that's just the sort of
place I want to see. Every castle has vaults
like yours, but you have got the genuine thing
—I must see that."

"Well, you must take the lantern and go
yourself; I've been once-that's enough for me,"
the old crone replied.

Mr. John Wilson gave her the money, and
she handed him her bunch of keys and the
lantern.

The groom at once descended the steps. It
was a horrible den—slimy, with creeping things
upon the walla At last he came to a low, narrow
door, and put the key in it.

It turned with difliculty, and then he found
he was in a narrow cell, low-roofed and
mephiiic.

"Just the place," he muttered to himself.
“ Hanged if I won't do it l"

And closing the door, he ascended to the light
of day.

“Much obliged," he said, giving the woman
an extra shilling and handing her the bunch of
keys, which were numerous, so that she did not
miss the key of the dead hole.

He then returned to his inn, and dined with
zest and appetite. He felt that this woman had
solved a great difficulty.

But how was it to be done? _
This was a matter for thought. Perhaps his

interview with pretty Polly that night might
solve the difiiculty.

It was about a quarter to eight, when, with his
hands in his pockets and the usual straw in his
mouth, he appeard in the passage of the Belvoir
Castle Inn, preparatory to keeping his appoint
ment. He ordered adrink at the private bar.
and was in the act of drinking it, when, dressed
in a countrified farmer's way, but yet as gentle
men, Dick Turpin and Tom King entered.

They took a glance at the natty groom and
then entered the parlour, where a few of the
kab-itués had already collected.

Mr. John Wilson calmly finished his glass,
and then went out into the open air in the
direction of Dysart Castle.

He reached the rendezvous at a little past
eight, and found the too-confiding girl waiting
for him. After an opportune greeting he took
her arm and they went, Darby and Joan fashion,
into the more retired portion of the park.

“ Anything to see in Dysart Castle?" he
asked presently.

“ Not much," she replied ; “a few pictures
and some old armour-—that's about it."

“ Ah l“ said John.
I 1"I su they're very particu ar peop e—no

f0llOW8lgp:figW6d 7" he continued.
“None. Mr. Tim is al‘ays a peering round

the kitchen,” she answered; " he's all very well,
but he's so curious."

“ Ah, well, don't satisfy his curiosity," he went
on; “ I think I knew him in London. Colonel
Grant's body servant, aint he 1"

“ Something of that sort," she said, pettishly,
“only he rides the high horse over the other
servants—I can't abear him."

“That's right l" cried John Wilson, approv
ingly ; “ don't stand any of his nonsense.’

“ Oh, he don’t try nothing of that sort on,"
she continued, with a toss of the head; “ he's
got a young Irish wife who looks pretty sharp
after him."

“Married l" cried Mr. John Wilson.
" Yes," she answered.
“ Well, we'll he soon," he said,and thenbegan

to talk of tlr sir own aflairs, a matter in which
pretty Polly to-ok a pardouable interest.

Mr. John Wilson went down to the inn, very
much puzzled. He had found his cage—but
what about his bird f

He was very much perplexed how to answer
this question; still he had patience, and con
tinued thinking it out, believirg that a conclu
sion would be arrived at at last.

He strolled to the alehouse where his agents
were domiciled, and spent an hour with them in
drinking and plotting ; but except that he could
tell them to keep ready for action he had not
much to say.

He finally retired to his own temporary resi

dence, wound up by
“ a thick and thin" booze

with the landlord, and retired to his bed to
sleep peacefully and well. _ _

He was very little troubled by conscience, this
man of the scheming brain, iron heart, and
utter unscrupulousness.

To gain his ends everything must go down be

fore him. This time he was playing indeed a

des erate game.
ext day, after an early breakfast, he again

strolled up to the alehouse, and gave his instruc
tions to his men.

He then wended his way to Dysart Park, and
entered by a path which led at a respectful dis
tance past the front of the house. In this way
he reached a clump of oaks, where he halted for
a brief space of time. _

Behind him, walking slowly as if in admiration
of the scenery, crime the doctor from Lon
don. He wore a heavy cloak. a very broad

brimmed hat, and spectacles. _
When in front of the house he turned as if to

admire the prospect.
The whole family were on the lawn. the two
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390 THE BLUE DWARF;

earls, the two countesses, Colonel Grant, and the

eternal baby and nurse.
The doctor stood back a little and peered

around. He was rather bent and feeble in ap
pearance.

Presently, at the suggestion of Laura, Shelton
Seymour picked up a camp stool and hurried
across the lawn to where the stranger stood,

quite abstracted from all that passed around.

Then a low, indistinct whistle was heard from
the oak thicket.

‘- A stranger in these parts?" said the young
earl. courleously.

-‘ Yes, sir ; Dr. Hardwick, of London, at your
eervie, in search of health—hem—Dr. Syntaxl
in search of the picturesque," he added, gaily;
“thank you, you arevery kind; under yonder
oak if you please," continued the doctor, walk
ing feebly by the aid of a stick.

Shelton Seymour readily carried the camp
stool to the oak tree, and placed it under the

shady boughs near the trunk.
Meanwhile, the group on the lawn continued <

conversing; the mother praitled with her babe, ,
Lady Jermyn prattled with her daughter, and I

the two gentlemen went in for settling church
and state.

Suddenly they looked across to the oak

thicket—neither the stranger nor the earl were
anywhere to be seen.

" What delays him 7" asked the colonel ; “ but
there, l will go and see ;" and he sirode with the
vigour of a young man over the intervening
space.

He called Shelton, but no answer came; he

dashed into the thicket, but could see nothing,
only one spot on the grass w-here there had been

trampling of many feet.
The colonel saw it all at once.

rage had been committed.
He rushed hack to the lawn, uttering as he

went onward curses for his carelessness in ever
allowing Shelton out of his reach. This sleek,

sickly stranger wasdoubtlessan emissary of Brian.
The rapid way in which he returned alone

told its own tale. They stood spellbound with
honor. As he neared the house Dick, Tom, and
Tim came rushing out. One was always on
the watch.

"The earl has been kidnapped l” cried the
colonel, gasping for breath.

The trio at once, at a hint from Lord Jermyn,
dashed for the thicket.

They, too, saw the signs of a struggle, men’s
heels dug in the soft grass, &.c., but there all clue
ended. Three gravel walks diverged in opposite
directions.

“ Let loose the dogs l" roared Dick, in a sten
tnrian voice, which was heard by other ears than
ihose it was intended for; “ you, Tom, to the
vale ; you, Tim, to the deer enclosure."

All his directions were obeyed, the dogs were
let loose, Tom and Tim went as was directed,
but not a trace of the earl or anyone else was to
lui found.

When Dick gave his loud call, Brian, Jerry,
Mark, and Ezra, with the doctor, were on the
edge of a trout stream, spanned at this spot by a
lofty bridge.

Three of them carried a burden wrapped in
the doctor's cloak. Th-i stream was shallow and
clear, and Mr. John Wilson, without hesitation,

stepped in, passed under the bridge, and out of
the park to where a cross-road took them in the
direction of the village.

A fearful out

But they followed the stream for some dis
tance, until they reached a thicket on the
Belvoir estate, where they landed and made for
the tower.

Mr. John Wilson's ideas had fructified. No:
only had he found the cage, but the bird.

After a brief conference Dr. Hardwick went
first, and, being received by the old woman, he

gave her half-a-crown. and asked to be shown

upstairs to the first floor,where there was agoo-1
view.

She had left her keys in her hut, and would
fetch them.

“You sell ginger beer, I believe?" said the.

doctor, afiably.
"Yes, and very good ginger beer it is," she

replied. .
The doctor followed her into the hut, and sat

himself on-the only chair, while she opened
,the bottle of refreshing but essentially mild

beverage.
The others took advantage of this diversion.

and entered the enclosure with their burthen.
Brian led the way. and in ten minutes more the

lord of Elphick Hall was cooped up in the
wretched cellar under Castle Belvoir.

They left him in his cloak, being eager to

decamp and leave the neighbourhood.
When Shelton Seymour recovered himself

from a smart knock he had received on the
head, he found himself in total darkness, but
where, of course, he knew not. His head acbed
and his brain reeled. He sat up for a moment
to collect his senses, and then fell back. an-i
remained for some time in a state of stupor.

Gradually he recovered, and again sat up.
He found he was lying on a cloak. He fi.--:
with his extended arms on each side of him, "'2!
touched nothing. He opened his eyes, whicri 21¢
had closed again, and tried. to pierce thr-\-.i;;v
the obscurity, but in vain—all was as dark uri
Erebus.

He then rose to his feet, and, extending his
hands before him, walked five or six feet on one
side till he was clear of the cloak, and came to
a wall. He followed the wall, and came to .-i
wooden door. After some further examination
he found that he was in a cellar about ten feet

square.
lie gave a loud cry, but the deadened sound

convinced him his voice could not be heard at

any distance.
Then he lay down, convinced that at last his

bitter foes had trapped him. His only hope
now lay in the devotion, courage, and energy of
the Blue Dwarf and his other friends

CHAPTER CLXKIL
a urn-: am) cur.

As soon as the desperate game had been

played, Jerry, Mark, and Ezra returned to their
alehouse for refreshments, wtiile the groom and
doctor hired a cart to take them into Dover.

They alighted as soon as it was reached ; and.
going to their rooms, which they contrived to
reach without being seen, they look off their
disguises and assumed the garb of plain citizens.

They summoned the attendant-who, it he
did not look his surprise, felt it—-and ordered
dinner.

This they enjoyed to the full, without one
pitying thought for their wretched and miserable

, victim, now pining in the cells of Belvoir Oasiie.
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But Brian had not done with El hick yet. He

knew the people they had to d with. They
might tand search the vaults of Belvoir
Castle; someone might hear a stifled groan from
outside-in fact he went over the whole chapter
oi accidents and chances.

There was nothing certain save death.
He had made up his mind. He would return

to the tower with a couple of his tools and put
an end to him. He selected Esra Ball andg as the two most unscrupulous instruments

is y.
Wit this end in view he and Robert drove

down to the “Belvoir" Inn; and, going in,
ordered glance.

Then they strolled down to the alehouse,
where they found their confederates in crime
awaiting them.

Brian bade them come out and have a talk,
which they did.

Brian was now so sure of the earldom and the
estate that he could afiord to be generous.

He promised heavily. ,

The child he counted for nothing. The father

‘o
a
t

0
*!

‘ the way, the babe could very easily be got

o

As he expected, for a sum down and the pro
mise of more, Jerry and Ezra agreed to do his
bidding. Jerry and the gipsy tossed who was to
actually do the deed.

It fell to the gipsy to be the actual asussin.
Jerry was to hold the light.
A heavy hammer was the instrument with

which the foul deed was to be done, and this
was easily rocured at the blacksmith's shop.

When l was settled, they returned and
ordered supper at the alehouse.

Meanwhile those in Dysart Castle had not
been idle.

Dick and Tom had a vague idea that the
stranger—whom they found on inquiry was a
Inndon physician-and the natty groom were
concerned in the outrage.

As the former glanced at the latter that night

a vague recognition hsd crossed his mind.
When they went to " Belvoir Castle" Inn and
inquired, they found that immediately after the
outrage they had hired a cart and left.

Oi the other three men they knew nothing.
But even if these two, whose identity they

rightly suspected, had murdered their master,
what had they done with the body?

All were wild with real anguish of mind.
None could feel like the agonised relatives and
iriends, but all knew that they had lost a good
master as well as a kind and generaus friend.

They hunted here, there, and everywhere.
Tim went into the kitchen to see if he could
trace any clue there.

“ That rascally swell groom is at the bottom
ot it," he said.

“ What, Wilson I" cried pretty Mary.

1
-F

“ Did you know anything of him l" asked
un.
“Promised to marry me!" responded pretty

Mary, whimpering ; and she told the whole
Story.

“ Why, that was Brian Seymour, master's
scoundrelly cousin," responded Tim, severely.
“ If the earl is dead, you'll be hanged as an
accomplice ;" and he hurried out, leaving Mary
in hysterics in the kitchen.

Tim repeated the story to Dick and Tom, who
were amazed at the man's audacity.

Still none of them could believe that the

villainous Brian Seymour, vile criminal as he
was, would venture to murder his own cousin.

He must have accomplices.
The three friends went down to the village

and made" inquiries. Tim was on friendly
terms with the blacksmith, who was also tarrler
to the castle. ~

He got chatting with him, and then came out

tlheprcsenceofthethreestrangersatthe
ale

ouse.

_Thei1cL:egouht‘the
lie of the hammer to a

gi - co c

Elglome and havpe' a drink, Baker," mid Tim to
the blacksmith.

He knew one thing, or thought he knew it
Theearlwasnotyetdesd,orwhybuy the
hammer 1

Theywenttothe alehouse,and drank at the -

bar.
Bothhousasbelonged to Colonel Grant, who

was lord of the manor.
Tim interviewed the landlord, and easily got

a secret view of his strange guests
He knew them at once as Jerry, Hark, and

Esra Ball.
His heart bounded with joy. The deed was

not yet done. These men were waiting for
orders, no doubt.

All they had to do was to watch carefully.
They sent a messenger up to Dysart Castle, and
then went into the bar parlour.

There they enjoyed themselves until night
fell, when, as they expected, the three men went
out in the direction oi the copse, round the
tower of Belvoir Castle.

The three had been drinking, probably to
keep up their courage, but they did not stagger
much in their walk.

Jerry and Mark were a good bit in advance,
making for the copse, where they were to meet
Brian Seymour.

Ezra Ball lagged behind. He had that heavy
hammer to carry.

The night was dark and cloudy, so that the
trio kept pretty close to the gipsy without being
seen.

Presently, with a great oath, he complained
oi a them having entered his foot, and sat down
to luck it out.

n an instant the three men were on him, and
he was secured and gagged.

Then Tim stripped him of his outer clothes,

slipped them on himself, and, securing the
hammer, went after the other two.

“ Now then, lazy l" they cried ; “ thought
you'd gone back for another drlnk."

T

“ Got a thorn in my foot; curse it," said
rm.
The other two now came up, and led the way

to the castle tower.
When within fifty yards of it Mark and Robert

Woodstock halted in a thicket, and kept a good
look-out.

Brian led the way.
The old woman had gone to ‘red.

l I i I U

Meanwhile Shelton Seymour, Earl Elphick,
lay in his dungeon in a state much more easily
imagined than described. It was s. dismal state
of half-dreaming, half-stupor. He could as yet
scarcely realise the tearful position in which he -

was placed.
Then he slept for s short time. When he

awoke he found himself awfully exhausted.
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892 THE BLUE DWARF;~
People who are accustomed to regular meals feel
the deprivation acutely.

He sat there, with parched mouth and heated
brain, trying to get up courage and strength to
cry out.

Then he heard footsteps approaching, and next'
minute, the key being turned in the door, two
men entered. One carried a candle, the other a

'heavy hammer.
'

"Anyone here I" asked the first.
“ Yes ; I, the Earl ——" was the faint answer.
The man behind raised his hammerasthe other

stooped to put down his lantern. The
wgadponcame down with ctushin force on the h of

Jerry, who fell dead at "m Hoachfs feet.
“ Quick, my lord l_

" said Tim, picking up the
lantun, and clutching the hammer; “therels
no time to loss l"

Brian now stepped forward to see what the
matter was, and was hurled into the cellar, the
key being turned

upon
him. _ _ _" This way, my ord,” said Tim, ofiering his

arm to his master.
They soou regained the level ground, and the

keen air revived Shelton.
Tim had a brandy flask.
At this moment Dick and Tom came in sight,

running.
~an right," said Tim.

bagged the other."
“Hoorah l" shouted Dick, and coming up, to

their great delight they found their beloved
master alive, though ilL

They at once agreed that Dick and Tom should
help him to the castle, while Tim ran forward
like a greyhound to give the glad news.

Brian, meanwhile, fell crushed, hopeless.
Himself a prisoner, beside a binding corpse i

It was too terrible to contemplate. One dead
body was already there, and should that dun
goon be ever opened again two corpses would be
found.

Did he repent? No. He cursed his ill fate,
and swore defiantly.

Then he heard cries.
His friends had found the lantern, and were

searching the vsult8.'
They came on, still shouting. He tried to

respond, but could not.
The air was murky and fetid, and seemed to

choke him.
Then he heard the key turn.

they had left it in the door.
But for this unfortunate mischunce,our narra

tive would have ended here.
The feelings of Brian when he found himself

restored to the light of day, instead of being
those of gratitude, were those of hate and bitter
ness. He thought of his revenge at once, and
vowed that for what he had sutfered he would
make others sufier tenfold.

It was not simply the desire to supplant his
distant cousin that urged him to action, but a
hot feeling of revenge.

He now hated Shelton Earl of Elphick with a

hatred which he had never-known before. He
had been left to die in that dungeon tower, as he

“I've found him and

In their hurry

'

supposed by the orders of his cousin ; he never
for a moment realised that it was Tim Boach's
own personal act.

So convinced was that worthy that Shelton
would not approve of his terrible resolve to
starve Brian, that he kept the secret from all.

CHAPTER CLXXIII.
a srurnnnous r|.0'r.

It was not Brian's policy to let his escape be
known too soon, so he and Robert decided to
transfer their headquarters to London, and thus
lull the suspicions of the ear1's party.

'

As London is generally the shelter of the
homeless, the resort of the unhappy and the
fugitive, so it is of the road and boa rivaat. No
where else could he find more varied amuse
ments or indulge in that ribald excitement so
dear to the hearts of such men as Brian and
Robert. .

They accordingly returned to the metropolis,
and took up their abode in Brian's lodgings,
where there was always a spare room for Robert
Woodstock.

Mrs. Brian Seymour, as her friends called her,
knew too well the nature of the link between
these two not to receive him with cordiality.
Besides, Brian would often stop at home of an
evening when there was anyone to keep him
company.

Brian never did care much for tits-d-tits
domestic felicity.

The first evening one or two visitors dropped
in, and they were able to indulge in their favourite
amusement of dice and cards.

Next day, however, they had a long conver
sation. Brian had come to the conclusion that
to circumvent Tim Roach, whose ubiquity was
something wonderful, they should find some one
whom they could trust to put on his track, either
to watch him or worm himself into his confi
deuce.

They determined to go to one of the haunts of
highwaymen and others, and see if they could
not pick up some impecunious rascal whom by
bribery they might win to their cause.

They had still some money left, quite enough
"

to carry on the campaign for a mouth or two, if
they could only find a convenient tool for their
purpose.

They must act quickly, as Lady Laura, being
still delicate, they must hurry their proceedings.

They had heard when at Dysart that there
was some talk of the South of France and Italy
for the winter, so that they must act with decision
and rapidity.

They determined to visit one of the slums
round Holborn, and took their way in that
direction.

As they were passing a narrow street near
Lincoln's lun Fields, they saw n crowd, and with
the usual curiosity of Londoners, went up to see
what it was.

A man was posting up a bill, and as soon as
he had finished they read :—‘

“Os: Huxonan Gvmsss Rswsnn.
"Whereas, on the 17thof this mouth, John Simeox was

robbedand dangerously woundedon the king's highway,
by a notorious highwaymen known as Jack the Howler,
near Hounslow Heath, this is to signify that the aoove
reward will be paid for information which may leadto the
apprehensionof the said Jack the Howler." Bow-street, this Zlst day of Sept-‘mber,17-.

"Hir.rtnr I-‘iannizm.
“Description-Not more than 20 or 21years of age,of

rather aristocratic appearance, 5 tests hign, nrcad-ahoul
dered,and well made."

Brian and Robert, having read the bill, turned
away from the crowd, and crossed over to a

publichouse on the opposite side of the way.
It was not very crowded, but in one compart

ment stood Pooly, the Bow Street oificer, with
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A TALE OF LOV*E, M,Y_S'I‘E_H_.¥, AND CRIME. 893

one of his aeolytex Hewas conversing with
the landlord, to whom he was showing the bill.“ 1»did see him last night," the landlord said ;
“ but he aint here now.” -

“ Well, you know," observed Pooly, ‘,‘that a

hundred guineas is a lot of money." .
“I know it is," the other answered, testily;

" bnt_I can't help yon. His l, Sue Meskin, is

in the taproom; no, here e comes l" and a

tlashily-dressed woman came out.
As she caught sight of the uniform of a Bow

Sireet runner, she started back. ,
Brian and Robert had ordered drinks and

drawn back, where they could hear without
being seen.

“ Don’t be frightened, Sue, my dear l" said the
ofllcer ; “ you're just the girl we want. Look at
this bill. Now, we're sure to have him to-night ;
so you might as well earn a hundred brandy
balls as not l"

“ But I love Jack so l" she faltered.
“Never mind about that," continued Pooly;

“ you can gel two Jacks and a Harry too for
that money l"

The gsrl whimperetl something, which ended
in her yielding.

"I don’t like it
,

you kuowl" she said, in a

what can be called nothing else but a snivelling
tone; “ but if you're sure of poor Jack, I might
as well have the hundred shiners as anyone else,
I've got to see him at twelve."

They could not catch the sound oi the place,
but finishing their glasses, went oii laughing.

“ There’s the boasted fidelity of woman l”

sneered Brian, darting down, the next turning,
which brought them in ten minutes to the house
they were in search of.

We have been there before. It was one where
none entered the private rooms but those who
had the password.

Brian had this, and so they passed in without
the slightest ditficulty.

They knew several of the ./iubituéa, and went
up to a table where some of them were seated,
and joined them.

They happened to be an impecunions lot, and
the arrival of Brian was hailed as providential.

He knew his customers, and was well aware
that among such people, What will you drink?

is the principle on which to win their favour.
Glasses were filled, and then Brian, looking

round, felt himself irresistibly attracted by a
young man seated at a table close at hand, in
conversation with two others.

He was dashingly dressed, with a red coat and
cocked hat, white doeskin trousers and top boots;
his hands were gloved, and his whole mien was
aristocratic in the extreme.

‘

But what amazed and astonished Brian was
his extraordinary likeness to Shelton Seymour,
Earl Of Elphick.

It was the most remarkable thing he had ever
seen. Presently he asked one of his acquaintance
who that was.

“ That's Juck the Howler," was the reply, “ a

right good fellow."
At once flushed on Brian's cunning mind the

idea of a gigantic fraud.
Nothing less than to substitute Jack the

Howler for the Earl of Eiphick, and give up the
Earl as the highwayman to‘ the authorities.

it was as daring a scheme as ever entered the
mind even of such a schemer as Brian.

Ilia first step would be to make the acquaint
ance of Jack the Howler, and win his gratitude.

He rose, and approaching the table, where the
young highwayman was seated, he bowed grace
fully, and asked for a moment's interview. His
two companions rose and went to the drinking
bar.

, “ Sir," said Brian, seating himself, “ I have
something of consequence to say to you."

“ l‘hen you know me 7" asked the other,
smiling.

“ You were pointed out to me. I will explain
my motive in being curious about you another
time," he replied. “ My motive in speaking now
is to warn you of danger to yourself."

“ In what way T" _ .

“Yon know that there is a bill out with a
hundred gnineas reward for your apprehension 7"
asked Brian. -

'
‘f I did not, sir."

“ Well, I saw it put up—opposite the ‘ Piebald
Cow '-—and there I saw Pooly in conference with
the landlord-—-"

“ Curse him l

" cried Jack.
‘° One moment. The landlord refused to have

any direct hand in betraying you, but he referred
him to Sue Meakin."

"And she consented 7" he cried, deadly pale.
“ Well, they all do it," replied Brian, equivo

cally. “ But I'll tell you.”
And he repeated all he had heard.
“ Serves me right l" replied Jack the Howler,

“for being so fond of the wench. You heard
something about twelve o'clock 7"

" Yes, but you never can tell," said Brian.
“ Pooly is artful."

"He will be artful if he gets in here without
my knowing," observed Jack. “Still, I am
under deep obligations to you. Will you favour
me by snpping will‘! me?"

"l have an intimate friend with me," re
sponded Brian.

“ Bring him with you,” said Jack.
Robert readily understood a sign from Brian,

and at once joined them. Jack the Howler, so
called because he was what was known as “a
howling swell," had gone off to his two friends,
and made an appointment with them elsewhere.

He then led the two companions through a
side door into u private room, where a waiting
man soon followed them.

Jack ordered supper on a most liberal scale,
and then they were left to themselves.

After some preliminaries, Brian spoke.
“My reason," he said, “for asking who you

were, was your extraordinary likeness to some
members of my family. I am cousin to Shelton
Seymour, Earl of Elphick."

" I was born on the estate," said the other,
grimly. “My moth_er was a very beautiful
dairymaid. I am only one week younger than
Shelton ; my mother was his nurse."

Brian grew livid.
“ Does she live l"
“Yesl"
“Then I believe you were changed at nurse," ,,.

urged Brian. “You are much more like ther-',
portraits of the late lord than the present pos
sessor of the title and estates."

“ So my mother says," Jack went on; " but ,~
_

she says that though it is so, he is the legitimate
son. She loves him like her own child—far
better than she loves me now, since I have
turned scupegraee."

“Ah, well," said Brian. “ I will see her, and
then we shall know. In the meantime I will tell
you what I propose."

4

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



394 THE BLUE DWARF ;

And, speaking in a low tone, he made his'au
dacious proposal to Jack the Howler, who was
known at home as John Summers, his mother
having married a keeper, who had arather warm

marriage portion wth her.
John heard the details with perfect awe. He

had been brought up to look on the Seymour
family as something superior, almost sacred ; his

putative father had been very kind to him when
he was alive.

lHe
therefore demnrred at entering into the

p ot.
“ Remember," said the tempter, “that if we

succeed you will be safe. Who will dare look
for Jack the Howler in such a high place I"

“ I see that," replied John Summers; “ and
then, what of Shelton?"

“ He must take his chance," said Brian, in a
tone of supreme indifference.

And John Summers agreed to this plan, never
stopping to think what they would do ; when,

having rid themselves of the new earl, they
found the false one standing in Brian's way.

He was in happy ignorance of the many
crimes already committed by this unscrupulous
villain in his (endeavours to get rid of the Earl
of Elphick and his innocent little heir.

At eleven o'clock the waiter was summoned to
the room for a last bowl, and wamed that they
might expect a visit from Pooly and a large
posse of otficers. John Summers bade the man
to give him full warning by ringing a bell which
would he heard in that room.

A quarter of an hour later a sharp ringing was
heard, and Jack the Howler leaped to his feet.

He then went to a window which opened on
some leads, blew out the candles, and passed
through, followed by his companions. At the
end of the leads was a ladder, by which they
descended into a dark and weedy garden.

At the extremity of the 'garden was a door
which opened into a narrow and marshy lane,
the end of which brought them into some very
low quarters in the neighbourhood of Smith
field.

Here Jack knew of a house where they would

be
pl-ell

received, and where they could pass the
mg t.

CHAPTER CLXXIV.
BACK AT nrsanr.

Meanwhile the family in the village near
Dover had been enjoying themselves as much as
it

vfias
possible with Lady Laura somewhat un

we
She only went out in the park or on the lawn,

attended by her husbandv.
The doctor could make but little out of her

case. She suffered from languor. The lungs
were in no way afiected.

The truth wms, as one of the eminent doctors
said, there was little the matter with her, but
worry tells upon the human frame with more
force and power than absolute disease.

The moment the earl was of age and able to
sign his will, long since made, Sir Thomas
Lipscombe said she would be better.

plot and scheme. It would not be worth while
to risk his life for the mere empty title.

It was determined that if Lady Laura did not
speedily improve, they would take her to the
south of France or Italy.

Meanwhile, every source of anxiety and worry
must be kept from her.

This opinion was well known in the castle,
and most strictly observed by all.

That Brian was quiet was no evidence. Tim, \
Dick and Tom were not many days in ignorance
of his escape. Racked with doubt, and some little
feeling of compunction, Roach had gone to the
tower and found the dungeon-door open, with
nothing in it but the festering body of the man
he had himself killed.

He turned away to join Dick and Tom, who
were at the inn in the village.

They .hes.rd of the escape with regret, as they
were once more chained down to their onerous
duties.

Nothing was said at the castle, all having too
much respect for Lady Laura to say anything
that might add to her uneasiness.

But they took their turns to watch.
Their vigil ended only at twelve o'clock, when

every aperture of the castle was closed, and all
had retired to rest.

Lady Laura was compelled to have a nurse in
her room all night, and Lord Elphick, therefore,
occupied another apartment in the same corridor,
at no great distance. .

Tim Roach also had a little room near at
hand.

One night—ten days after the meeting between
Brian. Robert, and John Summers—three men
might have been seen in Dysart Park on their
way to the castle.

When we say night, it was nearer mornin Q.
It might have been two o‘clock as they reached
the foot of the great tower of Dysart.

One of them now set to work to use certain
tools which were in his possession, and by this
means soon contrived to open a small door.

They then entered and closed the door after
them.

Half-an-hour later, two men came out, carrying
a burden between them.

O I U I i
In the morning, about nine, Tim Roach went

to call the young earl. As he did not answer
his knock, he went in and looked at the bed.

Shelton, Earl of Elphiclr, was still sleeping—
a most unnatural thing with him.

Tim Roach looked keenly at him, and started.
He then stooped over him.

“ That is not my master l” he muttered to him’
self.

At that moment the sleeper awoke.
“ Is that you, Tim 2” he said in a voice that

made Roach start.
It was the earl‘s voice, but that was all. The

face was hard, evil, and cunning—great as was
the likeness.

Tim Roach handed him his clothes in silence,
and then hastily left the room.

He went straight to the breakfast room, where
Earl Jermyn and Colonel Grant were waiting
breakfast for Shelton.

He was pale and excited.
“ What is the matter now T” asked Colonel

Grant, rising from his seat.
"' Oh sirl Oh my lord l” cried poor Tim. " I

can’t make it out—it's his voice, his form, his

And this document absolutely disinherited
Brian, and left the estates and personalty
in default of heirs male to heirs female; again,
in default of them to the family of the Earl
Jermyn, whose nephew would, if he lived to in
herit, be one of the richest earls in England.

ln four months Brian would have no need to f‘-\ce—but it's not him l"

J
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 89$

'
has become of my

'
earl.

“What do you mean, Tim T" faltered Lord
Jermyn, rather angrily.

“That the man in the bedroom is as like my
lord as two peas, but it isn't him," gasped Tim
»Boach, with tears in his eyes; “they've been
and changed !=i."n3"

The t-ro lllbll looked very much as if they
thought Tim llnll taken leave of his senses.

“ There he is 1" gasped Tim. “Judge for
yourselves."

'

They re-seated themselves, and at that moment
Jack the Howler entered.

He was fearfully calm, and his voice seemed
as usual when he spoke; but there was a subtle

distiidiction
which at once put them on their

gal‘:-was not Shelton Seymour; but who was it?
that was what they wished to learn.

“ How is Lady Laura this morning?" he asked,
as he approached the table.

“ Not at all well ; until the doctor comes she
must see nobody," was Earl Jermyn's reply.

“ That is rather hard on a husband l" remarked
the sham earl, as he seated himself at the break
fast table.

“ My daughter," said the earl firmly, “has
had a bad night, and must not be disturbed.”

And the breakfast went on in strict silence,
Jack appearing to resent interference with his
rights as master of the house, at all events as a
husband.

After breakfast the two elders rose, and say
ing they would see how Lady Laura was,

promised to return in a very few minutes.
They did so in less than a quarter of an hour,

with Dick and Tom.
Dick Turpin went straight up to the claimant

to the earldom—he caught him on one side and
Tom on the other.

“ Yours is a very fine game, Jack- the Howler,"
said Turpin, “ but it won't pay. But what have
you done with the earl? You will remain in
custody until you produce him."

“ Hands ofi, rutiians," remarked the other,
very quietly. " You do not know what you are
talking about. I neither know nor care what

base-born brother. I am the
supposed child of Dolly Summers and the late

But the other was Dolly’s child, whom she
foisted in my place."

All who listened stood back appalled, and
Dick and Tom let him go.

Such things had been, and why not again‘!
Colonel Grant was the first to recover his

coolness.
“ All this might be true," he said ; “ but had it

been so, you would have proceeded in a legal
way. At all events, until we find my ward we
will hold you as hostage. You can remain here
under a strict guard, and we will give you up to
justice as a criminal. We shall then see how
they will believe your story."

“ I shall tell the story any way," said the other,
drily ; “ and I can prove that I am Shelton’s
brother, son of the same father."

“Asyou will," coldly responded Grant ; “ you
can remain here until we have decided on your
fate, only you will be in charge of these two
gentlemen."

"Dick Turpin and Tom King!" laughed the
other; “ but just as you please."

They all then retired for the moment, leaving
the claimant with only Tim Roach to guard him.

The others held council. One thing they did
believe, that Jack the Howler was half-brother
to Shelton.

The likeness was obvious.
At the same time the late earl had borne the

character of a gay Lothario in his youth, and the
story was too probable to be doubted. -

But what was to be done now ‘I
That Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock

were at the bottom of the conspiracy, they had
not the slightest doubt.

They had remarked the likeness, and had con
cocted this monstrous plot, in order to gain
time and increase the dimculties of the family.

But there was one fearful consideration.
What about Lady Laura’!

She must be told, and in her present state of
health this would be dangerous. Still she would
ask for her husband, and did they give no satis
factory answer, the result would be l6l'l‘lbl6.

At last the earl determined to consult his wife,
and, after some earnest confabulation, it was
resolved that the mother should tell her the
truth.

Her father would then see her, and explain
that they held the false earl as hostage, and had
no doubt as to the result.

Lady Laura bore up better than they expected.
She showed a bold front, at all events, whatever
might be her secret feelings.

Woman, with all her faults, is capable of great
self-sacrifice.

Meanwhile Dick had interviewed the audacious
claimant.

“I suppose, Jac "
said the other, “ you must

be well aware of what Brian Seymour's obyect is
in all this."

“ Can’t say thatjl am."
“ Well, it is to get rid of the earl, in the first

place," replied Dick; “ this done, he will turn on
you, and get rid of your claim, by explaining the
mistake.”

Dick told him enough of Brian's history during
the last twelve months to open his eyes to his
character.

He looked blue enough, but could say nothing,
as he was not in the secret of the plans of Brian
Seymour.

Still it gave him plenty to think about, and he
came to the conclusion that he had entered upon
a very dangerous and perilous enterprise.

But it was too late to retract. He had not the
slightest clue as to the whereabouts of Brian
Seymour.

"All he could do was to grin and bear it.
Then again, another council was held, and it

was resolved to return to London, as there they
could best watch Brian Seymour.

No sooner decided on than it was done.
Two travelling carriages were hired, and

arrangements were made to post to London.
The sham earl was placed in one of those old

fashioned vehicles, with Dick, Tom, and. Tim
Roach for companions.

The men and women servants travelled in a

separate vehicle, with a good deal of luggage.
But it was ahead of the express Waggon, and
kept up with the stage coaches.

Colonel Grant sat on the box, as did Dick, to

keep a good look-out for any attacks. '_
But the Dover road was too much travdled to

be very dangerous, and they progrested without
any interference until they were half way, when
perforce they had to halt because ct’ the ladies.

Next day they started, and reached-London
without let or hindrance.

The claimant was put into a strong room
under the special guard of Dick Turpin, while
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396 THE BLUE DWARF;

Tom and Roach went out in difierent directions
‘

to look after Brian.
But though they sought out all his haunts,

high, low, rich and poor, they failed to find the
slightest trace of him.

Still they persevered; Dick taking his turn
every other night.

And thus a week passed, and Jnck the Howler
began to fancy that he had much better have
remained in his humble position, with all its
terrible risks and dangers.

But Dick was no more successful than the
others. Brian and Robert had in some unac-

'

countable way disappeared.
But London even then was a large place, and

there never was a place where people could more
successfully hide than within its widespread and
scattered divisions.

Mary, the housemaid, who, since she had dis
covered the character of the man who had made
her such false and lying promises, hated him
heartily, was, as all knew, thoroughly to be
trusted.

She and Irish Mary both walked in the
neighbourhood in the hope of meeting with
Brian.

That individual knew nothing of the be
trayal of his identity to pretty Polly.

One day, the fourth after their return, they
saw him coming.

Polly had been well tutored and coached. She
was to be surprised at nothing, and pretend to
believe all the other said.

She was making her way to the publichouse,
where they had had meetings before.

He was dressed as a respectable butler, and
wore spectacles. He walked along quietly as if
wholly unconscious of the proximity of the two

irls.g
Suddenly Mrs. Roach left the other, and Mary

was alone, just as Brian came up.
“ Lori Mr. Wilson,” she cried in an affected

voice ; “ is that you? "

“Ah, yes l" he mid quietly.
u
bgtler line ; I think it suits me better.”

" Ever so much," she replied.
"Come in and have a glass of wine, Mary,"

he asked, nnhesitatingly.
After some little difliculty, Mary yielded, and

the pretended butler began overpowering her
with questions as to the health of the family.

“ My lady is quite ill," she answered; “ and
the earl he do fret so-be aint a bit like himself
-quite a changed man.“

" Some men are so fond of their wives," said
the pretended Mr. Wilson, laughing ; "just like
what I should be," he added.

Then, after a few questions, and making a
fresh appointment, they parted, Brian satisfied
that the identity of the false earl was not
suspected.

" I've given

CHAPTER CLXXV.
-run noun sruoxl.

We have now to go back some days and ex
plain what had happened.

In those days, though the inventions were

trying to be horsey, and am going to try the
‘

ll

l

-i
where, when he showed signs of recovery, he

.' was secured and gagged.
In this way he was taken to London, and

without the slightest hesitation driven to New
gate.

An interview with the governor was easily
obtained, when it was intimated that they had
news of Jack the Howler.

“ Well, gentlemen,” said the governor, eagerly;
“ what of the unhung rascal .7"

“ We’ve got him outside,” replied Brian ; "' l)‘.l*'»
I really believe he has gone mad with rage M’.
being captured by two civilians. He swears he's
the Earl of Elphick, and will prosecute us all. ‘

“They are like that sometimes," laughed the
governor, as he sent four men to bring in the
highwayman.

When in the presence of the governor he was
ungagged. The first words made the governor
laugh.

“ What means this infamous outrage?" he
asked, in a choked voice. “ I am a peer of the
realm, and this foul crime shall not go un
punished."

“ We know all about that, Jack," said Mr.
Rowland, still laughing. “Here, put him in a
cell by himself; let him have bread and water
until he comes to his senses."

This wasa decided proof for the earl of the
slight regard in which he was held in Newgate.
But

h
e
, of course, couldnot at first make it out

at al .
The presence of Brian and Robert partially

explained what had happened, but under what
pretence had they brought him there?

He must see the ofiicials. But how was this
to be done I

By forcing them to see him.
Therefore, when his first fit of anger had passed

away, he began to call out.
Gently enough at first.
But no one replied to him, or took any

notice.
He obtained no better success, when making

twenty other attempts, and grew red in the face,
and at last bit his lips in impotent rage.

His rage increased more and more every
moment.

He broke the chair, which was too heavy for
him to lift, and made use of it as a battering ram
to strike against the door.

Striking repeatedly and loudly, till great drops
of perspiration soon began to pour down his
face.

The sound became tremendous and continu
ous.

There were some half-stifled cries in difierent
directions.

This sound had.a peculiar effect upon his
mind.

He paused to listen to it.
lt was the voices of the other prisoners in that

Pandemonium.
The noise came through the massive walls and

thick ceilings.
These loud sounds nearly drove him mad

they seemed to give him a strange new strength.
With a iece of the broken chair he once more

attacked e door.
For more than an hour he kept on in this

crude enough, still there were soporifics which way.
could be used to stupefy men ; and one of these
had been used to deaden the senses of the earL

Then he fancied he heard a footstep in the

;' passage, in the rear of the door of his cell.
He had been dressed in the attire of Jack the l

“ You are mad l" said a bold voice. “ What is

Howler and carried ofi to a travelling carriage, | the matter with you I"
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398 _'1‘HE BLUE DWARF;

“ Are you the governor of Newgate 7" he

shouted, with what voice he had left.
“ You really must be mad, my poor fellow l"

said the man; “ but what is the use of making
such a terrific noise T"

" I'll break the door down l" shouted Shelton,
purple with rage.

“ Be quiet, you fool l
in irons 7"

" Are you the governor of Newgate 7" repeated
the earl, gaspingly.

There was no reply to this question.
Then he heard the sounds of retreating foot

Do you want to be put

ste
Evlldently it was the jailor who had left him,

considering it too much trouble to reply. He
begrudged wasting his words upon a prisoner
whom he regarded as one of so many wild
beasts.

The jailor really was a cruel scoundrel, one of
those men who can rejoice in the misfortunes of
others.

Directly the earl found that the jailor had gone
his rage was terrible to see—all the more terrible
because of his helpless position.

It was almost demoniac.aL
No wild animal in a cage could have become

more savage than he.
With surprising activity he jumped from the

table to the window.
He broke a pans of glass.
The shattered fragments fell, and scattered in

the yard below.
He continued to shout until he grew hoarse,

“ The governor of Newgatel I must see the

governor l "
His blood felt red hot and burning, and he was

growing more faint every moment.
The unfortunate man was only punishing him

self.
His dress and linen were torn into shreds, and

he was covered with white flufi, while his hair
was in the greatest disorder.

Until worn out with exhaustion he never
rested.

Then for the first time he noticed bow strong
the bars of his prison were, and felt as if buried'
alive. -

There was a look in his eyes ot wild despair
ths despair of a hunted animal.

He leaned his head against the cool stone wall,
for it seemed tohim as if hisbrainwas on fire, as
though his head would burst.

Then it occurred to him that he would sec some
one presently ; they would bring him food.

Perhaps the person would not condesoend to
answer him ; but, at all events, he would do his
best to find out the mystery of this strange im
prisonment. .

At what hour was the first meal served to the
prisoners at Newgate?

He was ignorant of this, not being acquainted
with prison tiona

At length, to his indescribable joy, he heard
the sound of a key in the lock.

Then slowly, one by one, the bolts were with
drawn.

He rushed forward to be near to the person
who was about to enter.

Suddenly, however, he paused.
The door opened inward, and he would prevent

the person from entering.
Then, feeling somewhat ashamed of his dis

ordered clothes, and the signs of his passion, he
became immediately calm and diznified.

Turning his back to the window, he waited for
the door to be opened.

It was his desire to conceal his real feelings as
much as possible from his jailor.

The door swung forward, and a man entered
with some provisions on a plate.

The earl turned and looked at him with a look
of anxiety in his eyes that he could not conceal.
But eager as he was to question the jailor, he
waited for him to speak first.

“ You have destroyed everything in your cell I"
said the jailor, looking round the place in dis
may.

“ And would do it again l"
“ The other prisoners are complaining about the

noise you are making l"
“I don’t care l" was the angry reply.
“ But you'll have to care 1" said the irate

keeper, raising his great fist threateningly.
The earl was no coward, and looked at him

defiantly.
There was a resolute look in the pi-isoner‘s face

that caused the jailor to let his arm fall to his
side.

“ You must have become quite mad l" he said,
in a surly tone.

“ I advise you to take heed l" said the prisoner ',
“this will be a very unpleasant atfair for you."

The jailor seemed quite amused at this remark,
and began to laugh etultingly.

“Ah! ah l" he said; “ you want breaking in,
I see. A few months in prison will lower your
pride, and cool your mad blood."

“ Send the governor of Newgate to me l" said
the prisoner, in calm, deliberate tones, like one
who is accustomed to command.

"Look here, my lad l" observed the jailor, as
he placed the platter on the table ; “ be reason
able. If you go on like thisyou’ll be severely
punished. You have been making a terrible
row, and will be put into one of the underground
dungeons. If you‘ll tell me that you'll not
repeat the offence, I will not tell the governor.”

“ Tell him everything ; send him to me at
once l"

“ Take care; if he comes here and finds out
the mischief you have done, you will be imme
diately sent into the punishment cell, where
there is not a ray of daylight, but plenty of
rats l"

“ But I insist you must do as I say l" said the
earl, stamping his feet and grinding his teeth
together. - -- "53

Seeing the prisoner’: eye wander towards the
knife on the table, the jailor took it up.

Once again Shelton was losing all control over
himself, so the gaoler -quitted the cell, and
slammed the door after him.

The prisoner was more astonished than ever,
and found that it was useless to attempt to make
the same disturbance again.

It was not surprising that the jailor had called
him a madman, for he really looked like one.

His best friend would have failed to recog
nise him, for be scarcely looked like a human
being.

He tore at the door with his nails, and actually
attempted to drag up the flooring of his dun
geon. _

Shelton's blood-curdling cries echoed through
old Newgate, and so hoarse did his voice become
that he did not recognise it himself.

It seemed to him that some other person was

speaking,
The jailor had not taken the least notice of

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYSIIERY, AND CRIME. 399

Shelt0n’s demand to see the governor of New-
'

gate.
Why should he annoy the governor with the

message of a refractory? He must keep on
kicking and knocking till exhausted.

What purpose would it have served to send the
governor to the prisoner I The turnkey was too
lazv to trouble himself about the matter.

Of course the pris'-ner would find the stone
wall was stronger than himself. Perhaps he

- would dash out his brains against the iron door.

_\
_.

.

.

If he did, so much the better. There were
many prisoners who were madmen enough to
commit suicide.

The jailor only desired one thing, and that
was that he would hang himself to the bars of
his window.

Johnson, the jailor, knen perfectly well that
the governor disliked n troublesome prisoner.

It was simply an act of charity to wish him
dead.

CHAPTER CLXXVI.
axcuaucs IS xo aosssar.

One evening Dick and Tom took it into their
heads to visit the night house where Brian had
first met Jack the Howler.

They were recognised only by a select few,
with whom they at once fraternised.

The inevitable bowl of punch was ordered,
and the whole party were soon talking of old
times.

“Our numbers are getting thinned," said a
highwayman of the name of Jackson. "I see
Jack the Howler's took at last."

*‘WhatI“ cried Dick, unable to restrain his
astonishment.

“ Fact." responded Jackson. “I see in the
Daily Courant that he's been eight days in
Newgate, where he's shammed ruadness—calls
himself a earl, and all that sort of thing."

“Oh l" was all Dick could say.
“ Yes—he'll be tried on Thursday, and hanged,

as safe as mops, on Monday," Jackson went on.
“ By the way, Tom,” cried Dick, with a mean

ing look, “ We must be off. You know our
appointment was ten, sharp—always keep an
appointment."

“ Yes," replied Tom, rising.
“May be back, presently," said Dick. “ Have

another bowl," and he threw down a half
guinea.

Out they went,
The infernal plot was clear enough now.
The earl was lying in Newgate, within a

countable distance of being hung as a highway- _

man.
They reached Seymour House faster than ever

they had gone over the distance before.
~ The family were in, and when Dick gave a
hasty summons they saw him at once.

“ What infernal cnnning," said Colonel Grant,
as he wrung Dick's hand. “ How providentinl.
We will at once to Henry Fielding‘s. Put Jack
the Howler into a carriage, well secured," added
the colonel.

He was obeyed, and ten minutes later they
were at the private residence of the Bow Street
magistrate.

He was particularly engaged with the Home
Secretary.

So much the better, thought Earl Jermyn.
He sent his card up, and wrote on it

, “A
matter of lZf.- and death l"

He thought his name, as a wealthy Catholic
noble, would carry weight, and he was right, zu
they were both admitted at once.

“I have to apologise," said Earl Jermyn,
bowing with old-fashioned grace; “ but when 1

tcll you that my son-in-law is lying in Newgate,
likely to be cast for death as Jack the Howler,
while 1 have Jack the Howler outside in my
carriage—"

“ Be seated, my lord," remarked Sir Horace
Walpole, the author of the Castle qf Otrzmto.
“ Tell us your amazing story."

The earl told it briefly and tersely.

_ “Bring the scoundrel in," said the magis

i irate, “and l will formally commit him; then I

l will give you an order for the release of the

‘ Earl of Elphick, which Sir Horace will doubtless

i countersign."

I “With the greatest of pleasure," put in the'

Home Secretary. "I only wish I had leisure
from State afiairs to write a tale on this em
broglio; it beats the Comedy qf Errors."

The highwayman was brought in under the
charge of Tim Roach and the coachman.

After some formalities Sir Henry made out
his committal, while he signed the order for
the discharge of Shelton Seymour, Earl of
Elphick.

The Secretary of State countersigned the
document, and then the others, with many pro
testations of gratitude, retired.

Jack the Howler was too cowed by the sight
of Sir Henry Fielding to say anything. He
forgot even to denounce the presence of Dick
Turpin and Tom King, who, at the request of

I the Earl of Jermyn, retired, keeping, however,
the carriage in sight.

The Earl of Jermyn sent in a card, on which
was written, " To see the Governor of Newgate,
from Sir Henry Fielding and Sir Horace Wal

ole."P

They were admitted at once to a private
parlour, where the governor came hurrying at
once, anxious to know their business.

I

" I come to demand the instant release of my

. son-in-law, Lord Elphiclr, detained by you,
without a warrant, under pretence of his being

a highvvayman l" said the earl, haughtily.
And he handed him the warrant, signed by

Sir Henry and countersigned by Sir Horace.
"God bless my soul I" began Mr. Rowland,

| who remembered all the assertions of the Earl

I of Elphick; " how could it have happened T"
“That will be subject for future inquiry,"

drily said Colonel Grant. “Here is a warrant:
for the committal of Jack the Howler, who is in
the ante-room. When you bring Lord Elphick

‘ here, I should wish them to be confronted."
The Governor of Newgate, seriously alarmed

'at a contreteinps for which, however, he was

5 in no way to blame, hastened to have the earl

:

sent for. As he had produced money, he had
been allowed to send for a suit of clothes and

i to have his choice of food. His fits of fury had
toned down.into sullenness.

l He was seated on a bench, looking vacantly ab
the window,'_when the gaoler entered.

! “ An order has come, sir, for your release,"

j said the man, civilly enough.
Shelton bounded to his feet, his face flushed,

his whole frame agitated, and followed the
oflicial without a word.

He entered the parlour hurriedly, and with‘

out taking the slightest notice of the governor,

L went up and caught a hand of each of his friends.
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400 THE BLUE DWARF;

“How does she bear it ?" he asked, in alow, OI course there would have been no chance
earnest, anxious tone. for one moment except trom his extraordinary

“ Better than you could expect," said Lord likeness.Jermyn; " but she is very anxious." That night Mary kept her appointment with
" We will go at once," said Shelton. the butler at the public-house.
"But one moment. Look at that man, and He was deeply anxious to know how his plot

you will understand how Brian Seymour was was working.
able to foist him on us as the Earl of Elphick l" He soon discovered.

“Foist him on you as the Earl of Elphick l" “ Law, sir," she said, “ didn't I tell you as
Shelton, in a hurried tone. master was changed? and so he was, for it

“Well, he did not take us in for five minutes," wasn't him. Them villains as is after master
continued Earl Jermyn; “ but let us go, and had changed him for a highwayman as is as
we will explain an route." like him as two peas.”

“ You can't expla-ii away the fact," said Jack Brian lifted his gins to his mouth to hide the
the Howler, “that l um his brother." tremor of his face and the deadly pallor of

Shelton stared at his friends interrogatively. his cheek.
“ I'd advise you to say no more on that point,“ ' Baulked again in the hour of victory, and

remarked Colonel Grant, in a low tone. “ If I doubtless his complicity in the gross fraud dis
you keep a still tongue in your head we may try covered l
to save y0u.", “But your real master is at home now T" he

presently asked, with a slight tremor in his
voice.

“ Oh yes, and t'other given up to the oficers,"
she said, glibly. “ I heard he was in Newgate."

Brian asked her no more questions. These
fearful failures, one after another, began to fill
him with a strange awe, complicated by intense
hatred and a burning desire for revenge on
those who had never willingly harmed him in
their lives.

All the evil doing and wickedness were on his
side. After eliciting from pretty Polly that she
did occasionally walk that way, Brian took leave
of her hurriedly.

He wished to be alone, that he might swear,
curse, and bewail his ill luck.

Mary retired, laughing in her sleeve at the
discomfited villain. She longed to let him know
he was unmasked. but had promised to lead him
a fool's dance as long as it was useful to the
interests of her mister and mistress.

That evening Dick had an interview with
Sapathwa in his own particular private den, and
laid his plans before him.

It involved money, risk, and great nerve on
the part of more than one person, that is the

|
agent who planned the escape, and on the part

I

“ You'd better," answered Jack, with ready wit,
“ask that my case may be adjourned until next
semion ; then you may have time to take proper
measures."

“ It shall be done ;" and then, bowing to the

governor of Newgate, who was not yet fully
recovered from his astonishment, they went out
and hastened to their carriage, which was
hastily driven to Seymour House.

We decline to record the meeting of husband
and wife. It was too sacred for publicity.

Shelton, when the whole story of the impudent
and audacious plot was revealed to him, was
astounded.

When, however, he found that in all proba
bility this unfortunate fellow was in truth his
brother-and the mother owned to it when
questioned—he determined to save his life if
possible.

They easily got his trial adjourned; but there
remained the question as to getting him off if
he were found guilty.

“That he will be, certainly," said Dick Turpin.
“ Pooly’s got his knife into him—and moat surely
he will hang l"

“ He shall not," replied , Shelton, quietly.
“Unfortunate as is the connection, he is of my
b100'-'1,81111811311110$Peri!!! 1" ot the prisoner courage and determination.

" Well, my lord," remarked Dick, “I've known I The thing must be done before the trial, as
such things as escapes from Newgate." ! after he would be placed in the condemned cell,

“ Is it possible?
"

I
from which escape was conceived to be im

“Never but one without help,"" continued possible.
Dick, “ and these cost money." i“ I don't think money would be any con
sideration,” resumed Shelton, -" if it could be
dQn9_" THE AGENT.

“I presume, my lord,” said Dick, addressing

"

When Dick had settled with the Blue Dwarf

CHAPTER CLXXVII.

himself collectively to all present, “provided he started in search of the tool he meant to

employ to obtain the liberty of Jack the Howler.
Sapathwa willingly allowed him to go as far

as five hundred guineas, giving him one hundred

I get him oil scot free, you will not want to
know how the thing is done?"

“Do it-and we will ask no questions," re
sponded Sapathwa, in the name of the others. down in order to clinch the bargain, which Dick _“ I an: sorry to return to the money question," declared to be necessary.
said Dick, in a hesitating tone. Sapathwa well knew the lines of his favourite

“ Come to my room in half an hour,” said the poet
Blue Dwarf, “ and we will eo into the question I .. -1-he,,,,,,,,d i, ,e,,,,,e,.,d ,0 the mldia,-, mmd;
elaborately and exhaustively." The drug is mixed to arm n woman's weakness;

Dick turned away, bowed, and left the room T11°1"' M‘-'1_‘4‘“!’b1°§1°‘ ':h° m“°"° F;’,'““i
to re]-0,-n T0m_ and every crime its ready instrument.

They were both interested in this dashing There are many mm}
in L<311 “'11” @811

“'11” @811

young highwaymnn, who had undertaken to themselves agents; butifthese individualswere
play so daring a part. asked to explain the nature of their business,

they would be at a loss for an answer.

. Jack shepp“d.s enrmrdinaw escapeWM mu 8 mug They are never known either to buy or sell,

looming in the near tuture. and yet they continue to €!l:t.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 401

Some of them go so far as to call themselves
solicitors, though no one ever heard of their
having a client.

Again they profess to lend money, and on their
cards promise to discount bills to any amount.
though notoriously they have not a penny in
their possession.

True, they sometimes get u trifle for introdu

gng
a customer to the mysterious man in the

ity.
They are, if the truth were known, men utterly

without principle, who never knew what honour
meant, but are, in fact, huge human spiders, who
live on crime.

They calculate the risk first, and then only
seek to increase the premium.

One of the things which characterise them is
,

they never come within the clutches of the law.
A very prominent member of this class was a

certain Jabez Quimby, who was supposed to
be tolerably well ofi. He lived in chambers in
Lyon’s Inn.

He had his name on the door, with the addi
tion oi “ solicitor"; but his only domestic, a

middle-aged woman, was his sole attendant. He
had no clerk, only an unscrupulous tool of his
who brought him a little of what business he
ever did.

Few ever saw anyone go into his office, while
the old laundress, when questioned by curious
neighbours, said he seldom had more than one
or two visitors.

But he was able to keep his family in respect
ability, and there were people who said he gave
very nice little dinners on Sundays.

It was to this den, where Quimby sat like a
huge spider at the end of his web, waiting for
the flies to enter, that Dick wended his way
about the hour of seven.

He had negotiated a very important piece of
business through Quimby once—the return of
some valuable jewellery.

He knocked at the door, and was admitted
without delay by the woman.

The oflice consisted of one room, with a few
books, a tin box, and two chairs, with a table,
on which was a desk with writing materials.

I hope I see you well, Mr. Quimby,” said Mr.
John Palmer, the name he had given. "You
don't appear changed in the least."

He was a thin, florid man of forty.
‘- We have done business before, I presume?”

said Quimby, quietly and alhbly.
“ Oh, yes l" replied Mr. John Palmer. “ The

afiair of Colonel Lennox and the diamonds."
“Ah, yesl Sit down, Mr. Palmer,” he went

On. “ What can I do for you to-day 7"
“Well, Mr. Quimby," continued Dick, “it is

no use heating about the bush with you. What

I ask of you is rather a diflicult thing.”
“ I must be well paid,” was the answer.
“You will be well paid," the other went on.

“ What I require is the escape of Jack the How
ler from Newgate under a week l"

“ l-le‘s not condemned 7”
*-No 1

"

“ What will you give?"
" I think it is usual for you to name your

price l" replied Mr. John Palmer.
"There is great risk, as you are aware,” re

marked the iieeiit, cuviiiingly.
“ Mr. Jubcz Quimby, had the thing been easy,

I should not have come to you at all," gravely

“ I accept the compliment," said Jabez
Quimby, quietly, “ but the affair is diflicnlt, and
will be expensive. I cannot say one penny less
than—a thousand guineas l"

“ It is more than I was instructed to give,"
Dick quietly replied.

“ Not a penny less! You must take it or leave
it—no harm done," continued Quiinby.

“ I believe I have some latitude," said Mr.
John Palmer. “ Will you be here at ten o’clock
to-morrow morning?”

5|Yes."
“ I will give you a hundred guineas on account,

and I have no doubt the rest will be forthcom
ing," continued Dick.

" I am agreeable to wait.”
"The balance to be paid 7"
“As soon as I have satisfied you that the job

is really done,” responded Quimby ; " the night
of the escape l"

“ That shall be done," said Dick. “ I shall be
there. You will want him prepared?"

“ Oh, yes I Let him know that his uncle from
the country will come to see him."

“ It shall be done l"

“You'd better tip Davis, the warder. He'll
leave me longer alone with him," continued
Quimby. “ I dare not ofier more than a
guinea."

“ It shall be donel" said Dick, who was
anxious to get away and report.

Jabez Quimby rose, opened the door, and
bowed Dick out of the oflice.

Tim was waiting at a Drnry Lane public
house, and Dick gladly indulged in a glass or
two to take the taste of the agent/s talk out of
his mouth.

Dick thought the agent a villainous rogue,
forgetting that he was tempting him to do a
dangerous and illegal act.

As soon as they were satisfied, they hastened
back to Seymour House.

The gentlemen awaited their return with
anxiety.

As soon as Dick reported himself, the young
earl was sent for, and the result of the interview
was heard.

“ Do you think he will do it 7" asked Shelton,
after a moment’s pause.

“ I honestly believe he will," said Dick.
“ Then let him have his money l" was the

ready and earnest response.
“ There is one thing to be considered, my lord,"

urged Dick, who thought of every contingency ;

“ if caught escaping, it will aggravate his offence,
and he will hang I”

" He will never hang, if I force my way to the
foot of the throne l" calmly responded Shelton.
“ I have made inquiry, and find he has never
taken human life. But I would prefer his escap
ing without my appearing in the matter."

“ Yes, my lord—and now, who shall warn him
of the visit of fhis uncle 7” asked Dick, with a
grim smile. “ I dare not venture into Newgate.
Tim has nothing to fear."

“ I will go myself,” responded the young earl.
“ All I shall tell him will be that a confidential
agent of yours will ask to see him under the
name of his uncle. He shall settle the name
himself."

"There is another thing, my lord,“ continued
Dick ; " you'd better ask for Davis, the warder,
and ask him to let Jack see the uncle who will

respoudt-.d Dick. " It is because it is peculiarly call, and have a long farewell interview with
ditiicult that l 0.11118to _iou 1

"

I him. He'll want a few guineas."

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



402 THE BLUE DW.~\RI\‘;

“ I'll do it all. Well," Shelton went on, with
a smile, “ I shall trust to my card admitting me
to sec my good friend, the governor of Newgate.
After being mine host for so many days, he will
surely be glad to see me."

Dick bowed respectfully, and then retired,

leaving the others laughing over the speech of

the young earl.

CHAPTER CLXXVIIL‘
xnwoarn.

Meanwhile, what was going on in Newgate?
Jack the Howler was no exception to the rules

observable in that prison.
Though in such a dangerous position, he

showed no fear, and was even cheerful and light
hearted.

With a good many others, he spent his time
drinking, dicing, and playing cards.

But Jack was not without some hope. Whether
he was confident of acquittal, or influenced by
the feeling which last of all deserts us, it would
be hard to say.

" Hops springs eternal in the human breast ;
Man never is, but always to be blest.
The soul uneasyand confined from home,
Bests and expatiatesin a life to come."

Perhaps in his secret heart Jsck had some

faint idea that his half-brother, who appeared
kind in manner and was generally beloved,

might do something for him
It was therefore with less astonishment than

otherwise might have been the case that he

heard himself called to see a visitor who had

arrived.
Jack the Howler rose and went to where the

earl was standing in company with Davis, the

gaoler,
"Jack," {said that individual, coolly enough,

“his lordship wishes to speak with you; this

way," and he led them to an unoccupied room in
his own lodgings, where he left them.

“An hour, my lord," he said before leaving ;
‘-‘I can give you no more.”

Davis had received ten guineas. The earl had

been rather communicative with the gaoler.
“ He is so young l" he had said ; “ I wish to

go into his whole life, and see if something could
not be done to save him, if possible."

Davis said nothing, but he knew that Jack the

Howler was one of Pooly's lambs—that is,

marked out by that worthy for the gallows, for
some special or personal afiront.

As soon as they were alone, and Jack bad

seated himself, the earl spoke.
“ Mr. John Summers," said the young man,

feelingly, “fer such I understand your name to

be, if you could get clear cif—be free entirely—
would you be willing to try your fortunes in a

foreign country T"
“ What could I do, my lord 7" asked the other,

rather humbly.
" I could get you a commission in the Nether

lands,“ responded Shelton; “ or you could go

and settle in America. l would find the money."
" You are very kind, my lord,” Jack responded,

gently. “ We will suppose myself free. I will
do whatever you wish me to do, for——" he

halted.
" The honour of the family," said Shelton,

with a smile. “I am quite willing to acknow
ledge you l

“ I will explain," he added, more gravely. "1
understand that there is a tie between us which

no gentleman can ignore. You are my brother,

not in the eyes of the law, but that is no fault
of yours. But I am willing to help you on other

grounds. It is through the villainy of that un

hanged rascal, Brian, that you have been placed

in your present position. That scoundrcl, to

serve his purposes against me, led you into a

trap, which ended in your being brought here,

where I was incarcerated in your place.”
Jack bowed. Somehow he did not feel inclined

to speak just then.
“ Your name being Summers," continued

Shelton, “it is quite within the range of proba
bility that you have an uncle of that name."

" I have," replied Jack.
“ Well, then, do not be surprised if a person

calling himself Summers calls to see you," the

young earl went on. “ Should anyone do so,

accept him without inquiry as your uncle; he

will have come to arrange your escape."
Jack's face flushed.
“ Escape from Newgate is not. easy," he re

marked, quietly.
“ But not impossible,” the other said. “ I

know what you are thinking. If your attempt

fail it will tell against you on your trial. But
I promise you that if I have to go to the foot of
the throne and own our relationship, I will save

you l”
“ Oh, my lord l" cried Jack, in a voice of deep

emotion, “how can I thank you l" and he in
voluntarily held out his hand.

"You can lead a better life," said the other,

taking it freely; “and now, how are you off for
money—can I help you 7"

“Well, my lord,“ replied Jack, with his old
light laugh, “the gaolers are a set of fearful
screws; they don't leave you much."

Shelton slipped his purse into his hand and

rose to go.
Knocking at the door, the gaoler entered ; he

had been walking about the passage outside.
“ Thanks, Mr. Davis,” said the nobleman, “for

your indulgence. I believe A relative of Mr.
Summers will want to see him—once. He is in
London, and has asked my good oflices; he is a

tenant of mine. Will you extend your polite
ness to him, and let the interview be private?"
and he slipped more gold into the olher’s willing
and itching palm.

"Certainly, my lord."
" l shall do my best/‘continued the earl. “You

will hear from me again."
"1 am deeply grateful, my lord," said Jack,

very humbly, as he followed Davis.
Next day, about twelve, a man named William

Summers came with an order to see Jack. He
was the very moral of a blufi English farmer.

He was bucolic in his very walk; his stick spoke
of green fields and pastures.

He did the severe, too.
"Nevy," he said, “Ize zorry to zee thee in

this box; but I aint come to rate thee."
And he followed Davis and the reprobate into

the room where the earl had seen the highway
man.

" Uaisler, could we have a pot of yale Z" he

went on, handing Davis a guinea.
This did not look bucolic ; but then, there is

no accounting for family affection.
“ We are quite alone 2"asked Quimby, with his

back to the door.
“ Quite," replied Jack.
“ Put these away,” the other said, handing

him a small package—“ ah l"
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A TALE OF’ LOVE, .\lYSTEl'1Y, AND CZIUIE. 403

As heavy footsteps were heard he seated :
“ I'm very sorry you should believe thia,Jack,"

himself, leaning his hand on his stick, and his
head on that.

Davis entered with the
paid for what he did, Jib it down without any
remark and retired.

He then proceeded to explain the whole
details of his plot, which in those days appeared
quite feasible, though now, when prison discipline
is a reality and not a sham, it would be an im
possibility.

As to the details, as they will appear in the
narrative, it is unnecessary to go into them.

The flight was fixed for Friday night, as the
clock of St. Sepulchre struck twelve.

Then the wily hypocrite, who, indeed, in his
day had played many parts, took his leave, with
sundry expressions of extreme sorrow.

He was bound to go home and see his “ volk,"
but would return the following week.

Jack adjourned, after his departure, to the
public room, and ordered a bowl of punch, for
which he paid the moderate sum of three
guineas.

Jack's cell was a small one, with a door
opening on to a corridor, and a. barred window
on to the court-yard.

The window was only a foot wide, with a
thick bar down the middle and a cross-bar half
way up.

When put into his cell for the night, Jack
examined his parcel.

It contained saws and files of the finest tem

pered steel, but small and easily concealed.
There was also a small flask of oil.

'

But the great thing was to do it in a way that
would excite no suspicion.

The saws were so fine that they would leave
very little for anyone to see after the fine filings
were thrown away. This he did by blowing
them into the yard, where they mingled with
the dust and dirt.

The only danger was that a gaoler might try
the bars from sheer habit.

Then Jack remembered that the cell was never
thoroughly cleaned out except on Saturday.
Every day a woman came in for a few minutes.

It was Wednesday night when Jack com
menced operations, and ere an hour after mid
night, he had done much.

He found the sharp, biting edge of the spring
saws slowly but surely cut through the well
tempered bar.

When he gave up he had about half finished
his operation.

Then he threw himself on his narrow pallet,
and, tired with his efforts, slept.

In the day time Jack took care to be the same
careless, devil-may-care sort of fellow his friends
had known him to be ever since, at an early
age, he had entered upon the profession.

The only thing which seemed to move him
was when he heard that Sue Meakin had come
to see him.

He went out, and when she would have
clasped him to her arms, repelled her with scorn
and contumely.

" Go back to Pooly and take his hundred
guineas," he said, fiercely and angrily.

“ Oh, Jacki"
“ No doubt you didn't get it. Why? Because

:1 friend, who heard you in the public-house con
feiring with Pooly, came and warned me. I
escaped; but you intended to do it

,

which is

just the same."

pot, and being well _

she answered, humbly. She liked Jack in her

l way, and regretted having yielded to tempta
tion.

“ I know it to be true," he retorted; “ but I

,forgive you, if that's any use; but don't come
bothering me any more."

‘ And he walked away, leaving the girl dumb'

founded with surprise and vexation.
At last the eventful night came round, andJack was locked in his cell tor, he hoped, the last

time.
He was very hopeful,-but still resigned if the

worst came to the worst.
In the small parcel which Jabez Quimby had

handed to him was a small toy pistol, which he
found to be primed and loaded. .

But Jack vowed he would not use it
,

except in
self-defence.

It was eight when he retired to his cell, and
prepared for final action. The heavy door was

1 closed, the lock turned, and the heavy bolt shot
into the solid granite.

It was half-past eleven when he finished. He
now listened anxiously, and peered out into the

ard.y

All was still and silentas the grave. He stood
| erect, and caught hold of the bars.

He gave one powerful wrench, and they came
clean away.

As far as they were concerned he was free
free as air.

But he did not stir until the first stroke of the
clock informed him that it was time.

He then stepped out into the day yard, and
crossed it to the high wall.

The last vibration of the clock had scarcely
died away before a leaden weight, envelopedin a
soft wrapper to deaden the sound of its fall, was
thrown over the wall.

A strong thread of twine was attached to it.
This Jack proceeded to pull,and soon succeeded

in drawing over the wall a strong rope, knotted
at regular distances, so as to aflord a hold for the
hands and feet.

I After pulling it several times, to ascertain that

it was well secured on the opposite side, the pri
soner began to ascend.

Before long he was on the top of the wall, and
then rapidly descended on the other side.

As he neared the bottom of the rope he saw
that three men were waiting for him, Dick, Tom,
and Quimby.

The latter pulled over the rope, packed it up
with their assistance, and put it on the back of a
horse. He had no desire to give any clue as to
how the escape had been effected.

He then without a word disappeared in the
darkness.

i Jack was too overcome to speak for a moment
or two, and his friends were compelled to support

5 him one on each side.
They had gone away some little distance, and,

judging his feelings by their own, took him into

I a publichouse, and securing a private room,
ordered supper, preceded by a stiff glass.

This disposed of, they walked away to Sey
mour House, where he was to spend the rest of

I the night and the next day.'

Great was the consternation among the oflicials

; in Newgate when at an early hour the following

@ morning the flight of the prisoner was
discovered.

l The turnkeys underwent a strict examination,

' but nothing could be elicited to afiord the least

I light on the subject.
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404 THE BLUE DWARF ;

- He was intolerably cunning.

Davis had his suspicions about the uncle so
conveniently in town, and stronger suspicions of
the Earl ot Elphick ; but he kept thcse ideas to
himself.

We have little more to say about Jack the
Howler.

Next day he was transformed into Captain John
Seymour, a distant relative of the Earl of Elphick.
of the second English regiment in the service ot
the States.

The earl treated him as a friend and an
equal.

After a late dinner he -bade farewell to all his
kind new friends. He was deeply affected at
their generosity and kindness.

A travelling carriage and four was waiting,
and started at a minute's notice. It contained
the earl and the captain.

Dick and Tom were outriders.
All felt certain that out of sheer spite Brian,

ppm
learning the flight, would seek to betray

As the old play says :-—
“ Revenge,the luxury of vulgar minds,
As aenerouspardonand aoit,pityiug words
Distinguish noble natures."

The order was given for Dover. The postilliona
cracked their whips, and the carriage started at
a rate which threatened, in the event of their
being followed, to leave pursuit behind.

At every stage fresh horses had been ordered,
every difiiculty foreseen and provided against,
so that they reached the seaport without inter
ruption.

They dined and spent the night at the Ship
Hotel, and early in the morning he went on board
the Calais packet.

We may as well here mention that in four
years he returned to England, entered our army,
and rose to high rank and distinction.

CHAPTER CLXXIX.
EDWARD JACKSON.

It now became a question as to where the
four months should be spent until Shelton came
of age.

Lady Laura was better, and it was determined,
with a view to her health, not to play at hide _
and seek, but to go openly lo some popular]
resort, live in the glare of public life, and defy ;
Brian. l

Oi course, the bodyguard would have to be I
preserved, and they would have also to be always i

on the watch.
Sapathwa was at the head of this movement.

He began to fancy that open defiance of Brian
and his coadjutor was the safest policy. '

Dick Turpin and he had a long conversation. ;
Sapathwa wanted the highwaymen to find a‘
trusty agent, utterly unknown to Brian, whom
he could set to watch him and keep them well
informed as to his movements.

iThere was, he feared, no disguise that Tim
Roach could assume which would deceive Brian.

After some time Dick said he would try. He ~

knew of several smart and clever young men,
but all of shady character.

Still, there were many of them whom he be
lieved he could trust if they were well paid and ;
kept strictly under his thumb. . '

This being settled, Dick took his leave to I
have a talk with Tom; he could, however, find |

him nowhere in any part of the house where he
was usually to be seen.

He looked out into thc garden. but there was
only the housekeeper and Irish _\Iar_i', with her
husband, Tim Roach.

He thought he would try down stairs, and ac
cordingly began to descend the one flight which
led to the housekeeper‘s room, which he had
nearly reached when lic was startled by an
extraordinary noise.

One— two— three— four-five— six—- bang—
b-r-r-r-r-r, went the old clock in the house
keeper’s room.

Dick went in and found pretty Mary demurely
knitting. Another chair was in close proximity
to hers, while her cheeks were rosy red.

“ What's up T" asked Dick.
Seven—eight—-nine—ten—bang-b,-r-r-r-r-r.
And so the clock kept on striking until it

reached twenty-four.
“What on earth is the matter I” cried Dick,

going up to the clock and attempting to open
the door. It resisted as it it had been nailed.

“What can it mean? Has someone got inside
the clock? The devil !“

This exclamation must be explained. As Dick
put his hand once more to the clock, the door
flew open violently and out rushed a young
man, who made a dash for the door.

But Dick held out a strong, firm hand and
caught the stranger by the collar oi his coat.

Pretty Mary went off into hysterics, falling
on the floor and drumming with her heels in a.
most comical manner.
' “Hil1oa, young man, what do you want here T"

“ No harm—ask llary l"
“ Oh, it’s ask Mary, is it I" drily responded

Dick. "Well, you just stop where you are, or
thcre’ll be the devil to pay. I can smell brim
stone as it is."

He went to the door, locked it
,

and took out
the key, atier which. going to the sideboard, he
got hold of a jug of watci‘.

But Mary was too quick for him.
the liquid she leaped to her feet.

“ Mary," was the dry question, “ do you know
this young fellow I"

“ Ye—s," she stammered.
“ And what was he doing in that clock 7"

asked Dick, quietly.
“ Well, no harm; he's my sweetheart,” she

then said, boldly. "and hearing your step, he
hid hisself in the first place he could think of."

“ I should think the pantry would he a better
place,” continued Dick.

“ Mrs. Drew always locks it up, and when
Edward comes I have to go out and get him
something," said llary.

“ Well, and what are you when you are at
home I" asked Mr. John Palmer, as all called
him in the house.

“ My name is Edward Jackson,’
other, very frankly and rather timidly, “ At
present I have no regular employment. I am
seeking a place. By accident I met with this
young woman "-he was evidently too well bred
io call her lady—" and she invited me in to see
her.”

" Can you give any references? as. if you can,

I may find you a good job with liberal pay,"
continued Dick; " and more, you can come here
every evening to supper.”

"1 can give good ret'ei'ences." the young man
ansivered, reddening like a turkey cock; " but
first, 1 must explain something."

At sight of

1 replied the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. £05

“ Explain away," drily responded Dick.
"Do you know a man named Brian Seymour?"

the other asked.
“I do; what of him?"
“Well, sir, he was pointed out to me last

night as a man about town who might want a
man, so I spoke to him," the other continued.
“He said he did not exactly want a man ; but
he could give me a job-—a precious easy one,
and that was to find my way into this house and
let him know when you were going out of town,
and where."

“ Oh l and that was all 7"
“Yes, sir—honour bright," replied the other.

" He gave me a guinea to spend, and promised,
if I did his bidding, he would find me per
manent employment."

“ Brian Seymour is a scoundrel, a thief, and, I
believe, a murderer," was the grave reply. “ He
is the bitter foe of this house. Now, to defeat
the machinations of this wretch would be doing
a good action. Are you disposed to do sol"

“ How can I do it 7"
"Go into his service and find out what his

vile plans are with regard to us," said Dick,
“ and whenever you have anything to say, come
here ; you can tell Mary, and if it's worth while
she can tell me. We will give you two guineas
a week—get out of him what you can. Re
member, you are simply helping to frustrate
crime."

“ I will do it
,

sir. I have to sce him at eleven
in Drury Lane,” he replied; “can I tell him
anything T"

“Yes, say that you hear we are going out of
town," continued Dick, “ but have not decided
where. You can tell him another thing—eh,
Mary l-that Miss Minchen knows Mr. Wilson to
be the same as Mr. Brian, the schemer. That"
-—with a hearty langh—“ will show how deep
you are in Mai-y’s confidence already."

“Ohl Mr. Palmer," cried Polly, with a
.

most
rosy blush.

“ That fellow has been palming himself ofi on
Miss Minchen as a butler with a lot of money, and
wanting a wife."

“I see through him at once," the young lady
went on; "and only encouraged him to make
fun of him.“

“We understand all about that; and now,
Polly, give Mr. Edward Jackson a good supper,”
Dick went on, “ and do the same every time he
comes. I shall be glad to see you to-morrow
night."

At this moment the butler and two other mule
servants came in on their way to the general ser
vants’ hall.

“Mr. Butler," said Palmer, “a word with
you. Tell cook to have something extra for
supper. This is a friend of Miss Minchin and
mine. Call to-morrow Jackson, and ask for
Mr. Palmer.”

With which Dick went up straight to
Sapathwa, to whom he reported his singular
adventure.

“ ‘Tis well," he answered; “but be careful.
Trust no one too much at first who has been
tainted by contact with Brian Seymour."

“Trust me, sir, I will not fail you,” answered
Dick, and went out.

An hour later, disguised,as loose men about
town of the lower middle class, rather shabby.
with queer shovel hats, and their faces made
swarthy, their wigs grey and rugged, Dick and
Tom slipped out by a side door, and strolled

down Drury Lane to the flash and fast public
house where Brian had made an appointment
with Edward Jackson.

They were admirably disguised, so well that
they did not even fear the keen and cunning eyes
of Brian and Robert.

It was eleven when they reached the “Dotted

Spuogd"
(“Spotted Dog"), as it was and is still

c

They secured a seat at a table, and soon had
before them a dish of smoking hot tripe, onions,
and potatoes, for which the house is famous.

Accustomed as they were to more elegant and
refined cookery, they still retained their liking
for purely cockney dishes.

They attacked it sturdily, and had got pretty
well half through. when Brian, Robert, and the
young man Jackson came in.

There was room at their table at no
tance, and the three seated themselves.

“ That tripe looks spicy," said Brian; “ I think

I should like a little."
“ I couldn't eat a hit," laughed Jackson; “ I

had more than a feast up there."
“ Mary looked after you, then 7" grinned

Brian; “ it's a way she's got—little simple
ton."

“Not such a simpleton as she looks," said
Jackson, a little tartly ; “ she was very confiden
tial, and laughed heartily at a Mr. Wilson she
knew of, and told me how she had fooled him."

“ Fooled him l" cried Brian, angrily ; “ what
do you mean?”

“ Well l" said Jackson, with a chuckle, which
he could not repress, “ she said, knowing who he
was at the time, she thought she was fooling him

a bit.
" -

“Knowing who he was? I suppose Mr. Wil
son was Mr. Wilson l" said the, other, with an
oath.

“No," replied Jackson, in a [low tone, “she
said his real name was Mr. Brian Seymour, and

great dis

then she did laugh 1"
“The jade!" gasped his employer, “what a

cunning little devil l"

“Jade, if you like,” remarked Mr. Edward
Jackson, “ but no simpleton.”

“ Well, take my advice, and don't let out too
much to her," said Brian drily; “ if she suspects
you oi knowing me, she'll fool you."

“ She's learned all she'll ever learn out of me,"
equally drily answered Jackson ; " as long as
she'll stand grub and liquor, and you pay me to
go there, it'll suit me. But when you cry u go, I

leave."
“ If you continue as well as you have begun,

you'll do," said Brian ; “it is something to have
learned that they are going out of town. When
you tell us where, then we will settle about the

place. John l" to the waiter, “ tripe for two,
and Corks (Irish whiskey) for three."

“ When l have taken my glass,“ put in Jack
son, “ if you will allow me, I will go home.

My mother and sister will be anxious. I want
to take home the little money I have lei ."

“Another guinea perhaps will be acceptable,"

continued Brian, putting one in his hand.
“ Thanks I" replied Jackson, turning first pale,

then red, reluctant to exhibit his poverty—so they
thought.

But Dick read him better, and knew now that
he could be trusted. He _scorned taking this
money when he was betraying, but knew it must

be—or suspicion would be aroused. _
Having finished their tripe and drained one
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406 THE BLUE DWARF;

glass, Dick and Tom lighted each a short pipe,
and rising, went out.

They stopped to have another drink at the
bar, among the seething, seedy crowd, and
waived until Jackson took his departure.

They rapidly followed, and overtook him at
the corner of the street.

Dick tapped him on the shoulder. Jackson
turned and stood.

“All right, Mr. Jackson; I am Mr. Palmer,”
said Dick, “ and 1 am delighted at the way you
have acted. Interests of too great magnitude
are at stake for us not to be-careful. Be with us
at eight to-morrow. You did that well about

‘ Wilson."
The young man had recovered himself by this

"'m':. and stammered out a few incoherent
. WOKK15.

“ As yon have a mother and sister dependent
on you,“ continued Dick, “here is another
guinea. In what position are they I”

" Dressmakers, sir; but their health is not
much to speak of," replied Jackson.
. “ Well, it we work together well, they shall
live in the country," resumed Dick, “and I dare
say the ladies will find work for them."

And they hurried away.
Next evening, when Jackson called, he was

told that Hampton Court had been decided on.

CHAPTER CLXXX.
naurron counr.

The Hampton Court of the time of which we
speak was very much like the Hampton Court of
Charles lI.’s time.

The river was not the great, silent highway
that it is below London, but a soft and murmur
ing stream, with moss-grown banks, reflecting,
as in a broad mirror, the willows and beeches
which ornamented its sides, and on it might
occasionally be seen a light bark indolently
floating among the tall reeds, in a little creek
bordered with alders and forget-me-nots.

The surrounding country on all sides seemed
smiling in happiness and wealth ; the brick cot
tages, from whose chimneys the blue smoke was
slowly ascending in wreaths, forth from
the belts of green holly which environed them;
children dressed in red frocks appeared and

disappeared amid the high grass, like poppies
swayed by the gentle breath of the passing
breeze.

A week later than that alluded to in our last

chapter the family were installed in Grafton
Ilouse, a residence belonging to the duke of that
name, who had lent it.

Like all the leading houses in that neighbour
hood, it had high walls.

It was in sight of Hampton Court, with its
brick walls, its large windows, its handsome iron
gates, as well as its curious bell turrets, its retired
covered walks and cooling fountains, like those
of the Alhambra, and was a perfect bower of
roses, jasmine and clematis.

The family and suite consisted of the same

persons we have been long accustomed to, with
further, an evening visitor, Mr. Edward Jnckson, :
who had become seriously attached to Miss ,

Polly.
Dick had kept his word, and Mrs Jackson,

with her daughter, had removed into a neat
little cottage near the bridge, where a bill, pro

minently displayed, informedhtzi public thntge
residents were milliners and dressmakers.

No name was put up, as they had no desire to
draw Brian's attention to them.

Brian preferred, however. never to enter

Hampton Court, having taken up his quarters at
Twickenham at an inn.

To this place Edward was ordered to go twice
a week.

What for he certainly could not say, as he had

nothing to report-that is, for some lime.
Then there was something—a fancy dress ball

on a grand scale. It was significant, however,
that 0'1 all the invitations there was prominently
displayed : “ NIB.-—No masks admitted.”

Those who knew the story of the Seymours
fully understood this restriction.

There was only one entrance to the garden
and grounds of Grafton House, except a small
side door for servants.

It was arranged that here the tickets should
be given up, and one or two who had a keen
eye for faces were told oii for the work.

The two principal ones were Dick and Tom,
while Tim Roach stood in the background.

A huge tent had been erected in the grounds,
which was connected with the house by a covered
passage.

Gratton House was a blaze of light. Every
window pane sparkled like a diamond in the
darkness of night.

The clang of the yeomanry band sounded
cheerily to the villagers and others, who clung
about the lodge gates to see the carriages roll
in with their living freight—to catch a glimpse
of the flashing diamonds, of the befeathered and
befiowered head-dresses, the mountains of
feathery tulle, and the huge aromatic bouquets.

"Oh!" said Dick, smacking his lips, “if we
were only free, whata haul we might have l"

" Be careful," whispered Tom ; “ you never
know who is about."

At this moment n.carriage came up in which
sat a man in armour, with his visor down.

Dick stepped forward and took his invitation
card.

The name of the person invited was the Mar
quis de Chevanix.

He passed in.
“ Brian ! " said Dick to Tom; “follow me to

the armoury."
Tom, without saying a word. obeyed, and soon,

after trying on several suits, Dick was arrayed
with the assistance of Tom.

“Get you, with some of the servants, into the
refreshment bar," said Dick, “ and we'll have
some fun."

He then himself took his way into the centre
of the tent, and sauntering about slowly, ap
proached the yonng earl, who made up splen
didly for Charles II.

He was ilirting with a very pretty Nell
Gwynne, who was selling her oranges at a fine
rate.

The armour worn by Dick was old and rather
rusty ; certainly not suited to a fancy ball.

“ Well, my grim goblin, come you as a Ban
quo‘s ghost to our feast I" asked the counterfeit
king.

“ No, your majesty," said Dick ; " but a friend
of mine says that yonder tall chap in armour
reminds him of a certain crusader called Brian."

“ Ahl is it so T" asked the earl, keeping up his
character, as others were listening,

“ Yes, my liege."
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 407‘

"‘ Keep him watched," replied the king, laugh
ing; “mayhap he may traitorously embroil. I
will collect my guard.”

Dick bowed and retired.
He walked up straight to where the man in

armour stood.
“ Well, how fares it, old iron pot?" said

Dick, in a deep hollow voice, from under his half
raised visor ; “ wilt come and quafi the flowing
bowl ?"

The other made some unintelligible reply, but
followed in the wake of his inviter.

They reached the refreshment bar, and Dick
ordered two pint goblets full of wine to be
brought him.

“ Drink, brother in arms l" cried the rusty
one ; “ and to do so, put up that iron mask."

The other obeyed, and pushed it up sufli
ciently to be able to put the goblet to his lips.

Meanwhile the earl had not been idle. As
King Charles Il. he had entered the ballroom,
escorted by six young friends in tho dress of
Royal Guards, while another was hubited as their
captain.

As the stranger knight put down his glass, the
king entered with his bodyguard.

“Arrest the knight!" said the king, “ he has
been guilty of high treason l”

" In what way I" asked the man who was
habited cap-a-pie.

“ it was our myal will and pleasure that none
should, at this our festive ball, be masked," was
the quiet response.

“ l did not think your majesty and most loving
_ cousin would insist on that with me," the other

said; “besides a visoris not a mask. But to
hear is to obey."

And raising his visor, he displayed the stern
but composed face of Brian Seymour.

“".[is well; ’tis also our royal pleasure that,
as you came alone and unattended, my Worthy
squire, Sir Richard,” indicating Dick, who looked
like a nog in armour. “ shall attend you the rest
of the night."

"'Tis well, my liege," said Brian, with solid
gravity, “I accept the escort ; and," he said, as
the king retired, “now, Sir Richard, you will
have to be hospitable. I would gladly, after
another goblet, have supper.”

“ So be it," replied Dick, turning to the domes
tics; “have you anything ready suitable to a
noble knight?“

“ There is everything for a cold collation, Sir
Richard, it you will step this way," said Tom,
who was dressed like a cook of the middle ages
—-flowing robe, a wand, and a high-pointed cap.

The two obeyed, passing through the orifice
left by a raised curtain.

Here was laid a supper for four, originally
intended for Dick, Tom, Tim, and Jackson.

“ An‘ you would seek a mountebank with a
painted face and big goggle eyes," said the
stranger knight, " you would oblige me—-"

“ He waits without,” replied Sir Richard,
laughing, as one of the domestics ushered in
Robert Woodstock, in the dress of the recently
introduced Italian Rccambolo.

“ The king has invited me to a private supper,"
remarked Brian, with a grim smile ; “ with Sir
Richard’s permission you will join us.”

“ Certainly," replied Sir Richard, ceremo
niously_

Robert Woodstock was too bewildered and

and instead of being expelled, as he should have
ex cted, they had been invited to supper.

e suspected Dick of having recognised Brian,
but under his thick coat of paint of many
colours, had he spotted him? This was the
mystery.

It was none. Edward Jackson had heard him -

speak to Brian, and recognised his voice at
once.

The supper once over, the knight professed
'

fatigue, and requested permission to retire.
“ l will not disturb the revclry to-night," he

said, “but steal away incog., myself and
friend."

“I am at your orders," was the answer, and
rising he led the knight and the clown out of
the tent along a gravel path to the entrance,
where Brian easily found his carriage, the tout
in waiting recognising the armour.

He drove to the “ Royal Oak” at Twickenham
in silence.

Having dofied their fancy costumes and put
on the garb of society and civilisation, they
began to swear like two troopers.

After this they drowned their rage and disap
pointment in punch, and went drunk to bed.

Meanwhile the fancy ball continued, and
proved a great success. Sir Richard reported
the end of his mission to the king, and then
would have retired, but Charles II. insisted that
his rusty suit of armour was the great succes of
the evening.

The Royal Guard told the story of the arrest
of Brian and the part Sir Richard had played,
and he was quite pestered by people asking for
his version of the story.

It was far after daylight when the ball ended,
the most successful thing of the kind that season.

CHAPTER CLXXXI.
LOVE-MAKING.

The impudence of Brian and Robert intruding
thus, and facing the anger of the young earl,
more than ever convinced the whole party in
Grafton House that there must be no half
measures with Brian Seymour.

Could not something be done to render him
harmless during the tour months of minority
that remained?

Might not some of those measures which he
had adopted with such bitter recklessness be
used against him? ,

Could not these two villains be carried ofi, as
Shelton had been, and put in safety somewhere
where they could do no harm?

It was a question worth discussing.
If they could only be secured and placed in

durance vile, either in some Scotch or Irish

Clillfillfl,
Dick and Tom would undertake to guard

L em.
Sapathwa thought the matter worthy of con.

sideration, and several plans were suggested.
The first thing, as the celebrated cook said,

was to catch the hare.
This Dick and Tom, with the assistance of

Tim, undertook to do any night. But on the
night after the ball they disappeared.

Edward Jackson found a note at the inn
saying their whereabouts would be doubtful to
some time, and that if anything happened
worthy of being reported, he was to write to

astonished to make any remark. They were at Drury Lane.
. tne fancy dress ball, they had been discovered, This sudden absence was looked upon with
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408 TUE BLUE DWARF;

suspicion—-as something done to put them ofi
their guard.

They determined, therefore, to keep watch.
Edward Jackson went privately up to London

in a rude disguise, but he could neither see nor
hear anything of them.

All he could report to them was that every
thing wns going on as usual.

But he got no reply. In their turns Brian
and Robert had wholly disappeared.

Still, Sapalhwa decided to be more on his
guard than ever, and a kind of council of war
was held every night.

Edward Jackson was not as yet admitted to
these secret cabinet meetings as it were, but in .
all else he was trusted.

He, Dick, Tom, and Tim used every day to go
‘

out in different directions about the neighbour
hood, and meeting at fixed points, report to one
another.

For a day or two nobody saw anything worth
speaking of.

Edward Jackson did not prolong his researches

very far. After loaiing about in a careless way,
he would stroll to Rose Cottage, near the bridge,
inhabited by Mrs. and Miss Jackson, where he
was always welcome.

The change to these hard-worked dressmakers
seemed something wonderful. Already it had

produced its eiiect.
Good air, good food, and above all the absence

of harrowing worry, had slightly filled up their
pale cheeks, which even the roses began to touch.

Besides, Lady Laura and Lady Jermyn, finding
they were really clever women, with remarkably
good taste, gave them high-class and well-paid
work.

Mrs. Jackson was a Frenchwomnn,
daughter of an experienced 1nodi.xtc in Paris.

Mother and daughter saw their way clear to

reaching a position in which they would com
mand the whole trade of Richmond, 'I‘wicken
ham, and Hampton Court.

Of course they laid it all to Edward, little

the

thinking that they owed it chiefly to the wondei-
ful eccentricities of an ancient eight-day clock.

But of this comical incident _Edward never
said anything.

On the second day after the mysterious dis

ap ance of Brian and Robert, Teddy, as they
called him, called, but he was not alone.

Ho brought with him pretty Polly, whom he.
without any preliminaries, introduced as his
future wife.

Naturally enough both mother and daughter
stared, but they received her kindly enough.

" Mother, Lucy," said the young man, warmly,
“ by the fealty I owe to my new employers, I
am bound not to tell the reasons which bind me
so to them. But this I will say, that but for
Miss Minchen I should never have been in the

position I am.”
“ How we have to thank you, miss l" said the

mother, in a grateful tone.
“ Don't you believe all he says, Mrs. Jackson,”

put in Polly. "Ihad something to do with it
,

eh, Teddy l— something like this ;" and si.c
warbled 0&

'-My grandfathersaid, that rf thoeohe could hire,
Not a servant so faithful he found ;

For it wastedno time, and had hut one desire,
At the closeof eachweek to bewound.

Ninety yearswithout slumber-ing
(Tick, tick, tick. tick).

His life secondsnumbering
(Tick. tick, tick, tick). _

It stoppedshort, neverto goagain, whentheold mandicd."

i

“ Well," said Edward, grimly, “ as she has
told you that, I will tell how I got acquainted.
with my present employers."

And he told it as the reader knows it. Mrs.
and Miss Jackson laughed heartily at this
specimen of rustic love-making, and the whole
party were the best of friends.

But Edward had not the moral courage to tell
how he was still bound to Brian and his party.

It might have made them more nervous than
was necessary, and Polly had been too well
schooled to add a word to what her future hus~
band had to say.

Presently, as the day was fine, and Edward
had really nothing to do, he proposed that they
should go down the river in a sailing boat, and
then return in time for tea, which, of course, their
batters having adopted, their inferiors at once
did the same thing.

Nobody objected, and soon a boat managed by
an experienced watermau started with its four
passengers.

They made the voyage down as agreed on,
and then they turned back, without having made
any halt.

On their way back, when just opposite Eel Pie
Island, Polly, who was used to be petted, and to
have her own way in everything, happened to
say she was very thirsty.

"We must go higher up," replied Edward.
“ N o," observed the boatmun, “ there's an inn

on Eel Pie Island ;” then, sinking his voice,
“ it’s a great place for swells and gamblers, and
they don’t like strangers. I'll fetch you what you
want."

" A pot of good ale for the ladies, and whiskey
for you and me," said Edward, laughing.

But in his heart he did not laugh. A gambling
house on that island l

That explained to his mind the disappearance
of Brian and Robert.

He would keep quiet, say nothing, and then
quietly follow the matter up.

The hoatman soon came back with cake, ale,
and whiskey, the whole being carried by a smart
serving girl.

Edward Jackson paid her a goodly fee, and
asked careless questions about the hotel.

He heard quite enough. It was a retreat for
noblemen, gentlemen, and ladies from London,
who, free from all the restraints of metropolitan
life, could do as they pleased.

It was never shut day or night.
In fact, it was, as we shall show, as nefarious

1
'.

den then as it is a respectable house now.
It was the place of mi ting of a club so foul

and ofiensive in its Iioentious orgies, that it could
not find a place in London where they would
aiiow it to meet.

This will give an idea of the morals of the
lace, the mysteries of which Edward Jackson
ad made up his mind to probe.
He little imagined to what he pledged himself,

or what would happen to him in that awful
den.

But Edward Jackson was staunch. He had
been treated by all connected with the Seymour
family in a way he could never forgot.

The kindness shown him by Brian was purely
interested, and merited no thanks. He had been
sent, at the risk of breaking a girl’s heart, to win
an entrance into the house by playing on her
affections.

He had taken the matter seriously, and the
words of the song did not apply to him—

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



;HE1R VICTIM.
"~

.|
4

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

7
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le
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410 THE BLUE DWARF;

.._._.'

" Shehas two eyesso soloand brown,
Take care!

Shegives s siile glance and looks down;
Beware! beware!

Trust her not, she'sfooling thee."

Now Teddy did trust her, and continued to do

80

CHAPTEB. CLXXXII.
REL PIE ISLAND.

lldward Jackson determined to attempt his
desperate adventure alone.

Not only did he wish to get credit for making
what he expected to be a great discovery, butl
he wished to win favour with his lady love.

He was, as the butler said, “ hard hit in the
wings, and crippled for flying " about Pretty
Polly.

He returned home and reported anything but
the truth. He wished to keep the great secret of
Eel Pie Island to himself.

After‘ dinner he said he would take a look
round, and went out. As they had complete
faith in him, no one suspected anything wrong, 1
and he was allowed to take his departure unmo
lested and unquestioned.

But Edward Jacksun was no fool.
careful to take every possible precaution.

, He secured a brace of the very best pistols to be ‘

found in the house, and in a sheath in his belt
he had a long clasp knife, which sailors are so
iondiof carrying.

He stepped out and followed the hanks

-\

‘o
f

th
e

. '_~_river, until he came within sight of the tall
’.'-willows and other trees on the island, which

shaded ttie, house from view.
The origin of Eel Pic Island went back into

remote history. It was, however, believed that
at some early period,when the Thames was more
abundantly stocked with eels than it is now, a
thrifty family had erected a hut on the island,
where they dispensed the pies, which had sub

sequently given it a name.
The island was at the time of which we speak

connected with the shore by means of a. narrow
arched bridge, with an iron gate at the end,
which was always kept locked to those of the
outer world.

But this did not in any way interfere with the

plans of Edward Jackson.

._ He untasteiied a boat from the banks, and
sculled himself over to the island, . ,,_,

It was midnight. He heard it strike as he
crossed over by Twickenham Old Church.

Landing, be looked about him cautiously," and
saw n gravel path leading inward. This he fol
lowcd some little distance, until he came in sight

_ of a large square brick house, whence came the
sound of revelry.

All the shutters were close shut, so that a

casual passer-by, if there ever came one that
way, would not be able to see what was going on.

Jackson moved mutiously up to the entrance,
and peered in. I

The ground floor he made out was occupied by
kitchens and a kind of drinking saloon.

Was it safe to enter! Did they give refresh
ment to travellers? In his own mind he
thought not, and would not venture to run the
risk.

To discover the secrets of that prison house he
would have to exercise extreme caution, if lie
was ever to see his friends again.

This, sincrhc had become attachcd.,to.Mar_v,

He was V

was a thing he would not risk, to carry out any
quixotic plans he might have conceived.

He determined to walk round the house and
reconnoitre.

He did so, but for some time he found himself
none the wiser.

Then he noticed at the back of the house a

gallery running along, with a kind of verandah.
The windows looking out on this had not only

light.
Loud voices, too, were heard from below, and

Jackson felt that he must get up there somehow.
But it was very well to come to this resolve,
how could he carry it out?

He drew back towards an outhouse, hoping to
have a better view, and as he did so stumbled
over a short ladder.

, He lost not a moment, but lifting it up planted

| it against the side of the house. He was soon
on the balcony and peering through one of the
open windows.

The room he gazed on was plainly furnished,
but fitted up in every way like one of the fashion
able hells of the metropolis-green baize table,

, luxurious couches and easy chairs, while servants

l moved about with muflied steps, bringing such
refreshments as were called for.

There were four windows on this gallery, three
of which belonged to this room. The fourth was
that of an ante-chamber, where hats, cloaks,
roquelaurs, &c., were left.

For the moment it was empty.
Jackson walked in with something of a feeling

of trepidation. If discovered there would be no
mercy. He believed these wild bloods and gam
blers capsble of anything.

They would not come to this secluded spot
ll1]l8eS they had sttong motives for conceal
merit.

What was the life of so humble an individual
as himself to these desperadoes?

Before coming out Edward stuck on a pair of
whiskers and a waxed moustache, which he had
taken from the extensive stores oi Mr. John
Palmer.

But how to enter the room without exciting
the suspicions of those collected there. He

l
I

P. . .. =with the game. Those who were not mitt were

and the suggestive noise made by knives, forks,

Surely when the house was so crowded every
011.1

he need not have been alarmed. Once inside,

l

eered in, and saw that everybody was enthralled

as intent asthose who were playing. - ,

He went out on the landing. He heard voices

e where. and made out the olinking of glasses

and‘ plates.

b could not know everybody. Had he known,

everybody was believed to have the password,
and no no'ice was taken.

Edward Jackson hung up _his cap, as he
noticed that everybody was_,,nncovered, and
sauntered into the room, notin a stealthy, but
simply in a quiet way, and seated himself on one
of the couches, whence he could see all that was
going on.

There, as he expected, flushed and excited,
amid the thick of the most recklem gamblers,
were Brian and Robert.

The expression on their faces was not pleasant
to see.

Evidently they were losing.
Edward Jackson watched all that passed.

He saw that many were playing for guinea stakes.

I An-old gentleman seemed to have arun of lack.

no shutters, but were open, showing a
.

flood of
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A 'l'ALl£ Ob‘ LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. ll
Edward put a guinea alongside of his, with a

low-breathed apology, and in a few minutes had
won considerably. He then returned to a table,
and called for wine.

He was careful to note that nobody paid for
what they partook of. He was glad to be aware
of this, as any departure from the customs of the
place would show ignorance, and arouse suspi
cion.

He thought it now high time to retreat,
having learned all he wanted.

He rose, sanntered back into the ante-chamber,
and took his cap ofi its peg.

He then moved towards the window. He
remembered no more, except that he received a
heavy blow on the back of the head.

D I i I I I
Edward Jackson had told pretty Mary not to

expect him home until very late. No one was
to sit up, as he had a key of the small door, and
could get to bed without disturbing anybody.

All, therefore, retired to rest.
They were not very early risers in that estab

lishment, but all the servants were on foot at
eight, and had their breakfast before nine,
when the “upps. suckles" had their morning
meal.

Jackson took his breakfast with the domestics
from choice. He might have joined Dick, Tom,
and Tim, but he preferred the society of Miss
Minchen.

His absence from the breakfast table did not
surprise Mary, who explained that he had said
he would be late.

When, however, the housemaids reported that
his bed had not been slept in, the girl grew
anxious, and at once communicated with Mr.
Palmer.

" Rather strange l" said that individual ; “ but
have you any reason to be pariicularly anxious?"

“ He was talking about the mysteries of Eel
Pie~ Island," she answered, “ and vowed he be
lieved Mr. Brian Seymour was there.”

“ By heavens l" exclaimed Dick, “then he's a
lost man l"

Pretty Polly gave a start and seated herself,
while Dick hurried away to confer with
Sapathwa

He, too, believed that the rash young man,
having excited the suspicions of Brian, had
fallen a victim to his devotion and overweening
confidence in himself.

He quite agreed that steps must be taken to
rescue him if a prisoner, or to avenge him if
dead.

CHAPTER CLXXXIII.
a mrsrsarons noose.

Dick Turpin had, during one of the earlier
rpisodes of his existence, been to the “ Eel Pie
House."

He knew something of its ways, and was well
aware that it concealed many mysteries.

Of one thing he was well aware—that the
f rcquenters of this extraordinary den flitted
with the dawn of day, nor returned until night
covered the whole scene with its dark canopy.

During the day it was simply in the nature of
u river-side inn, where anglers and others sought
and found refreshments.

It was a favourite part of the river for the
votaries of the rod.

Dick took Tim Roach with him in u boat,‘ “Certainly, sir,” Swinstead replied. “Tllil

without a Waterman, as he never trusted any
body if he could help it.

If you want a ihing done, do it yourself, was
his motto.

Runnirg their boat into the back water, they
landed and strolled up to the house, talking and
laughing.

On reaching the front door, they walked into
the refreshment bar, and each called for what
he liked best.

There were plenty of stools, chairs, and tables.
so that they made themselves very comfortable.

Apparently they were the only customers in
the house; but Dick was too wary to make any
observations.

What be had made up his mind to do was to
take a careful look round, and then next night
he would visit the den alone, leaving Tom and
Tim outside.

He could easily get the pass-word, as he knew
many men who were in the habit of visiting the
“ Eel Pie House."

So, after a quiet half-hour, they rose and
returned to their boat.

As soon as Dick had reported to Sapathwa, he
started for London, after bidding Tom and
Roach be on the island in some private nook
the next morning at day-break.

Having arrived in London, he at once called
on the Duke of Grafton, who, the reader may
remember, was the father of Lady Grafton,
whom Dick had rescued from the clutches of
Brian and Robert.

He was well known as a friend of the Earl of
Elphick, and was at onoe admitted.

The duke was known as a young old man,
who delighted in fun and frolic. When Dick
told his story frankly about the disappearance
of Edward Jackson and his suspicions about the
“Eel Pie House," he laughed.

"I won't give you the pass-word," he said,
“because that is contrary to the oath of the
fraternity, but I will take you there."

“I am indeed honoured, my lord," replied
Dick, blushing with pleasure.

“ You see—entering the house under my
wing, “continued his grace, “ you will be free
for ever of the house, only don't go and blow
any of our secrets. In your search for your
friend you may discover one or two little
matters which we do not want publicly known.”

“I give my word," said Dick, gravely.
“ Dine with me at seven,” continued the duke,

“ and in the meantime make up as a flash
Mohawk—you know the tailor."

And he handed him a card, after writing a
few words Willi his initials in -the corner.

“D expense," the duke went on, “and
don't pay a farthing ready money. You'll want
all you can rake up at ‘ Eel Pie.‘ I'm not very
flush," added the reckless nobleman ; “ but
stilli"

“ Thanks, my lord.“ interrupted Dick ; “ but.
by the kindness of the Earl of Elphick,l am
amply prepared."

And he took his leave. _ _
Swinstead, the Poole of the day, on receiving

the dnke’s card, bowed to the ground, and asked

what he could do for his worship.
“ Well, the truth is," said Dick, “ that I want

to go to a grand ball to-night. All my things
are in the custom house at Dover. I dare say

you have some misfits, but they must be of the

bestli
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41 9 THE BLUE DWARF;.1

way,” and he led him to a back room, whence
half an hour inter, Dick emerged, perhaps the

besbdressed man in London—- coat, breeches.
sword, ruffles, wig, and all.

Dick hardly knew what to do. He wanted to

obtain the assistance of some of his old com
rades; but enter ‘-Paddy's Goose” or any of
those places he dared not in this garb.

And yet, why not‘! His pocket was full of
shiners, and they would be only too glad to

welcome him in his peacock feathers.
At all events, he would take some slight re

fection ; having a view to the duke's dinner, he
would not eat too much.

Going down the Strand, he saw, lounging in
front of a rather high-flying eating house, a
man in shabby finery. He was looking with
eager, hungry eyes at the display in the
window. ,

This man was a hi hwayman, who also re
joiced in the name o Jackson, and our friend
knew enonuh of him to speak familiarly.

“ Hallo, Jackson l" he said ; “trying to get up
-an appetite for dinner i”

"No, sir," replied theother, staring at this
heavy eighteenth-century swell, '- I’m trying to
get a dinner for my appetite. But I haven’t the

leasure."P
“Hal hal ha! Fine feathers make fine

birds
I;

he
laughzed.

“
Yon. don't tell me you;

don’t now Dick "' '

“S‘help m'el”_ cried Jackson, in great con
fusion ; “ what does it mean T‘

“ We'll talk abo_ut_it _o_ver_achop," said Dick,
so lead the way." _ , "

And the other, unable to say another word,
preceded his gorgeously-attired acquaintance
into the dining-room, where the appearance of
his companion created quite a sensation.

They dined on the‘ best of everything, Dick
being, however, moderate in his drinking, with

"a view to the evening.
“You know, Jackson," he said, loud enough

to be heard by one or two, “I dine with the
duke at seven at Grafton House, and it would be
impolite to kill my appetite. Good cooks, good
wines, you know."

The listeners were awestruck. To see a. man
having a nnack like a common and humble
citizen, who was going to dine with a live duke,
was something almost too astounding for belief.

" Fact l" whispered Dick to his companion, as
he poured him out a glass of wine; “ and now to
business. You know Eel Pie Island i"

" I know it well."
“Then I want you and five other bully boys

to be there before davlight to-morrow morning,"
continued Dick. “Keep near the house until I
give the signal. Here’s ten guineas, just for ex
penses. Ask of me what you like to-rnorrow."

And they went on with their dinner, which to
the needy highwsyman was simply sumptuous.

We shall lncct this extraordinary man under
different circumstances further on.

As soon as the meal was finished the magnifico
and his humble follower went out, and, Jackson
leading the way, entered a rather flash saloon
oi! Drury Laue, where Dick’s appearance pro- .
duced a prodigious effect.

There was u good deal of company, even at
that hour, and Jackson letting all friends know
who the grandee was, there were high jinks, and
considerable hilarity to follow.

Dick was imperturbable. He was getting up
a face for the dinner; he knew that it was to

be a téte-£1.téte festival, but he wished to act
with all due solemnity and decorum.

At half-past six he rose and went out, accom
panied by Jackson. The others s'mply rose and
took ofi their hats, to which homage Dick
responded right royally.

When outside, he called a coach, and was
driven to Grafton Street, where the residence of
the Duke of Grafton then was.

The dinner, which was just what .Dick ex
pected, being over, the duke called his carriage,
and they were driven to Twickenham.

CHAPTER CLXXXIV.
m run LION'B nan."

Of course, in company with one so well known
as the Duke of Grafton, bon-vivant, roué, and
the .most calmly profligate man of his time.
Captain Leopold Howard was not only well
received, but his name was inscribed on the books
‘of the house.

‘ ' ' ' ' '

Captain Howard followed the duke into the
principal gambling room, and the two, seating
themselves, began to play.

‘

The duke was a rather reckless player, and
lost, but Dick was as careful as his companion
was otherwise, and won a considerable sum.

He then‘ rose, and intimated his intention of
seeking refreshment. -

The duke, moved ‘by hospitable thoughts, rose
also and accompanied him.

He took him to the room where wines and
other liquors were dispensed by Hebes in short
clothes. -

When they had satisfied their longing! here,
the duke, at the expressed wish of Dick, took
him over the house, in order to disclose some of
its mysteries.

“ I can only disclose a part," he said, “ if you
are correct in your belief that this young fellow
is concealed here, you must remain behind nncl
do the best you can for yourself.”

He then took him into another room on the
same floor.

It was rather large, and very much orna
mented.

“ This is what we call our secret chamber.
Why it was originally made," said the duke, "' I
know not. But look."

And, stooping, he pushed aside a portion of
the flooring.

“ You will look through the opening,” he said
“ and you will be able to observe all that pnsses
bel-.-w. Nothing is going on now—bnt it may b.
ueeful to you later on."

Dick peered through the openin
that he was in a domed room.

“And now,” the duke went on, pushing what
appeared to be the head of a nail, " if you want
to go down into that room—sec !" .

The flooring again opened, and rcvealci :1.
kind of oblong box.

'

"' You get into this," continued the duke,
laughing, “press this button, and down you go.
When you want to come up, you re-cuter ihe

<1 and saw=1

‘
box, and up you come."

“ lt‘s very curious," said Dick.
“ Very, and what it all means I really don‘:

know," continued the duke.
“ It is very curious,“ mused Dick, repeating

himself.
" There are no other secrets that I can reveal,
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 413

but I dare say with your head you can find out a
good many for yourself.” v

“ I think I can," repliedthe other.
“And now, if you have no objection, we will

return to our game."
Captain Howard was nits agreeable.

down they soon "reach the gambling saloon,
and there Dick saw Brian and Robert deeply
engaged at play. ' ' ' 1

‘
But what puzzled him ~at once was that they

were seated one on each side of a young man of
very superior appearance.

' I

Going

He was evidently from the conntry,'but’ he was : -

richly dressed, and-looked like a man of some
distinction.

Dick had no fear of being recognised while
playing the character of Captain Howard.

Besides, the fact of his having been introduced
by the Duke of Grafton‘ was enough to check
suspicion on the part of any one present.

CHAPTER CLX_XXV.
A FOUL PLOT

The duke was- about to leave him, and join' a
select party in a private room.

" One moment, my lord," said Dick, in a low
tone; “can you tell me who that gentleman is
who is playing between Brian Seymour and
Robert Woodstock I"

" Sir Francis Knowles,” replied the duke, in
an annoyed tone; “ a young man of good family
and moderate means, who should not be here.
He is betrothed to the beautiful Miss JOb|1.~.OD,
who is worth over a hundred thousand. It
would be the making of him to marry her, and
restore Knowles, now heavily mortgaged."

“ Strange he should be here, my lord," said the

supposed Captain Howard. »
“ Yes, it's my opinion. he has been inveigled

here,“ continued the duke. “ Miss Johnson is a
bit of a prude, and would never marry a gam
bler. I think there is a plot on, and that some
of his jealous rivals are in it. Keep a good look
out. Call me, if I can do any good."

And he pointed out a waiter, to whom he took
the captain.

“ Do everything this gentleman tells you,
James," said the duke, “and call me if he asks
you."

At this moment Brian rose and went towards
the other side of the room, where a man of rather
imposing mien, a man of about thirty-five years,
awaited him. ‘

They spoke, and then went down a narrow
passage.

“ I must hear what they say,” whispered Dick
to the man James, slipping a lguinea info his
hand.

“ This way, sir," said
same way. ~- ' ~

He then opened a door, and thrust him into a
dark room.

“Keep quiet, sir," he whispered, “I'll fetch
you presently."

“ Well, my lord," said the voice of Brian Sey

James, leading him the

. mour, " what is ii. you want 2"
" You have seen Sir Francis Knowles,“ replied

the other, Lord Jefiries, “ and see what a soft one
he is I"

" Well, he's not mighty sharp," continued
Brian, drily ; "' Ihad hard work to get him, and
now what am I to do with him 7"

“ Well, I want you to ruin him to-night, at
once,“ replied Lord Jefiries.

." But that's easier said than done." declared
Brian Seymour.

"Not at all. We'll make up a special table
for baccarat," said Lord Jetirie-, “und you must
sit to his left hand. You know how to work
the cards ; he must win a pile, enough to excite

'

suspicion, which I will see confirmed."
' " It's a risky game," Brian remarked, coolly,

“where am I to come in?"
" A cool thou, if you succeed." ,

“ ‘Bht {will not run sogi-eat a risk for nothing,"
doggedly remarked Brian ; "if Isucceed, where

is my security 1"
“ I will give my I.O.U."
-“No, my lord," said Brian, rising, "this is a

neck-or-nothing game. and ‘I won't risk being

i

turned out of the Eel Pie House for nothing. I

must have the money."
" You're n. hard nail l" said Lord Jelfries, “I'll .

l

give you five hundred now, and the_i:est when
the wedding comes off.” 1

“ You've just refused me a hundred," said
plaintive female voice.

“ Don't interfere, Baby, with what does noti»
concern you l" cried Lord Jetfries, steruly; "it

is your interest as well as mine to ruin this man,
so say nothing.”

“ It's a cruel shame to ruin a smart chap like
that," continued the rather retiring voice ; “ but,
there, it's no business of mine."

And the party left the room,James immediately
after coming to fetch Dick.

He hastily returned and found that a table
was being made up for baccarat-a game which
was played for high stakes.

Several knew that he hurl been introduced by
the Duke of Grafton, and, therefore, when he
offered himself as one of the players he was at
once accepted.

Brian simply caught the name, Captain Howard,
introduced by the Duke of Grafton, and took no
further notice. He was too intent upon his foul

lot.P

The players were Lord Jeffries, Brian" Seymour,
Sir Francis, Robert Woodstock, Captain Howard,
Llewellyn S'oke=, »Mamby Williams, and two
others whose names escape us.

‘ '

There were-several-‘lockers-on; among others
Baby Fanny, a simple girl," very pretty, who had
been led into this lite, how she could not very
well say.

" She was with one man one day, with
another'the"~ne1t,'caring'very little for any of
them, but in her inmost hear-' feeling very mise
rable, and despising herself heartily.

She did" not play,'but sat. looking on with
considerable’ interest, not unmixed with uneasi
ness.

‘ ‘ ‘ '

Captaiufloward, as we shall continue to call
him for the present, thought that at a pinch he
would be able to get her to tell the truth.

He took care to find out that her real name
was Miss Somerset.

'

He now turned to the players, and his eyes
were fixed on Brian and the young gentleman _
from the country.

He was about twenty-six years of agc, rather
dark complexioned, and tall, while his every

movement was instinct with that natural grace
which is the result of perfect harmony of the

muscles, and of more than common vigour.
His features were irregular, but they gave

evidence of energy, kindness of heart, and

honesty of purpose.
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411 THE BLUE DWARF

A man possessing this proud, intelligent, and -‘ Well, it will insure me money to go on

open brow, this clear and straightforward gaze with," he said, laughing.
‘and these finely-cut lips, could be no ordinary
man.

He turned carelessly to his enemy, Lord
Jefiries, and could not help comparing them.

Not to the advantage of the nobleman.
Sir Francis could not help admiring the

apartment into which he had been introduced. _
The saloon was an immense apartment, di

vided into two rooms by sliding doors and
hangings.

The hangings only were now brought into use.
The only thing peculiar in this room and its

appointment-1 was a reflector, ingeniously ar
ranged above the chandelier ii such a way as to

throw the full glare of the candles upon the
card table, which was directly beneath it.

The table itself was adorned with a covering
of rich tapestry; but this was visible only at
the corners, for it, in turn, was covered with a

green baize cloth, considerably the worse for wear.
Sir Francis noticed that everyone spoke in

very low tones; there was something very like
res t, even awe, in this subdued murmur.

ne might have supposed that those present
were celebrating the rites of some mysterious
worship.

And is not gaming a species of idolatry,
whose symbols are cards, and which has its
images, its fetishes, its miracles, its fanatics, and
its martyrs 1

The game played was one recently introduced
from Paris, called baccarat tnrurnzmt. a game of
humble and infantile simplicity. There are no
such things as skill or combination possible in
it ; science and calculations are useless. Chance
alone decides, and decides with the rapidity of
lightning.

Amateurs assert that, with great coolness and
long practice, one can, at least in a measure,
avoid ill luck.

Perhaps they are right.
Each person holds the cards in his turn, risks

what seems to him good, and when his bet is
taken, deals. If he win he is free to follow up
his vein of good luck or to pass the deal.

When he loses, the deal passes to the next
player on the right.

lt took Sir Francis only a moment to learn
the rules of the game.

It was Brian's turn presently. He bet five
guineas; it was taken ; he dealt, lost, and

llfllildfid
the cards to Sir Francis, who sat on his

rig t.
The playing, which had been rather timid at

first—sinco it was necessary, as they say, to try
the luck—had now become quite animated.

Several players soon had large piles of gold
beside them, and the heavy artillery—that is to
say, the bank notes—were beginning to put in
an appearance.

Sir Francis intended this to be his last visit to
the gambling house, and determined while there
to do as others did.

"I stake ten guineas," he said.
“ Taken."
He dealt and won.
“Twenty guineasl"
This wager was also taken; he won, and his

run of luck was so remarkable that in less than
no time he won four hundred guineas.

" Pass the deal," whispered Brian.
Sir Francis did not know why, but he followed

his advice.

But such prudence was unnecessary, so far as
he was concerned.

When the deal came to him again, fortune
favoured him even more than before. He started
with four hundred pounds, and doubling each
time in four successive plays, he won twelve
thousand eight hundred guineas.

“The deuce—the gentleman has lnckl" said
one, aotzo voce.

" Zoundsl and he is playing for the first time,"
whispered another.

" That accounts for it.
always win."

These words came from lockers-on.
Sir Francis could not fail to hear the com

ments. The blood began to mount to his cheeks,
and conscious that he was blushing, as usually
happens, he blushed still more.

His good fortune embarrassed him, that was
evident, and he played recklessly.

Still, his good luck did not desert him; and
do what he would, he won—won continually.

By four o'clock in the morning he had twenty
thousand pounds before him.

" Do you know that gentleman?" inquired one.
"He came with Bryan Seymour; but he's a

baronet of good family," replied the other.
Suddenly Baby Fanny rose.
“ Are we not going to have any supper '2“ she

said.
All seemed reluctant.
"Yes," said the eldest of the party, “let us

go
‘into

supper. Perhaps it will change the
luc ’."

This was a decisive consideration; the room
was emptied as if by magic. No one was left at
the table but Sir Francis, who did not know
what to do with all the gold and notes that were
piled up before him.

He succeeded, however, in distributing it in
his pockets, and was hastening to join the other
guests in the dining room, when Baby Fanny
barred the way.

“ I desire a word with you, Sir Francis," she
said.

Her face was very animated, and her usual
stcreoty ped smile was not on her lips.

“ I am at your service," said the young baronet,
much surprised.

She took his arm, and led him to the embrasure
of a window.

“ l'm a stranger to you, sir," she said, very
hurriedly, and in very low tones, “and yet I
must ask you to grant me a great favour."

iv’

The inexperience-l

k, madam."
She hesitated, as if at a loss for words, then

she said eagerly
“ You will leave this house at once, without

warning anyone, and while the other guests are
at supper."

Sir Francis‘s astonishment was changed into
perfect stupor.

"Why am I to go T" he asked.
“ Because—— ; but no, I cannot tell you.

Consider it a caprice on my part; but I entreat
you do not refuse me. Do me this favour, and 1
snall be eternally grateful."

There was in her voice and entire attitude such
an agony of supplicat-ion that Sir Francis was
touched.

A vague presentiment of some terrible, irre
parable misfortune agitated his own heart.

He sadly shook his head, and said bitterly—

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 4l5

"You are not perhaps aware that I have won
twenty thousand guineas."

“Yes, I am aware of it. And this is only
another and still stronger reason why you should

otect yourself against possible loss. Others
hive done it. The other night Sir Richard
Hetherington quietly made hisescape bareheaded.
He took five thousand guineas away with him,
and left his hat in exchange. The baronet was
a brave man, and next day the wisdom of his act
was applauded. Come, you have decided, I see,
you will go; and to be still more safe, I will
show you out through the servants‘ hall, then no
one can possibly see you."

Sir Francis had almost made up
yield to her entreaties ; but this proposed
retreat through the back door was too revolting
to his pride to be thought of for a moment.

“ I will never consent to such a thing," he
declared ; “ what would they think of me?
Besides, 1 owe them their revenge, and I shall
give it them."

Neither Baby Fanny nor Sir Francis had
noticed Brian Seymour, who had stolen into the
room on tiptoe, and who had been listening to
their conversation concealed behind the folds of
a heavy curtain.

He now suddenly appeared before them.
" Ahl my dear sir," he exclaimed, in his most

winning tones, " while I honour your scruples,
I must say that I think madam is right. lf I
were in your place, if I were gaining what you
are gaining, I would not hesitate. Others might
think what they p'en.sed; butyou have the money,
that is the main thing."

For the second time Brian's _intervention de
cided Sir Francis.

" I shall remain," he said, resolutely.
" I entrent you, sir," said Baby Fanny, laying

her hand imploringly on his arm ; ‘- go now,
there is still time.”

" Yes, go l" said Brian, approvirigly ; “ it
would be a most excellent move.
save this large amount.“

These words were like the drop which makes
the cup overflow.

Crimson 'with anger and assailed by the
strangest suspicions, Sir Francis turned from
Buoy Fanny, and hastened towards the supper
room.

The conversation ceased entirely on his en
trance. He could not fail to understand that he
had been the subject of it.

A secret instinct warned him that all the mcn
assembled there were his enemies—though he
knew not why—and that they ‘were plotting
against him.

He also perceived that his slightest movements
were watched and commented upon.

But he was a brave man. His conscience did
not reproach him in the least, and he was one of
those persons who, rather than wait for danger,
provoke it.

So, with an almost defiant air, he seated him
self beside a young lady dressed in the very
height_of the fashioa—one of those who always
patronised Eel Pie House—and began to laugh
and chat with her.

He possessed a ready wit, and, what is even
better, tact, and for a quarter of an hour astou
ished those around him by his brilliant sallies.

Champagne was flowing freely, and he drank
four or five glasses in quick succession.

They did not linger long at the supper table.
“ Let us go back," cried the old gentleman

his mind to

Retreat, and ,

who had insisted on the suspension of the game ;
“ we are wasting a deal of precious time here."

Sir Francis rose with the others. and in his
haste to enter the adjoining room he found him
self crowding against two men who were talking
together near the door.

" So it is understood,“ said one.
" Yes, yes, leave it to me ; I will act as execu

tioner."
The word sent all the young man's blool

bounding to his heart.
“ Who is to be executed 7" he thought. “ l

evidently am to be the victim. What does it all
mean 2"

CHAPIER CLXXXVI.
run Tl-IUNDEBBOLT.

Around the green table all the players had
changed places, and Sir Francis found himself
seated, not on Brian’s right, but directly opposite
to him, and between two men of about his own
age-one of them being the person who had
announced his intention of acting as execu
tioner.

All eyes were fixed on the unfortunate baronet
when the deal came to him. He bet two hundred
guineas, and won.

There was a slight commotion about the table,
and one of the players, who had lost most
heavily, said, sotto voca—

“ Don't look so hard at the gent1emau—he
will not have any more luck."

This ironical remark_ which was uttered in a
tone that made it as insulting as a blow, sent a
gleam of light through Sir Francis Knowles’!
puzzled brain.

He suspected, at last, what any p:rson less
honest than himself would have comprehended
long before.

He thought of rising and demanding an
apology; but he was almost overcome by the
horrors of his situation. His ears tingled; it
seemed to him that the pulsations of his heart
were suspended.

The game proceeded; but no one paid any
attention to it; the stakes were insignificant.
Lo-is or gain drew no exclamation from anyone.

The attention of the entire party was con
centrated upon Sir Francis; and hc, with
despair in his heart, followed the movement of
the cards, which were passing from hand to
hand and fast approazhing him again.

When they reached him the silence became
breathless, menacing, even sinister.

The ladies and the men who were not playing
approached and leaned over the table with
evident perplexity.

“ Great heavens l" thought Sir Francis. “ If I
could only lose."

He was as pale as death; the perspiration
trickled down ironi his hair upon his temples,
and his hands trembledso that he could scarcely
hold the cards.

" I will hazarl a hundred guineas,“ he faltered.
“ I take your bet,“ answered a voice.
Alasl the unfortunate man's wish was not

gratified; he won. In the midst of the wildest
confusion he exclaimed

“ Two hundred guineas."
“ Taken.”
But as he began to deal the cards his neigh

bour sprang up and seized him roughly by the
hands, crying
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416 THE BLUE DWARF ;

“ This time I am sure of it-you are a thief !"
With a bound Sir Francis was on his feet.
While his peril had been vague and undeter

mined, his energy had been paralysed. It was

‘restored to him intact when danger declared
itself in all its horrors.

He pushed away the man who held his hands
with such violence that he sent him reeling under
a sofa; then he stepped hack and surveyed the
excited throng with an air of menace and de
fiance.

Useless! Seven or eight players sprang upon
him and overpowered him, as if he had been
the vilest malefsctor.

'

Dick still waited, but signed to James, the
waiter, to come to him.

“ Ask the Duke of Grafton, if possible, to join
me in ten minutes," he said.

Meanwhile the execntiuner,as he had styled
himself, had risen, with cravat untied and
clothing in wild disorder.

“ Yes l" he said, addressing Sir Francis, “ you
are a thief I I saw you slip other cards among
those which were handed to you."

“ Wretch l” gasped the baronet.
" I saw yon, and I am going to prove it."
He turned to the man who in other games

had acted as croupier, but who in this game
was only a looker-on.

“ How many packs have we been using f"
“ Five."
“ Then there should be two hundred and sixty

cards upon the table."
He counted them slowly and with great care ;

he found three hundred and seven.
"Well, scoundrel l" he cried, “are you still

bold enough to deny it 'I"
Sir Francis had no desire to deny it. He

knew that words would weigh as nothing against
this material, tangible, incontrovertible proof.

Forty-seven cards had been fraudulently intro
duced into the game.

Certainly not by him. But by whom? Still,
he alone had been the gainer through this de
ception.

“ You see that the coward will not even
defend himself,” exclaimed one of the women.

He did not deign to turn his head. What did
the insult matter to him 2

Knowing himself to be innocent, he felt that
he was sinking into the lowest depths of infamy
-—he beheld himself disgraced, branded, ruined.

But another person came to his aid.
With a boldness which no one would have

sn=pected in him, Brian Seymour placed him
self in front of Sir Francis, and in a voice in
which there was more indignation than sorrow,
he exclaimcd

“ This is a terrible mistake, gentlemen. Sir
Francis Knowles came here with me; and his
past rouchcs for the present. It is entirely im
possible he can be guilty."

The support of such a man as Brian Seymour
clenched the whole affair. No one made any
response.

In the oninion of all the listeners Brian was
‘simply fulfilling a duty towards the man he

had introduced into the house-—a duty which it
would have been difficnlt for him to escape from.

The old gentleman who had decided the sus

Bension
and the resumption of the game, Baron

imsdale by name, became the interpreter of
the prevailing sentiment of the party.

He was a large man, who pufied like a por
poise when he talked.

T “Your words do you honour—really do you
fhonour," he said, addresdng Brian, “and no
i possible blame can attach to you. That your
friend is not an honest man is no fault of yours.
There are no outward signs to distinguish
scoundrels."

Until now Sir Francis had not opened his lips.
. After struggling for a moment in the hands of

his captors, he stood perfectly motionless, glanc
ing furiously around him, as if hoping to dis
cover the coward who had prepared the trap
into which he had fallen. .

He could not doubt but that he was the rictim
of an atrocious conspiracy, though it was impos-'
sible for him to even suspect the motive that had
prompted his enemies.

Suddenly those who were holding him felt
him tremble. He lifted his head ; he fancied he
saw a ray of hope.

“ Shall I be allowed to speak in my own
defence 7" he asked.

“ Speak l”
He tried to free himself, but those beside him

would not rglease their hold, so he desisted, and
in a voice hn‘sky with emotion, he said :

“I am innocent! Iain the victim of an ir.
farnous plotl Who the author of it is

, I do not
know. But there is some one here who must
know."

Angry exclamations and sneering laughs in
terrupted him,

“ Would you condemn me unheard T " he re
sumed, raising his voice. “ Listen to me. About
an hour ago, while you were at supper, Miss
Somerset here almost threw herself at my feet,
imploring me to leave the house. Her agitation
astonished me—now I understand it."

The baron turned to Baby Funny, while two
others exchanged meaning glances and spoke.

“ Is what this man says true I"
Terrihly agitated, she replied :

“ It is true l"

" Why wereyou so anxious for him to go f"
"I do not know—a presentiment—it seemed

to me something was going to happen."
At this moment the Duke of Grafton entered.
“ Tell the truth, Miss Somerset, and say, ‘ Be

cause I knew him to be innocent—becsuse I

knew all the details of the miserable plot con
cocted to ruin him.‘ This would be the truth,
and I will now add, as the Duke of Grafton, my
sponsor, is in the room, that I knew of it also,"
said Captain Howard.

'

"Then why, man, did you not speak? You
do not reflect that I might have won or lost a
thousand guineas in this time l"

Everybody laughed.
“ Bccause I wished the villains who ‘got up

this plot to ruin Sir Francis in the estimation of
Miss Johnson, the heiress, to run their full
tether."

" Name them l" cried several.
“ Lord Jefities and Brian Seymour l " roared

Captain Howard. " Guard the d0ors—let no
man leave l"

They had released Sir Francis, who, but for a
tumbler of wine, would have fainted.

“ Miss Somerset," continued Captain Howard,
“tell the truth, and fear nothing."

Brian and Lord Jefiries were held by four
men. They shivered as with the ague.

“Speak, Miss Somerset," whispered the duke,
“ you shall lose nothing by it."

“ What Captain Howard says is quite true,"
she said, in a faltering tone. “ I was iu the room
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A TALE CF LOVE, MYSPERY, AND CRIME. ‘fl’?

when Lord Jetfries gave Brian Seymour a note
for five hundred guineas, as part payment of a
thousand, if he would so pack the cards that Sir
Francis should be proved a cheat. He wasto
make him win."

"Search him l" exclaimed the baron.
- They quickly did it, and found the note in his

pocket. They placed it on the table.
- “What is to be done f” began Baron Dimsdsle.

“ We'll humbly apologise to you, presently, Sir
Francis."

‘ ’

“ Expel" them -from the club, and let their
villainy be known wherever they go," said the
duke.

Sir Francis was too dumbfounded to speak.
“And now, Miss Somerset, the duke has com

missioned me to give -you a hundred guinem, as
a token of gratitude and respect for what you
have done, for your rare courage in ofiending a
friend,” Dick began.

' " ' .
" That is my jvusiness," Sir Francis put in.

“-Liam, indeed, deeply indebted to Miss Somer
set.’

' ' ‘" ‘ r‘
" Well, sir, it's not much," put in Baby Fanny,

“ but I couldn't see an honest gentleman
swindled." , '

“ Well, supposing we get out of this," responded
Sir Francis. “I am anxious to get to London.

"4'But the man who accuses me——" began We shall be able to find a carriage at Rich
Brian.
- “Gag that fellow if he says another word l"

said the duke ; “ he's blackguard enough for
anything l"

And without being allowed to say a word, the
two were dragged out by the servants, and pushed
unceremoniously out of doors.

" Gentlemen," began Baron Dimsdale, “
we

owe an abject apology to Sir Francis l" advanc
ing and offering his hand. " I hope he will
acce t it

,

and consi-ler me his friend."
- P

‘

am proud to take your hand, sir! You
were .none.of you to blame," said Sir Francis,
deeply moved.
' “Msjor," asked the baron addressing the man

who had caught Sir Francis by _the wrist, “ what
made you act as you did T"

“ Well, baron," replied the major, who was
veryred and very confused, “ we agreed at the
supper-table to unmask the supposed cheat. I

,could find no other excuse for counting the cards.

I humbly apologise for my error—and if that is

not enough, everyone knows that Major O'Rourke,
of the Fighting Fifty-second, is always ready to
give satisfaction l"

A roar of laughter followed.
- “ And now we must waste no more time," said

the baron. “We might have had at least five
more rounds while this absurd scene has been
going on. We must put an end to it," he cried.

“No more play, please, to-night," the duke put
in. “ We are all too excited. To~morrow night,
if you please. And, Sir Francis," turning to the
baronet, who was putting out the gold and notes,
"you will not insult gentlemen by refunding.
You played fair—keep your winnings."

“My lord duke?" began Sir Francis.

‘_
‘

No,” said the duke, “ my friend Captain
Howard has some business as well as myself.
Come, let us leave all together."

And he hurried the whole party out. All else
had gone to bed save James. He entered at a
sign from the Captain.

" Sir Francis," said the duke, on taking leave,
“ the so-called captain, who has done you such a
service, is an humble friend of mine in reality.
A thousand guiness would come handy to him.

I have made him take that rascal Brisn’s five
hundred.”

They were alone.
“ The duke intimated to me, Ciptain Howard,”

said Sir Francis, in a low voice, “ that you
would not be ofiended if I olfered you a thousand
guineas," and he slipped the note into his
pocket. “ Hy friendship-—-"

“Hush! Sir Francis; I never trade on false
nrelences," he interrupted; “my real name is

Dick Turpin.

ssi-vice,
and he has done his be-t to reciprocate

1 .
'

I

I once rendered the duke 2 signal -

mond."
“ One moment, Sir Francis," interrupted

Dick. " I have come here to release a servant of
the Earl of Elphick ; he is the prisonerof Brian
Seymour.“ ' '

“ Come with me," cried Baby Fanny, "' I know
where he is. The rascal Brian--" '

And she hurried away to the narrow passage,
and led them into the hall of domes, which the
duke had shown Dick from above. ‘
'

As soon as they were in it she pointed to a
trap, the secret of which she explained. In
another moment if was up, and Dick descended

a dank, slimy, narrow staircase, which led into
a dark dungeon, far below watermark, where he

found Jackson insensible on some straw.
He carried him up in his arms, after giving

him a good drink of brandy. _
The open air, however, did more for the poor

fellow than anything else, and Baby Fanny went
to the kitchen and brought him some hot soup,
the fire not having gone out.

'

They then turned away, and when in '1'wicken
ham High-street, saw a hackney coach depositing
some passengers at the “ Boar's Head."

Sir Francis at once engaged it to drive them
into town, where, arriving about twelve, they
separated, he going to his club, while Dick offered
to escort Baby Fanny to a well-known house,
where they breakfssted and spent the day.

The susceptible Miss Somerset had fallen des
perately in love with the fine, manly Captain
Howard, who had braved two such men as Lord
Jefiries and Brian Seymour.

Of all the girls who were subdued by the fine
frame and bold courage of Dick Turpin, Baby
Fanny was perhaps the most constant and
faithful.

In the evening they were joined by Sir Francis.
He had seen Miss Johnson, and told the whole
story. She shuddered at the fearful peril he had
endured, and fixed the wedding day for the fol
lowing Monday.

“ And now beware of Brian and Lord Jeffriea,"
he said, “you will find them very dangerous

persons. They are like a whale, as my uncle,
Admiral Knowles, used to say. The harpoon

is in them, and the harpooner must look out."
Next day, having installed Miss So.-nerset in

some suitable lodgings, Dick took Jackson to
Hampton Court, where hc related the wonderful
and marvellous adventure.

“I know all about Sir Francis,” said Lord
Jermyn; “'with your permission we’ll ask them
down on Tuesday, the day after the wedding."

All felt that one very big nail had been put
into Brian Seymour‘s ccflin.

_

.,
.I
_.
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416 THE BLUE DWARF;

CHAPTER CLXXXVII.
A Gmnnr on HAMPSTEAD HEATH.

Next day Dick Turpin reported himself at

Grafton House, and was delighted to find all
going well.

But it was neceary to be on their guard.
Brian, after his defeat, would be even more dan

yerous than usuaL
There could be no doubt that he had recog

nised Dick Turpin at the last, and his desire for
vengeance would be something dreadful.

They must keep on the watch.
On Sunday, however, Dick and Tom deter

mined to take a ride as far as Hampstead
Heath, which to them was a delightful locality.

They had brought their own horses to Rich
mond, which made them doubly enjoy their ride.

As a matter of course, they went to the “Bull
and Bush," and went out into the grounds, after
ordering dinner.

They selected an alcove within sight of the
entrance, and enjoyed their pipe and glass.

They had not been there an hour when in
walked Jackson, the highwayman, who believed
he had recognised their horses.

The meeting was a pleasant one to all, and
they agreed to dine together.

Jackson was a very amusing fellow, and told
his lifelong history to the two friends.

It is told briefly in his own words :
" I am the son of a farmer in Leicester, whose

name I will not mention, as I have no wish to
connect him with my evil courses.

"When I was seventeen there came into his
service a black-eyed maid of about my age.

" The moment I saw her I was done for. I
felt she was my fate, but I felt that my father
would never consent to his only son iwedding so
far beneath him. Tradespeople have their pride
as we'l as gentlefolks.

“ l was under the thrall, completely.
" I asked her, if I could find plenty of money,

would she fly to London with me and have a
jovial time.

“ She was only too glad of the offer, but
doubted about the money.

“That night I opened my father's strong box.
There was no difllculty about it

,

as he trust/ed
me with the key.

"I was cashier.
"I took out seven hundred guineas, all in gold.

I did not touch the notes—I knew too well the

danger.
" We took the early coach to the nearest town,

and, alighting there, walked across country until
we reached the main road to London.

“ There we put up at a flash house, and plunged
into all the orgies and excesses that could be
found for money. _ _

“Polly was dressed like a real lady, and

perhaps better. _“ My seven hundred guiueas melted like snow
under the sun.

“At the end of seven weeks my fortune had
taken to itself wings-and so had Polly.

“ She had many admirers, and when she
found out my impecunious state, size turned
over to the one whom she thought the richest.

"She took my last. guinea.
“ I had good clothes and a watch and chain,

and these l lived on for some time.
“But at last I found myself with nothing left

but a seedy suit of clothes.

"‘ Once a thief, always a thief,‘ they say.
“I started on the faking lay, and made a good

haul the first trial.
“I found fifty guinea! in the purse Ieased a

citizen of. As soon as I was in possession of the
money, I got my clothes out of pawn and went
ta the haunts where Polly and her new pro
tector, Sir Charles Forbes, were to be found.

“ Polly was delighted to see me, she said, and
we went into supper. -

“ There was a good deal of drinking, and
when Polly and the baronet came to their senses
the latter was minusa hundred guineas, while
both had lost their rings and watches.

"After that, there being a hue and cry, I

made myself scarce and went into the country.
“I stole a horse with its harness, and rode

forty miles.
“I found pistols in the holster, and, meeting '

a stout grazier, I eased him of his purse and
other belongings.

“I found this line of business so pleasant and
profitable that I have stuck to it ever since.

“And now I am very proud to meet the big
cracks of my profession, so let us have mother
bottle."

They did so, and kept on chatting and talk
ing until a very good dinner was put before
them, which they did ample justice to.

After dinner the friends took a stroll, and then
in the evening Jackson accompanied them on
their way, never leaving them until they reached
Richmond, where they spent several hours at
their favourite hotel, even passing the night.

Young Jackson was on the look-out, and they
knew he could be trusted, after that scene at the
masked ball.

After a rather late breakfast the three parted,
never to meet again.

Two months later, Dick Turpin and Tom King
went up to Hampstead by the coach, and after
some refection in the town, started to walk to
the “Bull and Bush."

They passed Jack Straw’s Castle, and then went
along the road leading towards Golden Green.
The road was not cut down as it is now, but went
level with the aide heath.

What was their utter astonishment to find a
gallows on Hampstead Heath.

Everyone knows Wildwood House and its
mound and beautiful trees, the house concealed
by foliage.

On the opposite side of the road, towards
Hendon, over against the summer-house, were
two elm trees, one of which remains to this day.

It marks the spot where, within two yards,
stood the gibbet which so surprised the two high
tobies.

They strolled that way, and soon saw how such.

a novelty was considered on that. spot, for there
was a little crowd looking on.

Dick presently accosted an elderly man, who
seemed of the garrulous genus, and they found
that the body swinging in chains was that of
their friend, Jackson.

In Park's History of Hampstead, it says that
Jackson's confessions were published in 17-,
also the life and death of that notorious high
wayman, from which we have taken his con
fession.

This gallows existed for some years, and in
l8l8 the post of the gibbet was remaining as a
mantel tree over the kitchen fireplace of the
“ Castle" public-house on the heath.

The heath was notorious for highwuymen in
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYS'l‘Elt\', AND CRIME. 419

past.

those days. They were, however, more dangerous
lower down, where they waylaid people returning
from the Wells, as they rode or drove down
Haverstock Hill and across the heath towards
Finchley. _

In the Cabinet qf Curioritiu, dated 1821, we
read “that a highwayman had the audacity to
rile a bill in the Court of Equity to compel his
partner to refund his half of the plunder taken
at Bsgshot in Buney, Salisbury in Wiltshire,
liampstead in Middlesex, and elsewhere," to the
amount of £2,000 and upwards.

it is satisfactory to know that the insolent

plaintiff was hung and his solicitor transported.
In The New Rapparees, a poem of the period,

.».~cread :—

“ As often upon Hampstcad Heath,
We've Séi-I1n felon, long since pun to death,
Hang, crackling in the sun his parchment skin,
Which to his ear had ahrivellod up his chin."

Dick and Tom walked away without saying a
word. The sight of their old comrade dangling
in an oblong iron cage was not pleasant.

“ It makes you feel queer, Dick," sighed Tom,

_“as if we ought to be preparing for our latter
end. '

“ Don't mention it," replied Dick ; “ let's hurry
cu and have a drink. That, I presume, will take
the taste of the

They said nothing at the “ Bull and Bush."
but naturally enough they heard the whole story.
It brought grist to the mill of the favourite inn
for many a long day.

To go and see the gibbet in Hampstead Heath
was a favourite excursion-~an excursion for a
pic-nic for a long time to come.

CHAPTER CLKXXVIII.
oasrrox nousa.

On Tuesday morning there were grand prepa
rations at Grafton House. The whole party
prided themselves on giving the young couple a
hearty welcome.

Honeymoons, as we understand them, were
unknown in those days. Young people went
straight on a visit to their friends, nit at all
ashamed, as modern modest damsels afiect to be,

. of the new state they had entered upon.
The whole subject is too delicate for discussion

here, but maiden modesty is rather a thing of the

Sir’=Francis and Lady Knowles drew up to
Grafton House in a carriage and pair, and were
received with open arms. The young baronet
was delighted to find that Earl Jermyn, his rela
tive, was guardian to the Earl of Elphick.

As he passed in he paused to cross the hall
and‘ shake hands with Mr. John Palmer, who
coloured with pleasure at the honour. _

“Wonderful fellow, thutl" said Sir Francis,
aside, to Lord Jermyn; “ but for him I should
have been a miserable suicide, instead oi the hap
piest man in England.”

" Yes," said Earl Jermyn, gravely, " I heard
from him of your pretty perplexing predicament.
You've n'o idea. Sir Francis, what we and G1 alton
owe to him. He saved Lady Milicent from that
scoundrel Brian. He has saved my daughter

‘
twenty times."

"And he really is Dick Turpin i" asked Sir
Frsmcls, in a tone of amused amazement.

"Yes, it is sad to own; but we can't afford to ,

lose him," replied the earl; “we could truly
sooner spare a better man." _ ..

Sir Francis did not—reply, but went. intothe
house, where the masters made them spend A
most gloriously jolly day.

'

After supper the gentlemen retired to a
smoking room, and the earl and Colonel Grant
told the whole story, letting him know all they
owed to Dick Turpin.

Sir Francis Knowles heard with amazement
the story of the persecutions of the Earl of
Elphick by his unnatural cousin, and with equal
surprise the many extraordinary ways in which
Dick Turpin, Tom King, and Tim Roach had
thwarted his cruel and dastardly designs.

He was then introduced to Sapathwa, as neces- .
sary to the explanations.

In the evening there was a reception, and the
greatest precautions were taken to keep out any
an =picious characters.

Sir Francis laughed until the tears ran down
his cheeks at the story of the fancy ball and
Dick dressed up in armour. ~

It was the best thing he had heard for many
a long day.

Lady Francis Knowles was the belle of the
evening, both by right of her position as bride,
and also as the most beautiful woman_of the

, . season.
presentiment out of our mouths." 1

_ oi whose adventure at
“Eel Pie House," had gone the round of the
clubs, was indeed the hero of the hour.

Lord Jefiries had not been seen by anyone
since that eventful catastrophe; but it was not
believed that_he would sit down tamely under
such u horrible afifront.

He was a man of fierce passions and terrible
resolves. His discomfiture would rankle in his
mind, and sooner or later produce some evil
result.

'

A duel in the honeymoon was a thing not to
be thought of, or Sir Francis might have found
that way out of the diificulty. But then came
the consideration that no honourable man
would readily cross swords with such a tainted.
character.

He cast, as far as possible, all thoughts, there
fore, of his rival to the winds.

He was rich, he had.a beautiful wife, and all
that could make life precious and eudurable;
what could he wish for more?

The evening was a most enjoyable one, and
when the party broke up in the small hours of
the morning, everyone seemed to think it was
over only too soon.

Sir Francis, the story

i

OHAPIER CLXXXIX.
'

an mnaoouo.
Captain Howard, as he still called himself

to Baby Fanny, was very assiduous in his atten
tions I0 Miss Somerset.

Dick was of those for whom new faces had
a great charm, and this volatile and fickle girl
had pleasant ways, and then, greatest merit of
all, she was devoted to him.

Leaving Tom King» Roach, and Jackson to
do duly for him, he rode into London, put up
his horse, and walked to the residence of his
inamoraia. .

She lived in a rather large house, where she
had small but dainty apartments.

Calpifllll. Howard took her out to dinner,
showed her ofi in fashionable resorts, and wok

\

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



420 THE BLUE DWARF

her of an evening to the theatre or other place
of amusement.

On the first floor of the house in which she
lived was a large and gaudily-furnished suite of
apartments, which belonged to a certain swell
called Stephen Boldero.

He was a young man between two or three
and twenty, rather above the medium height,
with very light hair and an extremely pale
complexion ; he had no beard, but a slight
moustache, which would have been almost im
perceptible had it not been dyed much darker
than his hair.

He was attired with that studied carelessness
which is considered by many the height of ele
gance, but which is just the reverse.

Captain Howard passed him once or twice on
the stairs. He did not notice him much, but
his bearing, his moustache, and his low hat
stuck rakishly over one ear gave him an arrogant,
pretentious, and rowdyish air. -

" Zounds I that fellow does not suit my fancy,"
said Dick.

But he grew interested when he found that
oneof his most frequent visitors was L rd Jcffries.

Luckily Dick had so changed his appearance
that the nobleman never even loulzeel at him a
second time when he met him on the stairs.

"Ah, I know," said Baby Fannv. when Dick
told him of the meeting. “ This Srephen
Boldero is a most mysterious individual. No
one knows anything about him."

" I don't like his looks.”
“Nor I. He was awfully spoony on me

once," she continued ; “ but there are some
ons whom we naturally dislike. He has no

geigldi, and his life is a mystery. Wbence
comes his fortune no one knows. It is believed
he is the illegitimate son of a grand lady."

“ That foxy chap l"
Q‘Yea"
“Well, let him go hang l" said Dick, and the

subject dropped.
That night they went to Ranelagh, and seated

themselves in the dark alcove in the dark alley
before alluded to in this narrative.

They had not been there many minutes when;
to their utter amazement, they saw Lord Jeffries
and Mr. Boldero coming slowly towards them.

"I tell you, Stephen," said Lord Jeflries,
"that your mother is the sister of Sir George
Trenchard, the miser, one of the richest men in
London. He has no other relatives, and were
he to die, your mother would inherit all his vast
wealth."

" In the first place, I don't know who my
mother is," replied Boldero, sulkily.

" But I do, and will tell you when the time
comes," replied the nobleman. " You are too
rash-—too impetuous to be trusted."

" How would I benefit by this f"
" I believe you are legitimate — that your

mother married someone whom Sir George dis
approved of," continued the other. " I know
that he discarded her—told her never to claim
relationship with him, and she never has.”

" He may will away his property 1"
“ He has no one to leave it to but a kind of

adopted daughter, Miss Mabel Arkwright. Some
my that she really is his daughter, but that he
has a reason for hiding the fact. He is miserly,
misanthropic, sour; but to her he is even lavish."

“ I have heard so, and often thought what a
fine chance it would be to marry her," said

Stephen Boldero

“Just what I am coming to, my friend,"
responded Lord Jefiries. " I know a man, avery
small fellow, who hunts up heirs-at-law. He's
the sharpest hand I know. It was he who
traced your mother. He had her watched, and
found that she came often in disguise and
walked up and down this street to catch a
glimpse of you."

“I have seen a woman all in blac

deep veil on, several times when I have been
out,’ cried Boldero. " She has puzzled me.

k,with -.

Then she loves me very much l I must speak
to her."

“ And lose your income. She will deny you."
"But I will force her to recognise me,” said

the fellow, with overbearing arrogance.
“Take my advice, and don’t grasp nettles.

My fellow noticed her several times, watched
her, and traced her," continued Lord Jefliries.
“ This fellow is cuts. He has made friends with
Trenchard’s housekeeper, who hates Min Mabel
Arkwright. She is supreme overall the servants,
and, though amiable enough, commands them
completely.”

"
Quite right."

“Well, this housekeeper thinks that some
where there is a will and every evidence to prove
this young lady sole heiress and real daughter."

“Then I am ruined l" _" My dear boy,” said J-.-firies, in a puying
tone, "don't be in a hurry. Mrs. Roberts, for a
consideration, would point out where this packet
is concealed. She has scruplcs about taking it,
but would point out the hiding place.”

“ What then 7"
" We will suppose that something very un

expected should happen at Trenchard House;
we will suppose that it would be something l0
collect a crowd; we will suppose in the con
fusion you got into the house. You could
easily find Mrs. Roberts ; she wants a thousand
guineas—promise her two."

“ But you are supposing the impossible,”
urged Boldero.

“Nothing of the kind. Be in Clarges Street
every evening at nine until further orders, and
you shall see what you shall see,” replied Lord
Jeflries.

And they passed out of hearing.
“What a couple of scoundrels 1" said Dick.

“ I'll be there, and if I don't circumvent the
vagabonds, call me a foo‘."

“ You're quite a knight-errant,” giggled Baby
Fanny.

“Let us take a walk," was what Captain
Howard replied.

Next morning he told his story to Sapathwa,
who listened with intense interest.

“ You're a wonder, Dick." said Sapathwa. “ I
shall live to see you on the bench yet."

" Before it
, sir," replied Dick, with a smile.

“ No, You will never return to that life.
When Brian falls, as fall he must, soon, I shall
give you an estate, get you into the yeomanry,
and give you employment for your superfluous
energies," said the Blue Dwarf.

“ Sir," began Dick; but he broke down-—he
was choked with tears I -

"There, say nothing about it," the other re
marked, kindly. " You can have unlimited leave
of absence."

That night at nine o'clock Captain Howard
was in Clarges Street. But he was dressed like
a hetvy butler. He was going to do the high
class domestic servant out of employment.
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422 THE.'JBL‘UE' l)-WFLRF;

Dick understood the class well. He could do
the character to admiration.

Trenchurd House was the finest .' Clarges
Street. It was of noble elevation, d had a
court-yard in front, with heavy iron gates, now
open.

Mr. Bowden, as he called himself, was ad
miring the mansion, when a portly individual,
evidently a butler, came out.

"Fine house that, sir," remarked Dick, in a
mellifluous voice.

"Finest in London," was the pompous reply.
"

Beg pardon, sir," continued Dick; "but is
there any house in the public line here abouts
which u.gentleman could venture to—enter f"

“ Then: is," responded the other, after a good
look at Mr. Bowden, “and if you like, I"
awful emphasis on the personal pronoun—-" will
take you there."

" You are very good, sir," Dick remarked, and
they went to the " King's Head."

Dick made himself very agreeable, told stories
about his former places, and quite ingratiated
himself with Mr. Barnes.

He ordered su per for the whole select party,
seven, and Mr. arnes said if he would come
that way regularly, he would get him a place.

‘- Sir Ge -rge returns home at nine. regularly,"
said Mr. Barnes. “ He never goes out in the
day iime-just takes a drive round for an hour
after dinner, and then comes home. I take his
orders for the next day, and then I'm free."

Mr. Bowden promised to be up to time at a
quarter past nine regularly, and they parted the
best of friends.

Dick was sharp to his time in Clarges Street.
Every even ng, from a quarter to nine to a
quarter past, Mr. Stephen Boldero patrolled the
street. He then went away.

It was the ihird evening after that when Dick
saw the carriage coming. Mr. Boldero was walk
ing up and down near the house. No one else
was in sight.

But, despite the time of year, the weather was
cold, the heavens were as black as ink, the wind
blew tempestuously, and the rain fell in tor
reiits.

The c irriage came up, and turned to enter the
courtyard.

At that moment a pistol shot was fired on the
other side of the carriage.

Dick rushed up and looked in.
inside had fallen forward.

" Helpl murder l" cried Dick, as he opened
the C1\I'l'i‘JgOdoor, and tried to lift up its occu
ant.P
Mr. Barnes and other servants came rushing

u .
P“ Send for u doctor-and the ofiicers," said Dick,

“ your master has been shot l"
The carriage entered the courtyard, and Dick,

aided by Barnes, lifted the unfortunate gentle
n.-iin out.

.~\sthey did so Dick felt a thick packet in his
bl'\’|'1.\[pocket, and appropriated it in his dexterous i
wa .

[iii-eail_v, in that mysterious way which is so
inexplicable, a crowd began to collect.

But only two outside the family got into the
house, Dick and Stephen Boldero.

In the hall Sir George was placed in an arm
chair and carried to his own room, which was

The person

level with the library.
H-= was undressed and put to bed.
lli- had given no sign of life, and seeing him *

with his head hanging heavily down upon his
pillow, one~would have supposed =that.all was
over.

Hismoat intiunte-friend would not have recog
nised him. His features were swollen and dis
colonred. His eyes were closed, nnd beneath
them extended a dark purple circle that looked
almost like a terrible bruise. A spasm had
twisted his lips, and his distorted mouth. which
was drawn to one side and hung half-open,
gave a sinister expression to his cuuntenuncv.

He still breathed, however, and by Ii.-iiening
attentively one could‘ di~I.lIh(ulz1i1a faint rarilin;
in his throat.

The servants were silent. They lingered in the
room, exchanging glances of mute consternation.
Their faces were pale and sad ; there were tears
in the eyes of some.

Dick at once recognised Mrs. Roberts by a
ulance that passed between her and Stephen
Boldero. They had met more than once.

Suddenly Miss Mabel Arkwright entered. She
was a beautiful young girl, about twenty years of
age.

She was of medium height and a brunette,
with very large eyes, to which her heavily
inarked eyebrows imparted an almost sombre
expression. Heavy masses of jet black hair
wreathed a beautifully-shaped but rather sad and
thoughtful forehead.

There was something peculiar in her face—an
expression of concentrated sufiering, and a sort
of proud resigiiation, mingled with timidity.

Behind her came a paleiaoed handsome young
man, Mr. Edward Grosvenor, the baronet’s private
secretary and librarian.

“ What has happened 7"she asked, gently. She
was standing on the threshold.

From where she stood she could not see the
bed, which was in an alcove; but she instantly
noticed the dejected attitude of the servants, the
clothing scattered about the floor, and the dis
order that pervaded this magnificent but severely
furnished chamber, which was lighted only by a
single lamp in the hands of Mr. Charles, the
valet of Sir George. .

A sudden dread seized her, she shuddered, and
in a faltering voice she continued

“Why are you all here? Speak l tell me
what has happened?"

Mr. Grosvenor, who had passed her by and
gone to the bed, approached.

“ A great misfortune, Miss Arkwright, has
happened," he said ; “ Sir George?"

And he paused, frightened by what he was
about to say.

Bliss Arkwright understood.
She clasped-both her hands upon her heart, as

if she had received a fatal wound.
“ Great heavens l”
She turned as pale as death, her head drooped,

her eyes closed, she staggered, as if about to
fall. Two maids sprang forward to support her,
but she gently repulsed them, murmuring—

“ Thanks l thanks l I am strong now.”
She was, in fact, sufiiciently strong to conquer

her weakness. She summoned all her resolution,
and, paler than a statue, with set teeth, and dry,
glittering eyes, she approached the alcove.

She stood there for a moment perfectly m0tion- .
less, murmuring a few unintelligible words; but
at last, crushed by her sorrow, she sank on her
knees beside the bed, buried her face in the
coverlet, and wept.

Deeply moved by the sight of this despair, the
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 423

servants held their breath, wondering how all I
this was to end.

It ended suddenly.
The girl sprang up from her knees, as if a

gleam of hope had suddenly illuminated her
heart.

"A physician l“ she said, eagerly.
“ One has been sent for,"

G oavenor.
And hearing a voice and footsteps in the hall,

he added
" Fortunately he is here."
The doctor entered.
He was a young man, although there was but

little hair on his head. He was small, very thin,
clean-shaven, and clad in black from head to
foot.

Without a word, without a bow, he walked
straight to the bedside, lifted the eyelids of the
unconscious man, felt his pulse, and uncovered
his breast, to which he applied his ear.

After a close examination he said—
“ This is a serious case. The bullet wound has

been aggravated by serous apoplexy."
Miss Arkwright, who had followed his every

movement with the most poignant anxiety, could
not repress a sob.

“ But all hope is not lost, is it
,

sir 7" sh'e said,
in touching tones. with hands clasped in passion
ate entreaty. “ You will save him, will you not
—you will save him I"

“ One may always hope for the best."
This was the doctor's only response. He had

drawn out his case of instruments, and was test
ing the point of his lancets upon the end of his
fingers.

When he had found one to his liking
“I must ask you, miss," said he, " to order

these women to retire, and to retire yourself.
The men will remain to assist me, that is

,

the
servants, if 1 require assistance."

She obeyed subrnissively, but did not return
to her own room. Sue remained in the hall,
seating herself upon the lower step of the stair
case. and as near the door as possible.

Mrs. Roberts went through a door leading to
the library, followed by Stephen Boldero.

Dick followed him, and stepped behind a

replied Mr.

'
BCTCBD.

" Here is the key of the escritoire," she said ;

“open it
, if you think it right."

“ Right l Who has a right it I have not?

I not his nephew and heir I"
“ Wait till you see the will," said Mrs. Roberts,

drily.
“ There is nothing here,“ gasped Stephen

Boldero ; "the desk is empty."
" It is as I thought,” she cried ; “he took the

packet with him when he went out; he never
would part with it. It must be in his coat."

Dick chuckled to himself, and returned to the
bedroom.

The doctor had tried bleeding and cupping,
but they had failed to bring the sick man to con
scinusness.

He remained speechless and motionless ; his
breathing became a trifle less laboured, that was
all.

Weary of the struggle, the doctor declared that
all immediate remedies were exhausted, that the
“ women

" might be allowed to return, and that
nothing remained now but to wait for the effect
of the remedies which he was about to prescribe,
and for which they must send to the nearest
druggist.

Am

Dick at once retired and went to the inn,
where he glanced at the packet.

“Last will and testament," was written on.
one; “proofs of the legitimacy of my only
daughter Ellen Leslie Trenchard, known as E.
Mabel Arkwright," on another.

Dick secreted them after a hasty glance, and
waited. It was ten o'clock before Barnes turned

l UP‘ -3 Well 2" asked Mi. Bowden.
"No change," replied Barnes, “that is to say

in master; but a fellow, Stephen Boldero, has
taken on himself to be in his place. He says
he is Sir George's nephew and sole heir."

“ Which he isn't," remarked Dick.
"What do you meanl The fellow has sent for

his mother, Sir George's sister, Lady Harcourt,
to take possession. He says she's his mother by
her first husband, the one Sir George hated."

" Well, never mind," calmly responded Dick,
“ Miss Mabel is the heiress."

“How do you know I"
“I know a thing or two, Barnes," Dick said

confidentially; “l came here to watch her
enemies, Lord Jeliries and Stephen Bolderoi
You'll understand in a day or two."

Barnes was too astonished to speak. He
readily, however, agreed to meet Bowden next
day at twelve.

Then Dick got paper, pen, and ink, and
wrote

“Miss, have no fear. Your enemies will be
signally defeated. Should Sir George die, be
present after the funeral. The will will then be
read. Defy them. “A Farsrm."

“ Give that to Miss Arkwright.“
The butler did so, and Miss Mabel took heart.
Next day when Bowden and Barnes met it

was over. Sir George was dead ; Lady Harcourt
and her son, Mr. Boldero, had taken possession,
and Miss Mabel Arkwright was ordered to keep
her room.

An hour later Dick was in deep conference
with the family solicitor.

Four days later the funeral was over, and then
there came the meeting of heirs expectant and
friends, including Lord Jefiries.

Mr. James Clarke, of the firm of Clarke and
Marsham was present, and with him came Dick
in a brand-new suit of black.

The servants were summoned, but first came
Mabel Arkwright suitably attired, looking every
inch a queen, escorted by Edward Grosvenor.

“ .\lr. Clarke," began Lady Harcourt, “ the
presence oi this person is most offensive."

“ Not at all," said the solicitor, leading hertz)»
an arm chair, which he had taken care to
reserve, "as you will find when the will is read.
Have I your permission?" he then said to
Mabel.

She nodded.

“ I must explain in a few words how I happened
to be present on the scene when Sir George was
murdered. Some evenings ago, being in the
dark alley at Ranelagh witha friend, I overheard
Lord Jefiries and Mr. Stephen Boldero in con
versation."

To have seen the faces of these two foul con

spirators was as good as a play.
“ I have no time to say much more than that

the sum of their talk was two-fold. Was there a

, will? If so, would Miss Mabel inherit? Then
how to find this out»-through the treachery of a

“Ladies and gentlemen," began Dick, rising ;
'
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424 l‘l;IE BLUE DWARF;

female servant now present. Let no one leave
the room. Lord Jefiries knew there was a will,
and he offered to give Mr. Stephen Boldero an

opportunity of securing this will. ' Be in Clarges
Street every night at nine, and I will create an
Occasion.’ I, knowing this, wasin Clurges Street
every night at nine, and was present when Sir
George was shot—by whom Icannot ~a_v. It was
not Mr. Boldero. I helped to carry the unfortu
nate gentleman into his house, and while doing
so secured the will and other paper<, which I
hereby hand to Mr. James Clarke. I did a really
illegal act, but I knew how utterly unprincipled
Lord Jefiries was, as well as Mr. Boldero.”

The conspirators were appalled.
Mr. James Clarke opened the will, and after

glancing at it curiously, read it out.
There were liberal bequests to servants, to the

doctor, and one or two humble people.
Then came :—
“ Everything, in any shape or form, of which I

die possessed, I leave to my dear daughter, Le.-lie
Trenchard, known as Mabel Arkwright. I hope
she will live to enjoy it long, in the society of
the husband of her and my choice, Edward
Grosvenor.

'

“ My illegitimate nephew, Stephen Boldero, I
leave to the tender mercies of his mother, Lady
Harcourt.”

“ A forgery! a glaring forgery l "
shrieked

Lady Harcourt, pale with rage.”
“ I made the will myself," said Mr. Clarke;

“and knowing the character of the people 1 had
to deal with, I got Sir George to sign one in

duplicate. I am deeply indebted to this gentle
man for what he has done. The papers are most
valuable, being the certificate of Sir George’s
marriage and of the child's birth, with other im
portant documents not to be replaced ; but the
will is here," pulling the duplicate out of his

pocket.
“ And now, Miss Trenchard, have I your

permission to order these persons out of the
house, including the housekeeper, who has been
their tool all along T"

Leslie Treuchard nodded her head.
Mr. James Clarke rose and opened the door.
Utterly cowed, crushed, and humiliated, the

whole party were glad to leave. Mrs. Roberts,
the housekeeper, followed, pursued by low
munnured hisses from the other servants.

" There is a codicil," continued Mr. James
Clarke, drily, when the door was 0102611; “re
voking the above as far as the estates are con
cerned, under certain circumstances."

Everybody stared, as well they might.
“ In case of the marriage of Mr. Edward

Grosvenor to his daughter, the wtates are left to
him, on condition of his taking the name of
Grosvenor-Trenchard. Have you any objection
to this condition, Mr. Grosvenor ‘I

"
" Ask Leslie," he said, looking at her, slily.
“ Trenchard let it be," she answered.
" You'll have to be married in a month,” con

tinued Mr. James Clarke. “ Such is your father's
earnest request."

Leslie bowed her head.
What could she say? She loved and was be

loved. It was hasty, but the will would exonerate
her.

“ And now, sir," said Edward Grosvenor
turning to Dick Turpin; “ I know not how to
thank you. But command me as a friend now
and always."

" Ur. Groevenor, we shall never meet auaiu.
I thank you all the same," replied the highway
man, " but our ways lie apart.”

Edward took him by the hand and led him
into a sine ru0Il1.

" Will you tell me why T
"

he asked.
“ My dear sir, my name, if mentioned yonder,"

pointing to the library, "would excite terror and
alarm. My real name is Dick Turpin."

“ Is this possible," gasped the young man.
" Yes. I knew-i" -
“ My dear fellow l " cried Grosvenor, “I

honour you twice as much. Your noble and dis
interested conduct is made twice as noble by that
announcement. You must, however, accept--"

“ Nothing," said Dick. “ Let me have, at least,
the satisfaction of knowing that I once did a
good deed without fee or reward."

" No, no l Leslie is the richest heiress in
London l" cried the young fellow. “Lesl.ie," he
said, going to the door, “I want you."

She came.
'- My dear, from motives which do him honour,

Mr. Palmer refuses to accept any acknowledg
ment for what he has done,

’ continued Edward
Grosvenor. " But I owe him much more than
you do. Will you write out a cheque for a
thousand gnineas in the name of Palmer? "

“ With pleasure," said Leslie, seating herself
she always wrote her father’s cheques—“ and Mr.
Palmer will seriously offend me if he refuse
to accept it." '

“ You will tell her the truth I" urgai Dick.
“ Yes. My dear, I did not intend to tell, but the

gentleman insists. Leslie, don't be too shocked,
but our saviour, the man who defeated Lord
Jefiries‘ foul lot, and upset the machinations of

Stephen B01 ero, is Mr. Richard Turpin, the
celebrated highwayman."

“Edward, you amaze me l" she cried. “But
think not I feel a whit less gratitude,” she con
tinued, holding out her hand. “ I regret much
your avocation, but you cannot be all bad."

“ Madam,” said Dick, in a choking voice,
“ when I tell you that I am the trusted agent of
the Earl of Elphick, Lord Jermyn, and Colonel
Grant, you will know that I have friends who
put faith in me."

“ Heavens! it is you, then. who has so often
bsffled Brian Seymour? " cried Edward Gros
ven01'. “ Elphick is a distant relation of mine.
He has told me about it and you. You must

stay and join us at lunch. I want half an
hour's quiet talk with you."

Leslie Trenchard meanwhile had written out
the cheque and handed it to Dick.

Edward’s object in detaining him was to
tell him that near the Peak of Derbyshire Leslie
Trenchard possessed a residence, once an old
abbey, and should they need a place of refuge
during the next three months, it was quite at
their disposal.

“ There is a reception at Seymour House next
Tuesdrty," continued Grosvenor; “we shall be
there.”

CHAPTER OX0.

rm: nizcixsmo or run mm.

On Tuesday there was a reception at Seymour
House.

Lord Elphick had determined, with the sanc
lion of his guardians, to make his life as public
as possible.

It would make the outrages of Brian Seymour
and his lieutenant more outrageous in the eyes
of the world.
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 428

Dick had told as much of the adventure
with Jeflries and Boldero as was necessary.

But when the first 0 portunity occurred the
young man told the ear the whole story.

" Well," said the young nobleman, “he is a
most remarkable man. I think that it is the
love of adventure that principally keeps him to
his foolish career. I fancy if he were a rich and
independent man he would still be a highway
man. This sort of thin runs in the blood."

“I su pose so," rep ied Grosvenor, with a
sigh. “ t is a pity so much nobility of character
should be wasted. Besides, look at his talent.
The way he saved us from Jeflries was some
thing wonderful.”

“ Yes—’tis pity, pity ‘tis ’tis true."
"I suppose nothing can be done for him,"

continued Grosvenor.
“ No ; the greatest kindness we can do him is

to let him alone,” the young earl responded.
“ Wnen my troubles are over I mean to make a
great efiort to induce him to retire from what
he calls his ‘

profession,’ and accept service in
the Low Countries."

“ Which I think a very good idea," responded
Mr. Grosvenor. “Did he mention about Crag’s
Nest 2"

“ Yes; and I thank you very much," replied
the young earl. “Should anything occur to
make a residence in London disagreeable I will
gladly accept your ofier."

Edward bowed, and returned to where the
young heiress awaited him.

About two hours later Grosvenor had a note
sli ped into his hand.

e opened it.
“ Sir.—See me in the dark end of the conser

vatory—at once.—D. T."

The young man had too much confidence
in the highwayman to hesitate a moment.

He went and found Mr. Palmer awaiting him.
“ What is it T" he asked.
“ Well, sir," replied D ck Turpin, “are

going to sup with two friends at the ‘ Cocoa
Nut ' to-night 7"

“Yes; but how do you know 7"
"I was strolling about just now, and going

into the ‘Golden Horn,’ I heard two servants,
one Lord Jefiries', the other that fellow Boldero’s,

saying their
masters were going to do for you

t°—‘Pl0gl1bI.th!1nkyou. Any details 1"
“ Yes; they were to waylay you at the corner

of Henrietta Street, Covent Garden," was the
reply. " If you will allow me to advise, I should
advise you to go openly. I and my friend Tom
King will be there, and take my word for it
they will come ofi second best."

“ I know not how to thank you," said Mr.
Grosvenor; and then he added, “ is Tom King

ano%er
friend of the es.rl's l"

“ es, sir.“
“ Well," responded Edward, laughing, “ I

shall havea very extensive acquaintance shortly."
Dick Turpin simply bowed.
At a quarter to twelve Grosvenor put on his

great
coat and walked quietly out of Seymour

OU5€
He was thankful to be forewarned.
He usually carried a very stout cudgel, but on

this occasion he had quietly asked the young earl
to lend him a brace of pistols.

Forewarned is forearmed, and Edward felt
no fear of his foes.

you

On reaching Russell Street he walked on very
quietly, looking as unconcernedly as a man can
do.

He entered Covent Garden—the garden once
of a convent—and then walked slowly, clutch
ing his cudgel.

After passing Southampton Street he began
to look about him.

At the corner of Henrietta Street, on the side
of the church where the Westminster hustiugs
used to stand, is a public-house.

In the front of this he saw two men, whom
he at once recognised as his foes.

He clutched his stick and prepared for the
encounter. ,

He had not long to wait. The two men,
whom he recognised as Lord J-rffries and Stephen
Boldero, made a dart for him.

He at once aimed a blow at the foremost man
with his stick, but the two rutiians produced
pistols. _ _ ' _“No, you don't!" said the ringing voice of
Dick Turpin ; “ I'm at the fore again."

Tom King was by his side, and both with
stout sticks, with which they at once knocked
the pistols out of their hands, after which they
laid about them, until they took to their heels,
using language which will not bear reproduc
tion.

Edward again warmly thanked the friends,
and then they adjourned to supper.

The whole thing got spread abroad, and both
Lord Jefiries and Stephen Boldero were cut by
all but roues and blacklegs.

Brian Seymour and Robert Woodstock were
both in London, and carefully watched by Tim
Roach and the young man Jackson.

Suddenly, however, they disappeared, as if
aware that they were shadowed.

The eminent physician who attended Lady
Laura pronounced her convalescent, and advised
a removal to the country.

Colonel Grant at once decided to accept the
ofi.-r of Miss Trenchard and pay a visit to Crag's
Nest in Derbyshire.

The next thing to be done was to leave London
secretly. Brian Seymour, when out of sight,
was always most dangerous.

He was sure to be plotting something when
not appearing openly in society.

Dick had a conference with Sapathwa, and
then their plans were settled.

They would go down to the “ Star and Garter"
at Richmond with a party to dinner.

After dinner, a post-chaise and four would
await the earl, the countess. and Lord and Lady
Jermyn, while Colonel Grant, with Dick and
Tom, would ride.

Meanwhile, the servants would start with the
nurse and baby, and meet them at Kew.

As it was arranged, so it was done, and next
morning the whole party were to be seen to
gether at Uxbridge, where they had spent the
night at the Falcon Hotel.

Here it was arranged to stop a couple of days,
while Dick went to town and communicated
with Tim Roach, who perhaps might have a clue
to the movements of Brian and Robert.

Dick assumed one of his usual disguises, that
D

of a farmer; but when he started, instead of
looking forty, he appeared a hale man of sixty,
with that apple-blossom complexion which is so
common in farmers who enjoy good health.

He left Black Bess at the bridge, and rode a

hack belonging to the landlord of the “ Falcon.”
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426 THE BLUE DWARF ;

Lo'l‘hus
accoutred, he rode quietly towards

ndon.
His disguise was perfect, as he found when he

got to Hounslow, where he was suddenly con
fronted by Pooly at the door of the “Albion."

The otficer was alone, and his non-recognition
of Dick might be due to that fact.

So Dick determined to be cautions, and instead
of going into the public parlour, went into a
small private room.

He called the landlord, one Swinbourne, who
was a great friend of his.

“ Where’s Pooly 7" he asked.
“ In the

parlour."h n ask" Do you think e recognised mel ed
Dick.

'

“ I don’t know," replied mine host Swin
bourne; “ he's sure to ask me if he suspects
anything. I'll go and see what he wants for
H mil

ind Swinboarne went out.
He entered the parlour where the ofilcer sat

alone, and respectfully asked for orders
" I'll have whatever joint you have got in the

house," replied the oflicer; “ but first tell your

gm
to bring in two stifi rummers. I want to

ve a chat with you.
Swinbourne at once rang the bell and ordered

theddrawer
to bring a couple of glasses of brandy

an water.
It was done.
“Now, Swinbourne, I want to have a chat

with you. Do you know the Denholms I"
“ Yes, sir,” replied mine host. “Sir James

Denholm is a bit of a miser, and his son Stan
hope is a thorough scamp. His stepson, Walter
Austin, is a gentleman ; he is perhaps the
handsomest young man about these parts.

"Are they at home 1" asked Pooly.
“ Sir James is," replied the landlord ; “ but Mr.

Stanhope is in London, and I really cannot say
where Mr. Walter is, just now."

"

Irthink
I can trust you," mused Pooly.

“ es, sir."
“Well, Mr. Walter is accused of a very fishy

transaction," he began.
" Don't believe it," said Swiubourne.
“ Well,

gerhsps
he can ex lain it," responded

the Bow treet runner, “ is stepfather, two
days ago, gave him a cheque for twenty pounds.
By the use of chemicals and other means this
cheque was altered into two hundred, and was

aid l"p

“lMr.
Walter never did it I " was the dogged

rep y.
“ Well, I have a warrant for his arrest," con

tinued Pooly, “
and must do my duty. Make

inquiries about him for me." _
Pooly's back was to the window. The land

lord could see the road.
At that

lgioment
Mr. Walter Austin was

'ng, wa ing very fast.
“ I will make inquiries and let you know the

moment he returns," said Swinbourne. “ I will
now go and order your supper."

He hurriedly bade the cook send in the
supper, and

gejoined
Dick, to whom he told

Pooly's erran .
" Now, I‘ll swear on my conscience that Mr.

Walter is innocent," cried Swinbourne, " and
that this is some trick ot that Vagabond Stun
hope,

g
h
e

squires own son. Will you do me a
great avour’

" If I can."
“ Go up to The Warren, say you‘re come from

me," continued Swinbourne, “ and bid him be

prepared. He won't run away. Sir James is a

cruel, hard old miser, but he is just. If Mr.
Walter can only give an explanation before
Pooly gets there with the warrant——"

“I will go," said Dick, with his llsunl

Quixotic chivalry. “ Just put me on the road."
“ This way, Mr. Palmer," the other responded,

and took him out the back way.
On the other side of the road ass a gnio

leading into a park.
“That will take you to The Warren,” Swin

bourne told him. “Yonder you see the Three
Oaks—that‘s their name; you go straight under
them. Go to the back. and you will find the
library door open. Mr. Walter always sits there.

“ I’m oil," observed Dick, and away he
hurried.

The path was simply a track in the grass,
leading under trees; but it was clear and de~
fined.

Dick made straight for the gigantic oaks, a
landmark for many miles round, and was
within twenty yards of them, when he heard
voices

He at once slackened his pace and listened.
Walking on the soft grass, he got to a fence, near
which the oaks grew.

“ I tell yon, Btanhope, that I cannot stand by
and see Mr. Walter falsely accused," said a girl,
pauionatcly,

"Look here, Mary, I tell you if you don‘:
hold your tongue," replied a male speaker, “ m r

father will disinherit me. Hold your peace, and
all will be well."

“ And let Mr. Walter sufler l" she cried.
“ Didn't he get that cheque out of your grnapin-_'
old father for mel Did I not tell him n Iii»,
that it was to pay my m0ther’s rent, which wa
six months in arrears? Did I not give it lo yo-i.
and did you not go ofl to London and cash iv

.
I"

“All true," he responded ; “ but if you prove
this I shall be disiuherited, and have to leave
The Warren. I will take care you never see mc
again."

“Oh, Stanhope, how can you be so cruel?"
she whim .

“ Have you decided T
"

he asked, in a cold,
harsh tone.

“ I can't help myself ; but oh, Stanhope, warn
him—do something l“ she said.

*‘Leave that to me. I will see you to-morrow
at eleven, and we will go to London. I must
be ofi now ;" and he hurried away.

“ Cruel! cruel I" she cried aloud, with a wail
of anguish.

“ Tell the truth," said Dick, stepping forward ;

“you'll have to. You must come up to the
house at once."

“ Oh, sir l"

But the girl was too stunned to say any more,
and she allowed him to take her arm, put it

under his, and lead her.
They soon reached the house.
Tue library window was open, but the curtains

were closed.
This is what they heard—
“ Sir James, my adopted father," said a firm

and earnest voice, ‘"' I did not do this evil deed.

I gave away the cheque but one hour after you
handed it to me; but I gave a foolish promise
not to reveal the person Without permission.

'

" This is nonsense I" said a
. harsh and guttnral

voice. “ Your name is on the back."
" Yes, becau=e the person to whom I gave it
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 4°?-4

asked me to do so, as not being able to change
it without," resumed Walter Austin.

“You must explain all this to the judge and
jury," the other continued. " Mr. Pooly, I have
no more to say."

"One moment," said Dick, pushing his way
in and dragging Mary Carter after him. “ Mr.
Walter Austin is innocent, as this girl will
prove l"

"Then who is guilty?" asked the astonished
baronet.

"Your son," was the cool rejoinder; “ don't
let him leave the room, Mr. Pooly. Girl, speak,
and speak the truth."

"lt is needless," said Stanhope.
game's up. lt was I who altered the cheque.
Now, what are you going to do l" asked the
young man, looking his father full in the face.

" l. will hear the girl first," was the stern
response. Probably he wanted time to think.

The girl explained.
Stanhope had promised to marry her, and had

put the banns up in London. They were to be
married the next day.

But Stauhope wanted money.
ask his father for any more. He had ordered
her to wheedle Mr. Walter out of twenty pounds,
and Mr. Walter, after great hesitation,-said he
would ask his step-father, as a great favour, to
advance the money on his quarter's allowance.
Sir James did so, and she handed the cheque to
Mr. Stanhope.

“ Mr. Pooly," the baronet remarked, “ I pre
sume, if I make it worth your while—say a
thousand guineas—you will let this matter drop.
And it is for this I have saved—denied myself
the pleasures of life-—to endow a forger and a
thief! Walter, give me my desk."

Pooly coloured, but made no answer. Silence
gave consent.

Walter obeyed in silence. He was deeply
moved. He had never liked Stanhope, but never

susipected
him of such foul iniquity as this.

he baronet wrote out a cheque for the sum
mentioned, and then he spoke :—

“ Where is the fellow who made the girl come
here and tell the truth 1" asked the baronet;
“ he shall not go away empty handed."

“Well, Sir James," said Pooly, with a grin,
"the fellow is far away by this time; he does
not like the look of me. That was the notorious
Dick Turpin, a most eccentric fellow ; he’s
awfully fond of playing the knight errant and
righting wrongs. Excuse me, Sir James, but 1
must be ofi and look him up."

“ I hope he's safe awn_v,, then,” answered the
baronet. " I don’: care who ha is—he prevented
me from doing a cruel wrong.”

But Pooly was gone.
As the door closed Dick Turpin reappeared

from outside the window.
“ Excuse me, Sir James, for intruding," he

said ; “ but l wish you'd let me slip out at some
other door.”

“Close the shutters, Walter, at once," cried
the baronet—“ make haste."

He was obeyed.
"Now, what can I do for you, my man 7"

asked the baronet, in a kindly tone.
“ Nothing— except oblige me by forgiving

this poor girl," Turpin responded.
“ I acci

tientally overheard a conversation between Mr.
Stanhope and the girl. I was coming up at the
request of Swinbourne, of the ‘ Falcon,‘ to warn
Mr. Walter Austin, when I heard Mr. Stanhope

“I see the

He could not

and the girl talking. I heard enough under the
Three Oaks to be satisfied as to who was guilty.
As soon as Mr. Stanhope had left, I forced her
to come up here and speak the truth."

“ And you did well ; but first let me finish
my business with this person," the baronet said,
turning to Stanhope. “ Go, sir—for ever from
my house. I adopt Walter for my son. I will
not even give you an allowance of a penny
unless you obey my orders."

“ What are they, sir 7" was the sullen question
ing reply.

" Marry that girl tomorrow," was the answer,
“ and I will settle three hundred a year on her
for life. Then go to Australia and change your
name. It you are found in England three weeks
hence, the law shall take its course."

“ Marry that girl?" cried Stanhope.
“Not a penny do you get until I have your

marriage certificate," continued the baronet.
Szanhope took the wondering girl by the arm

and led her out.
Father and son never met again.
The baronet got a royal license for Walter

Austin to take the name of Denholm and inherit
the title.

Dick Turpin—on whom Walter forced a well
filled purse—went oif to the inn, got in the back
way, and found that Pooly had gone towards
London in search of him.

Dick at once determined to go to the great
metropolis by devious ways and see the Blue
Dwarf in secret, taking care to avoid places
known to Mr. Robert Pooly.

CHAPTER. CXCI.
When Dick got into town he went at once to

one of his minor haunts, where Tim Roach was
told to call once every evening in case of acci
dent

Dick had not been there an hour when the
young man came in, and, at once recognising
Dick, went up to where he sat at a small table.

The two men both hobnohbed, and then Dick
told Tim of his meeting with Pooly, and his
desire to keep clear of him for the present.

“ Seen anything of Brian I" asked the high
wayman.

" No-—n0t a trace,“ replied Tim ; “ but Jack
son has been gone two days. I expect he will
give us some news ere long."

'- Will you see the Blue Dwarf," said Dick,
“and tell him the discovery.’ It is written
down on this bit of paper. Colonel Grant
thought St. Albaus would be a good pla e to
meet at."

" I shall see him early in the morning," re
plied Tim. "Can’t you have a bit of a spree
to-night?"

“I'm agreeable," responded Dick; " but let
us make it the East End, Minories, or smur

thing ot that sort. I think Pooly will I»- quiet
for a day or two : but I object to be seen.“

"Very welL Let's try Ratclifie H-.,_,,hwny,"
answered Tim.

" I'm your man! "
said Dick.

And an hour later they chartered a hackney
coach and were taken to the Tower.

From there they walked, and Tim took the
highwayman to a dancing-place he had never
visited before, frequented by sailors, crimps, and
the class of mollies who prey upon seamen.

It was doing a roaring trade. Dick was not
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428 THE BLUE DWARF;

in a humour for dancing; his inclination lay
more in the way of eating and drinking.

He ordered a copious supper. Dick could
always eat. There are some men who can

always sleep; others who can always drink.
Dick was good at that ; but Dick, further, could
always eat.

“ Do you see those two fellows," asked Dick
of his companion, while supper was being
brought in.

“ Yes—what of them 7"
“Two of the most awful scoundrels in Lon

don," he returned. “Highwaymen may,” he
langhingly added, “ have their fault, but
those vagabonds are even worse than ordinary
murderers."

“ How can that be 1"
“ They are body snatchers."
“ An evil, but necessary trade."
“But these men kill their body first, and

snatch it afterwards," exclaimed Dick. “ You
know the Italian white mice boy in St. Paul's
Churchyard."

“ Yes."
“He’s a fat and chubby sort of chap,” said

Dick ; “and those two, with Jack Lorry,
planned to waylay him. He used to go once a
week to the outskirts to show off his pets.
Hsmpstead was one of his favourite haunts. I
accidently overheard them laying their -plans,
and. taking a friend with me, followed them
on the next Saturday. The boy went into a
farm ; they hid themselves, disguised, and
wearing‘masks, until he camc out. ‘Ware
hawks,’ I cried, firing a pistol at the foremost
man, and then rushed in, hanger in hand.
They fled. and I then warned the boy against
them. They never see me, but they turn
away."

And Dick Turpin laughed heartily.
The room was large and divided in some places

by boxes, the dancing taking place in the centre.
Dick was too engaged in eating to talk. But

he could hear.
Suddenly he dropped hls knife and fork and

listened.
“ Brian l " he whispered.
Tim, who was dressed to appear forty years of

age at least, walked across the room and began
chafling a girl.

While doing so he at once made out Brian
and Robert seated at a table with two rough
lookiiig sailors.

Tim soon got rid of the girl and approached
the quartette, where he could hear without being
seen.

“ We're bound for the Plantations,” said one
of the men, "and every white man out them
will fetch his price."

It must be explained that at the time of which
we speak criminals, instead of being transported,
were sent out as slaves to the planters, and
treated exactly as if they were negroes.

Anyone once in the clutches of the planters
could rarely, if ever. escape.

When a rightful heir, or any other incon
veniem relative, was to be got out of the way,
he was commonly kidnapped and sent to the
Plantations.

ln a celebrated peerage case before the House
of Lords an uncle was proved to have sent his
nephew to the Plantations.

it was a rare chance indeed if anyone escaped.
“ Well, if you will help me to get rid of this

cousin of mine, 1‘ll give you money down and

four hundred a year as long as he is kept out
there."

" '1'l.iat’s settled ; the thing is as good as done,"
the man said. “ But when shall I have the
chance of seeing him l "

“ When do you sail ?
"

“ In three weeks."
" Are you here at the ‘ Gun ’

every night i "
continued Brian.

H Yea}!
“ Well, we'll let you know. Perhaps we may

save you trouble, and bring him up to you.”
And, after some money passing, Brian rose and

went out with Robert, Tim following.
They soon, however, got into a hackney-coach

and bade the man drive them to Drury Lane.
Tim returned and told Dick.
Mr. Richard Turpin rose and went round the

partition separating them from the sailor. who
was captain of a brig which traded in black ivory.

“ Now, my fancy joker,” said Dick, in a low,
earnest tone of voice, “ a word with you l The
man who has just. left you is one of the moat
utter unhanged rascals in England, and I fancy
you are about the nextl "

“ Scoundrel l what do you mean 2"
“ Scoundrel yourself," continued Dick. “ You

have entered into a fresh conspiracy to kidnap
my master. Now, look you, Mr. Pirate, or what»
ever your name may be, unless you make a
clean breast of it I shall put the matter in the
hands of the police. In fact, my friend here,"
nodding to Tim Roach, “ had better at once go
for the otficers."

“ Well, mate," the other mid.quietly, “ I have
no objection to anything in reason. If so be as
the man he hates is a friend of yours, there’s an
end of the matter. Captain Jonas Herlin is
amenable to reason."

“ If you'll kidnap those two scoundrels, I
dare say I could get you a thousand guineas
a-piece," continued Dick.

“ Done l l'm not particular, and allers listens
to the men with the strongest argument," the
other continued.

“ Will you be here to~morrow night at eight?"
asked Dick Turpin.

“ Yrs.”
“ Well now, captain," said Dick, "

suppose
we have aiirink and a flutter I "

"1 guess I will," the Yankee replied. He
was a New Englander, with a rare twist in his
way of speaking.

A very large number of the words used by
modern Yankees are merely old English ex
pressions, which are now obsolete in this
country.

Dick ordered what a modern writer calls a
modest quarlern, with a pack of cards, and very
shortly the four were hard at work at some
popular game._ _ _

It was daylight when Dick left, agreeing to
return at eight that evening.

He then returned to his haunt and slept until
t\\'elV6 o'clock, when he was awakened by Tim
Roach, who had a hackney coacn waiting to
take him to Sapathwa.

Dick, however, first had a good sluice under
the pump, and then took his breakfast. Then
he was at Roach’s orders.

They went to Sapsthwa‘s lodgings, and were
at once admitted.

The Blue Dwarf received Dick with gladness
and great cordiality.

He liked the highwayman personally.
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A TALE OF LOVE, ‘MYSTERY, AND CRIME. ‘Q29

Then Dick unburthened himself of his budget
of news, particularly as to Captain Herlin
and his scheme for kidnapping the earl.

Sapathwa laughed grimly at the idea of
turning the tables on the two vile persccutors of
the family. - '

After some consideration he decided that, if
the plan could be carried out, it would indeed
be a wise one, as two or three months at the
Plantations would remove all danger.

S
h
e earl would beiof age before their return.

a
he thought proper with the pirate‘ slaver, as he
doubtless was.

‘ '»

To enable him to open negotiations he gave
him a goodly sum of money.

About eight o’clock that night Dick and Tim
sauntered into the “ Gun." They were very
carefully disguised. -

They found Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock in deep conference with the pirate
captain.

Dick and his companion walked to the end of
the room, where there was a refreshment bur,
and ordering glasses, waited.

After half an hour the two confederates went
away, and Dick joined the captain.

He seated himself beside him, and sshe did
so he saw Brian Seymour coming back. i Then
he stopped, halted, and with a bitter scowl on
his face, turned away.

Tim had walked to the end of the room near
the door. - V -

“ That infernal Dick Turpin is in tow with the
captain," said Brian to Robert. “The ecoundrel
Yankee has sold us. I'll be even with him l"

Tim retin'ned rapidly to where Dick Turpin
was in conversation with the pirate.

" One moment,” said Tim, calling Dick aside.
“ Don’t part with any money. Brian recognised
you, and knows the game's up."

" Back in half an hour, Mr. Herlin," said
Dick. " I've got a friend outside."

“ Don’t hurry yourself," laughed Herlin. “I
can wait." ,

He could wait, for he never again saw either
Dick Turpin or the men who had tempted him
to commit a nefarious outrage.

It remained an unsolved mystery to the
captain's dying day.

That night Sapathwa started in a post chaise
for St. Albans, while Dick rode to join his em
ployers.

Tim remained behind to watch the con
spirators.

The whole party met at St. Albans, and then
travelled post to Derbyshire, where they put up
at the Crag's Nest, as the seat of the heiress
\\ as called.

It was situated in a very wild district. It was,
however, a singularly picturesque habitation.

A great part of the residence was in ruins
and ivy-clad ; but a large portion was of more
modern character, and this was elegantly
furnished and full of roomy and well-ventilated
apartments.

The view from the windows, especially from
the top, was magnificent.

The place was famous for its healthiness,
and there was every chance of Lady Laura and
the child recovering their health if they could
only be kept from worry and persecution.

The whole of the gentlemen, the Blue Dwarf
included, came to the conclusion that, should|
their persecutors follow them to this retired

pathwa authorised Dick to make any terms -

spot, they would hold their hands no longer,
but would let Dick and Tom curry out their
long-suggested plan of putting an end to the
terrible suspense and annoyance that had almost
destroyed Lady Laura.
. But the probability was that they would not
trace them, and they could keep very quiet and
thus avoid recognition.

The will was made.
Nothing was wanted save the signature and

the names of ‘the witnesses.
After twelve o'clock-on the 9th December,

the earl would be free.

from Brian, he would have no interest in risking

- life and limb to obtain a bare title,

ll wilt would avail him nothing, as his character
was too well known for any woman to marry
him in order to be a countess.

‘ Two or three days elapsed, and then Tim
arrived. All the news he had to tell wasthat
Brian and Robert had disappeared from their

i Lon-ton haunts. ~

Of course they were at work trying to trace
the family's place of residence. It would not be

| easy for them to track them to their retreat; but
the chapter of accidents was great, and the
perseverance of these vicious rufiians was great
indeed. -

CHAPTER CXCII.
AT .caso's sasr.

There was not much amusement for Dick and
Tom at the castle; their position was aimless.
They did not associate with the masters, but
only with the steward of the household.

But they found out a village five miles distant,
at ihe foot of the hills, named Penrose. Here
these two, who alway hunted in couples, ad
journed several evenings in each week, and went
to the “Peak " Tavern, where they found a few
habitués. who were only too glad to be civil to
Londoners, and to hear the news.

Dick and Tom were sociable soakers, and were
of those who never got intoxicated to the point
of losing their senses.

It would not do for gentlemen of their pro
fession to do so.

The villagers were too poor and too simple to
play cards, but were quite willing to drink and
smoke. .

Dick did the lordly, and was very free with
his bowls of punch. Of course he was very
popular.

Nobody could maka them out. Everyone
knew that they were with the earl’s family, but
in what capacity no one could guess.

In the day time Pylades and Orestes wandered

about the hills with fowling pieces.
They soon made friends with the tenantry of

Mabel Trcnchnrd, who were delighted to hear
about her and about the awful fate of their old
master.

He had not lived much on the estate, but was

popular, nevertheless. He would allow no
grinding rack renting, and encouraged his
people to apply to himself directly they had
favours to ask or complaints to make.

There was a farm where they were specially
welcome.

The owner was a widower with one daughter.
He was a powerful, active, but still taciturn man,
He never spoke of himself, but was especially

[ fond of hearing narratives of adventure.

Once the whole of the property willed away
'
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430 THE BLUE DWARF ;

Dick told him some of their adventures in
i

Ireland, Scotland, and America.
These delighted both himself and his daughter,

Maria Alison.
Maria, however, was a good deal out. Her

father was well-to-do, and could afiord to keep
labourers and other servants. Maria had nothing
to do with the household affairs; Martha and
Janet were the ones who saw to everything.

Maria went out to visit the poorer cotters, and
‘to call on neighbouring farmers’ wives. She

often returned in company with a tall, dark
youth, about five-and-twenty.

Dick at once saw how the land lay.
Martin was a capital listener, and they used

to s nd very jolly evenings
A ut three weeks after their arrival at Grag‘s

Nest a terrible event occurred.
Maria had been out in the hamlet, the

labourers were in the fields, and the cook and
assistant girl were in the kitchen, which was a
little way from the house.

Maria, about a quarter to one, which was the
dinner hour for all, came in, and going to the
back of the house, lifted the latch of the general
sitting-room.

She entered, and, as she did so, a fearful
shriek burst from her lips.

On the floor beside his chair lay Andrew
Alison, to all appearance dead, his skull beaten
in with a hammer.

For a single moment she gazed in horror at
the terrible spectacle, and then, with a wild
cry, she fled outside.

Her appalling shrieks soon attracted notice,
and the women and men came rushing to her.
she led them into the house, and, pointing to
the corpse, fainted.

A magistrate, a doctor. and the one constable
of the locality were soon on the spot.

The unfortunate Andrew had been dead about
half an hour.

On a search being made, it was found that his
strong-box, an iron-bound chest, had been
broken open and the contents abstracted.

It was well known that the farmer kept a
good bit of money in the house.

There was but one conclusion to be come to
a cruel murder had been perpetrated for the
sake of plunder.

Maria Alison, after a night spent in wild out
bursts of fury and

despair,
felt with the first

dawn of morning that s e must be calm if she
would carry out the great resolution she had
come to.

Discover the murderer of her father l
Nothing could have been more touching than

the fondness which the old man had shown his
daughter, or the afiection she had manifested in
return.

No one showed more sorrov or indignation
than the young farmer ; but public opinion is a

strange thing.
The rumour spread, and by degrees men went

so far as to say they saw a man dressed exactly
like him come from the farmhouse.

Henry Martin was arrested on suspicion of
having committed the murder.

But, though every part of his father's house
was searched, no sign of any kind to implicate
him in the murder could be found.

His savings in gold and silver were about
thirty pounds.

Still the fatal breath of suspicion had fallen
upon him, and he was in prison.

This incident nearly finished Maria. She was
taken with some very bad fainting fits, and
with difiicnlty her life was saved.

Dick and Tom had called several times to
inquire after the girl; and, four days after the
arrest of Henry, the former contrived to see
Maria.

He professed his firm belief in the innocence
of Henry Martin, and declared that on such

<leuvidence
as they had obtained they must acquit

m.
“Can you give me the faintest clue to anyone

who might be the guilty person?" asked Dick.
“ A young man about Henry's height and size

has crossed my path in the park on several
occasions."

Who and what he was she could not say. He
was darker than Henry, and wore fustian. He
was not of that neighbourhood, and she could in
no way account for his presence.

“ I've seen such a man in the park," said Dick,
“ and he does not belong to the house. I have
seen him disappear more than once in the Dark
Copse.”

“ There's a ruined house there where Jem the
Warrener used to live," related Maria.

" Well, cheer up my girl," said Dick ; and
returned to Castle Crag.

He made inquiries about the mined house,
and was at once told where it was situated.

No one went near it since Andrew Alison had
been murdered.

He was said to walk.
Dick and Tom determined to visit the place

that very night.
As soon as it was dark, cautiously gliding

through the wood, more like shadows than living
things, for not a word was spoken on either side,
the two adventurers at last arrived at the
secluded dell in which the lonely hut of the
warrener was situated.

Although the moon was shining brightly, the
broad shadows of the stately oaks and firs which
were cast athwart their path had hitherto
screened them; but in the open sward before

That day an inquest was held, and a verdict of l the cottage they were compelled to use the
wilful murder brought in against some person or I utmost caution, lest their approach should be
persons unknown.

Now, nobody could ever say how it was, but a
strange rumour went round the hamlet.

Henry Martin was poor, and it was well

perceived by anyone lurking about.
They listened. All was still as death, and they

ventured nearer.
The door of the hut, judging from the outside

known that Alison had, while encouraging the l fastening, had been broken open; inside it was
young man, flatly laid down the law.

He must have a comfortable,
home of his own before he took his girl away.

Henry Martin was living at home with his
parents, and working for wages for his father.

He had been saving for two years, but it
time before he would be able towould be a long

get a home—a nest for his birdie.

easily secured by means of a strong oaken bar,
independent 1 left standing against the walls.

After groping about in absolute darkness for
some time-for the rude wooden flap which
served as a shutter had been lct down—without
meeting any interruption, or hearing any sound
beyond their own foot-steps, Dick Turpin ven
tured at last to strike a light.
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A TALE OF'LOVE, MYBTEBY.. AND CRIME. 481~
A candle, half burned down, placed in an

empty bottle, was upon the table; he lit it, and
the place became distinctly visib!e—they were

alone.
He now raked the ashes on the hearthstone;

they were quite warm, and several bright sparks

flew upwards, and particles of half-burnt wood

began to glow and reddeu, exposed to the re

viving influence of the atmosphere.
There was every sign of the but having been

lately inhabited. Not only were there remains
of provisions on the shelf, but straw and grass
had been gathered in a heap in a recess close by
the chimney to serve as a bed.

Then under the straw they found a carpet-bag,
which opening they found contained seven hun
dred guineas in gold.

As they did so they heard a voice singing, and
at once put out the light.

The man came, singing in a drunken voice,
until the door of the hut was reached, when they
pounced upon and secured him.

He was first taken up to the Crag's Nest, howl
ing and struggling, the money being taken as
corroborative evidence.

He was found to be a well-known poacher,
called Black Murtough, and was speedily carted
ofl to a safe lock-up.

He was brought before the same magistrate,
and fully committed for trial, and Dick and Tom
were warmly thanked by all concerned.

Henry Mai-tin left the court without a stain
upon his character.

The gratitude of Maria Alison knew no
bounds.

To cut a long story short, Black Murtough
was found guilty and hanged, and in due course,
but more than a year after. lluria Alison, sole
heiress of her father, married Henry Martin.

CHAPTER CXCIIL
nan axn war-an.

Dick and Tom were heroes indeed after the

ptiliait
oi Alison

gpitflwind, iil
n
d that they were

G HIGH \\'L.O SBVC QDTY artin. -

About a week after the arrest of Murtough,
tue two highwaymen were in the “P k" H tel
public room, when they heard of this unuiiiial
thing, an arrival in Penrose.

Two commercials had taken up their quarters
at

the inn—two awinl London swells.
Dick and Tom exchanged glances.

d
e
g

]

l?iSgtvi:(i§€h(g2vvSsO
Tim Roach entered, evi

“ They've found us,." he said in a low whis
as he sat down.

’ per

" Thought so," said Dick.

‘f Wanted up at the Crag,” he continued, aloud.

_\
‘_

'

bnight,
gentlemen,” remarked Dick,

r(1:tI!;§r,row
,l,1S1D(-‘L88must be attended to. See you

And they all went out.

V
" r’-rian and Robert have not long since ridden

lL\I!‘(k)l
the

Vlligfie,
and

p
u
t up here," said Tim,

“ ey are m e up as agmeu.“
“ Do you watch them,” replied Dick. “ Make

Bgl‘ti0(l111t11!‘&1
labourer. Thzit’ll be fine.

pos e .

‘ 21131111riglht
l"

responded
Tim, and walked ofi

0 ge is gar ,

The tenants of the Orag's Nest were appalled
ut this persecution,

How could thme persevering sleuth-hounds
follow them up, in this way!

It was beyond conception.
This time they would never know how it had

been done.
All they could do was to wait and watch.
Next day the two highwaymen and Tim hid

themselves in places where they could see all
who approached the castle. ~

About two in the afternoon the two rntfians
came up in the costume of London commercials,
and viewed the house from a distance.

They did not attempt to go near, but viewed

its weak points from a distance.
Having done so, they turned their steps, and

passed near a tree under which Dick and Tom
were concealed.

“ There must be no bungling this time," said

Brian. “ I am sick of this contest with the

Blue Dwarf. He must go with the rest."
And they walked on.
“ What are they up to now T" asked Dick

Turpin of his friend.
“ N 0 good l"

“ They never are. Let us go in and report,"
continued the highwayman.

Sapathwa and the others heard what they had
to say with stern anger.

“ Something must be done to stop this awful
persecution,” said the Blue Dwarf ; “it is killing
the countess."

“ We must not spare them," replied Shelton
Seymour, sternly. " If they come here as

burglars we must treat them as such."
“ Exactly so," observed Colonel Grant.

mercy ; shoot them like dogs."
That night the two men were prowling round

the house and examining the lower parts of it.
The whole structure rested on vaults and

arches.
While they were going round a boy asked

them what they were doing.
“ Only looking at the ruins," said Brian ; “ is

it against the law 7"
“ Folks as comes here in the day is welcome,"

continued the lad.
" Well, we like night ,best," replied Brian.

“ Here's half a guinea, my lad; if you'll be here

to-morrow at eight, we’ll give you the other
half."

“ I'll do it,” he said.
Brian and Robert retired, as did the boy.
Dick and Tom and Saputhwa were determined

to be keenly on the watch next day.
Tim remained at Penrose.
He could not make the conspirators out.

They hired a horse and cart, and then they
went to an agent for a blasting firm.

They purchased a barrel of gunpowder, saying
they were going to try experiments among the
rocks under the peak.

This was not uncommon, and the blasting
powder and fuses were parted with at a price.

" The infernal scoundrels are going to blow us

up,” said Colonel Grant. “ It must be their last
crime."

" It shalll " said Sapathwa.
Every precaution was taken during the day,

and when night came all, save Sapathwa, Tim,
Dick, and Tom, removed from the habitable part
of the castle.

These went outside and watched under the

oaks near the residence.
They had not to wait long.
The wind blew in fitful gusts, and every iiow
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432 THE BLUE DWARF ;

and then the moon was concealed behind thick
banks of clouds, as Brian Seymour and Robert
Woodstock made their way through the murky
darkness.

They were going on an evil errand, their object
being murder.

Neither of the men spoke, for they were think
ing of the horrible crime they were about to

commit.
The night was dark and stormy, and therefore

favourable to the carrying out of their wicked
plot. It was a dangerous game they were

engaged upon, and only desperate men would
have undertaken it.

As we know, Brian Seymour was a pitiless
scoundrel, and would not hesitate at anything in
order to gain his own ends.

His face was ghastly pale, and there was a
hideous frown upon his brow.

Crime had left its stamp upon his swarthy
features, and he really looked the wretch he was.

Every time the moon came out from behind
the bank of clouds, he would give vent to an
im atient exclamation.

e was afraid that they might be seen.
Apparently, however, there was no danger of

this, for the place was quite deserted.
Brian Seymour and Woodstock walked beside

a cart, in which was placed a barrel of gun

powder.
‘

They were in a hilly country, and their progress
was necessarily slow,

Brian beat the horse unmercifully with a heavy
whip, and made use of all kinds of oaths.

He knew: well that they had a delicate task

before them. The least accident or mistake, and
all would be ruined.

Their well-planned scheme would fall to the
ground.

At length they arrived at the summit of a hill,
and then the exhausted horse was allowed to rest.
The horse panted for breath, and was covered
with sweat.

Once more the moon appeared, and threw its
unwelcome light over the surrounding country.

" Yonder is Crag's Nest," said Brian Seymour,
exultingly. “ Our journey is nearly at an end.
Ah, my triumph is near at hand l The hour that
l have waited for has come I

"
“ We may fail yet," said Robert Woodstock,

quietly.
He was in a very despondent humour, and had

a presentiment that they would not be successful
in their crime.

“ Bah, fool I how can we fail l " said Brian
Seymour, impatiently, as he led the horse down
the hill, and the cart went lumbering along.

Not another word did the men utter till they
reached Crag’s Nest.

All was silent and dark.
Woodstock felt his spirits rise, for it seemed

that they would triumph.
lt was not long before they found an entrance

into the vaults under Crag‘s Nest.
With some difiiculty they got the barrel out of

the cart, and slowly rolled it into the vaults,

stopping every now and then to take breath, and
lu listen intently.

Their great fear was that they should be dis
iurbed.

But nothing could be heard but the howling of
the wind round the old building.

llaving deposited the barrel of gunpowder in
the cellar, the companions in crime went out
ll1lO the open air.

They looked about them as though they ex
pected to meet someone.

More than once Brian Seymour stamped his
loot impatiently.

Could it be possible that his confidant had be

trayed them.
Seymour placed his hand on his pistol as he

heard the sound of approaching footsteps.

Was it friend or foe? Darkness hid the new
comer from view.

It was an anxious moment for the two men,

who vainly tried to penetrate the gloom.
But keen-sighted as they were, they could

scarcely see a yard before them.
Suddenly Brian Seymour released his hold of

the pistol.
“All is well," he said, as a lad came into

view. " He has kept his word."
" I hope I have not kept you waiting,"

apologised the lad. He was a boy who helped
in the kitchen, and for money had agreed to
betray his master.

He seemed nervous and ill at ease. He was

even sorry th '\t he had agreed to assist in such a

crime, but he could not resist the prospect of the

money he had been promised.
“ You have kept me waiting," said Seymour,

angrily. “ Why didn't you come before 7" -
" l fell asleep," replied the lad, rubbing his

eyes. “ It was the greatest wonder in the world
that l woke up."

“ Don’t waste valuable time in talking." said
Robert Woodstock; " but just tell us what we
want to know. The sooner this job is done the
hevter I shall be pleased."

“ What do you want me to tell you 1" asked
the boy.

“We want to know the room in which the
earl and countess sleep," said Seymour.

The lad pointed to it. As it happened, Brian
Seymour had placed the gunpowder right under
the apartment.

“ls the lady sleeping in the same room f"
asked Seymour, eagerly.

“ Yes," said the treacherous lad, giving a
ghastly grin.

Seymour was delighted with this answer, and
so was Robert Woodstock.

They had no doubt as to the success of their
scheme now.

Their triumph seemed assured.
No one could suspect them. All the inmates

of Crag‘s Nest were asleep.
All they had to do was to blow up the place.
As the three conspirators walked in the direc

tion of the vault, three figures appeared from
behind the same number of trees.

'

Brian Seymour‘s words had been overheard,
and his well-laid scheme discovered.

“Hush l" said the Blue Dwarf, putting his
finger upon his lips.

His two companions were Dick and Tom, and
it was hardly necessary for the Blue Dwarf to
give them this warning.

They were quite as cautious as he was, but
could not walk as silently, for the Blue Dwarf
walked along like a ghost.

“ Brian Seymouris trapped at last," Dick and
Tom heard him mutter ; “neither he nor his

guilty companions shall leave the place alive."
.\Icanwhile Brian Seymour, accompanied by

Robert and the boy, entered the vault.
Brian had no pity for the sleeping innocent

people. His heart was hard and wicked.
The light of a lantern lit up the weird scene,
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND Cl‘.l)lE. 433

and cast iittul shadows on the damp walls, and lupon others you have brought upon yourself.
the faces of the three criminals were quite a

study for an artist.
Brian Seymour advanced to the barrel and lit

the fuse with a trembling hand.
It was made to last ten minutes. By this

lime the light would reach the powder, and the

explosion would occur.
Therefore there was no time to lose. It might

accidentally take place before this.
“ Run for your lives I" said Brian Seymour.
His companions were not slow to obey this

command.
Their object was to get as far away from

Crag’s Nest as possible in ten minutes.
They rushed in the direction of the door, only

to find it shut.
“The wind had slammed it to," Seymour

thought.
He had no suspicion of the truth as yet, and

did not know that the door had been closed by
the Blue Dwarf.

it was a terrible moment for the conspirators I
What terror was expressed on each face as

they looked at each other in hopeless dismay.
Brian Seymour was the first to recover his

presence of mind. He knew that not an instant
was to be lost.

“ We must break open the door l" he cried.
Exerting all his strength, Brian Seymour

placed his back against the door.
His companions followed his example.
But all in vain.
The door resisted all their efiorts.
Brian swore dreadfully, and kicked at the

door with savage eagerness. He even struck it
with his hands and made them bleed.

When his first frenzy of rage was over he
desisted.

It would evidently take time to open the door,
for they would have to cut through the panels
with their knives.

And the gunpowder would explode in a few
minutes I

“ We must hasten back and put out the fuse,"
said Brian Seymour.

This was at once done, and then another
attack was made upon the heavy door, after the
three conspirators had drank deep draughts of
brandy.

Suddenly a shrill, demoniac laugh was heard,
that echoed through the hollow vaults with
startling efiect.

It seemed as if a thousand fiends were laugh
ing at their puny efiorts to break through the
solid door.

-Brian shuddered as he wiped huge drops of
greasyjsweat from his bloodless, quivering face.

Again the wild laughter echoed through the
vaults, making Brian Seymour shudder from
head to foot.

“ Look I" said the lad, in horrified tones, as he
clutched Brian by the arm in wild terror.

Brian glanced in the direction indicated, and
saw a small barred window. A hideous face was
framed in it—the face of the Blue Dwarf l

His eyes seemed to glow like live coals, and he
looked terrible in the extreme. He was a suit
able agent for heaven’s just vengeance.

“ So it was you, hell hound. who shut the
door I

"
said Brian Seymour, foaming at the

mouth.
“You are trapped, Brian Seymour, and will

never leave this vault alive I " said the Blue
Dwarf. sternly. " The fate you would bring l

_l\'o.
37.

Repent while there is yet time."
" At least you shall die with me l" cried Brian

Seymour.
Hardly had he finished speaking when he fired

his pistol at the Blue Dwarf.
But the face remained there quite uninjured.

The Blue Dwarf seemed to bear a charmed life.
" You are powerlcas to injure me," cried the

Blue Dwarf. “Your hand trembles so that you
cannot take aim."

“ At least you will relieve us from this cellar
and let us have a fair trial, said Woodstock,
pleadingly.

" No; you shall .-ot leave the vaults alive,"
said the Blue Dwa f. “ You came here to
murder innocent ple, and now you shall die
yourselves. Dick," he said, addressing Turpin,
who stood near to him, “ turn it on I"

Turn what on? These last words puzzled
Seymour, while they filled him with dread.
They _seemed to convey some secret horrible
meaning.

Brian soon understood the meaning of these
words, for there was a loud splashing sound, and
then water came dashing through loopholes in
the wall.

There was a huge cistern over the vault, and
Dick and Tom had turned on the water.

" Curses 'li_rht on the Blue Dwarf I he is going
to drown us," said Brian Seymour. “But he
shall fail. Help me to stop up the holes and
keep the water out."

Robert and Seymour set to work and began
to stop up the loop-holes, but as soon as they
checked the flow of water in one place it came
rushing in at another.

All the time the Blue Dwarf ant at the win
dow and jeered them to his heart's content.

The scene was a terrible one; but Seymour
and his companions were only meeting with their
just punishment.

They had not even time to think of their past
crimes.

Quickly the water rose, and still the Blue
Dwarf revelled in their sufierings, and his
mocking laughter rang through the vault, fairly
awakening the echoes.

Seymour went down on his knees and pleaded
for mercy. He even went so far as to make

protestations of repentance ; but the Blue Dwarf
knew very well that they were not genuine.

If he had been spared he would have continued
to commit crimes. Every chance of repentance
had been given him ; but mercy had been thrown
away upon the villain.

The Blue Dwarf remained at the window until
the ruiiians had disappeared.

The boy, however, continued to float on the
water, and cast appealing glances at the Blue
Dwarf.

It was a horrible sight to see him struggling
for dear life in the gloomy cellar.

The heart of the Blue Dwarf was touched,
although he knew that the boy deserved little
or no pity ; but the elder villains dead, he could
spare the boy's life.

“ Dick," he said, leaping down from his seat
on the window-ledge, “save the boy if you
can."

There was ll ladder handy, and by its aid Dick
Turpin clambered to the place left vacant by the
Blue Dwarf, and reaching out caught the boy
by the nape of the neck, just as be was about
to sink.

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 o

n
 2

0
1

5
-0

6
-1

3
 2

0
:4

8
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d

l.
h
a
n
d

le
.n

e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
4

7
1

7
7

1
1

P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



434 THE BLUE DWARF ;

The boy's eyes were closed as in death, and
when Dick put him down, he appeared for a
moment to have ceased breathing.

But then his chest swelled, and the highway
man knew he was saved, and they left him
there. He knew enough of the country to
escape, and none wished him to be implicated
in the fearful tragedy which soon came to light.

But it was supposed to be an accident, and
the two were buried in a nameless grave.

Such was the end of mean ambition, lust of
money, and malice. .

These evil men swept from their path, the
future was comparatively smooth; but the earl
had no desire to rush at once into the whirl of
fashion.

The weight of apprehension lifted, then came
the reaction. What they wanted was complete
rest.

While they were discussing the merits of
various places which might be selected, the
dificuility was put an end to by a letter from Sir
Frances Knowles.

It invited them to spend a few weeks at
Knowles Hall, and then the pith of the letter
came out, like a woman’s, in the postscript.

“ Bring our friends D. T. and T. K. with you.
There is thunder in the air."

CHAPTER CXCIV.
Loan Jars-arms‘ i>Lo'r.

Knowles Hall was a fine old English mansion
in the centre of a noble park.

The first thing the young baronet did, after
coming into 'on of his wife's fortune, was
to clear ofi t e heavy mortgages which crushed
Knowles Hall beneath a fearful weight.

There was no older family in England,-—none
of the men who came over with William the

Conqueror, Norman bandits, who have, how
ever, founded so many families in England, but
Saxons, who held their property before Alfred
the Great.

Lord Palmerston once mid : “Talk of your de
scent, your ancient race ; I know a peasant family
who have lived in the same house in the New
Forest since years before Bufus was killed. One

of them picked up theiking‘s body."
Of these were the Knowles family.
The house was comparatively modern when

we compare it with the antiquity. of the race.
It was a magnificent baronial hall, with rooms

enough for ten families. All were furnished.
Until he was married, Sir Francis Knowles

had no idea how rich his wife was.
“ I‘ was afraid, Frank," she said, " that if you

knew 1 was worth two millions you would
never have the courage to tell me of your love."

" Well, my dear," he answered, fatnously, “ I
Iever should, only you know--“

“ What I" she cried, stamping her foot.
“ You gave me a very broad hint to do so.

Do you remember your making me sit by you at

the piano," he continued, “ and looking fully
into my eyes, you sang

'“In the summer, in the summer,when the fields are all
low

W
g

r

the buttercaps and popplu, when the fragrant roses
ow:

Young luvs noesforth to conquer, with his arrow and hls

Inbothvssummer, in the summer. when the nuns are all
glow.‘

“ What could I do, but propose 1"
“ Then, sir, you mean to say that I asked yo!

to take me T " she cried.
" I should never have had the courage to s

if you hadn't given me a very broad hint," he
calmly responded.

Such, as yet, was the extent of their matrimo
nial squabbles.

“I have one thing to tell you, Frank,“ she
had said about a week after their marriage,
“ which is important, and not generally known
outside my lawyer's oliice. If I die without
male heirs, you would not benefit much by my
fortune, a scapegrace named Gerald Johnson,
my cousin, would inherit two thirds."

"Ah, well, my dear, there is plenty of time
to think about that," he replied, laughing.

And now he found that this cousin and Lord
Jelfries were staying in a smiill town near
Knowles Hall. A faithful old servant, Simmons
the butler, had recognised them both.

Sir Francis, knowing that Gerald Johnson
would benefit to the extent of more than a mil
lion by his wife’s death, taking caution by the
Earl of Elphick’s case, at-once sent for him and
his friends.

The Blue Dwarf at once agreed to join the
party on their visit to Knowles Hall.

They arrisred late at night, and were ushered
into a special suite of apartments

There was a grand supper, alter which, the
ladies retiring, Dick and Tom were summoned
and the story told.

"Lord Jelfries," said Sir Francis, ‘- hates me.

I have mortally ofiended him by marrying Lucy,
and he has collesgued with his cousin Gerald."

And he th--n told the provisions of the will,
and told also how Lord Jeiiries and Gerald
Johnson had been seen together in the neigh
bouring village of Shepton.

" Now, my friends," said Sir Francis, with
unmistakably deep feeling, “I have no hesita
tion in speaking before men whom l know. I
did not marry my wife for her money.”

“ We know it," replied the earl, acting =

spokesman for all.
“ Her money, in fact, is the one thin! that fills

me with anxiety," he continued. “ Until she
has a eon this Gerald will have an interest in her
death. She must be guarded, and guarded welL

I was thinking," addressing Dick Turpin, ‘-'that

if yon and your friend would undertake the task
of watching them, you would be able to put as
on our guard."

“ How far is Shepton, sir?" replied Dick
Turpin, without any delay.

_

‘~Turee miles." ,
-‘ l don't know, Sir Francis, what disguise to

as~uine," mused Dick. “ I've got a farmer's
dress iii my box." .

-‘ Tnere is a fuir in the village,” observed Sir
Francis.

" Then, sir, ihe thing is done. There are

very few men WDO attend fairs whom I do not
know," Cunli iued Dick. “ Can we have a vehicle
to take us to a second-class hotel? I will then
decide as to my disguise." , g

'

" Certainly," remarked Sir Francis ; “ as soon
as you like."

And he rang the bell.
Dick Turpin and Tom King at once retired to

the room afiorded them, and selected a small

quantity of luggage, into which they compressed
as many disguises as possible.

They were then driven to the “ Red Cow,"
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. 485

where, as Dick expected, a great many of the
leading men of the fair were domiciled.

Dick and Tom at once, in a free and bucolic
way, invited all present to drink.

Turpin had seated himself beside a curious- I

looking man.

And the three were left together.
As usual with men of the world, the solids and

fluids were first discussed, and then they went
to business.

“ The fact is
,

Ned Lurlrin," remarked Dick,
He was an elderly-looking 1 after a copious enjoyment of the good things of

person, with white hair, dressed in a suit of 1 this world, “I want to circumvent two scoun
black, rufiies, and trill. drels, and to do so l want you to paint me up.

His eyes were brilliant, but the remainder of - I want to look nearly as old as you do."
his face it was diflicult to decipher, as it‘was
evidently painted, and the night's gambling in
the waggon had so smeared it that it appeared
of almost every colour of the rainbow.

On the table before him was a large three
cornered hat.

“ Capiat pilula duo post
two
self, quoting from a prescription he had once
read at home.

“Ah l my friend," observed the other, looking
hard at Dick, “ are you a brother chip T"

“ Now, Ned Larkin," said Dick, in a low tone
of voice, “none of your nonsense withume.
What are you goingto have f—-and then .we'll
talk business.” -. ».1 0 _

“ Well, Dick, you’re one too many for anyone,"
re lied the other, in
" What's u "

late, we'll have some supper in a private.room,'-'
replied Dick.

“ There's plenty
pickles," said the quack doctor.

'
\“ You are known here; order the supper in I

private room for three," was the answer.
" Vovita, raoitac, v0cita1ri," tin im or re

plied—all he knew of Iatin was out of the

grammar or the outsides of bottles-" to hear is

to obey. Darby," to the waiter, “supper for
three in the Blue Boom-at once." '

The man touched his forelock, and went away
to

érider
the necusary ingredients to be pre

sr .

'

P

In tcn minutes be returned to ‘announce that
everything was ready.

“ Let the winebe iced," said Dick, as he passed‘
the landlord, " and plenty of it."

The astonished master of the " Red Cow " was
too taken aback to speak. A

Who was it who had honoured his
tenement with his presence? ',

But the order hadto be obeyed. When he
had taken over the inn he had found a lot o

f

wine in the cellar, but there was very little
demand for it. .

A stray traveller now and then did ask for

of cold roast beef‘ ‘and

,.

humble

I

p an equally low
tione.=p ':"-.4;-_l.:

“Order your drink, and then, if it's not too

wine, and always praised it
,

but they were’
rarities.

Boniface ti ought, as the friend of the quack
doctor was probably something of a connoisseur,
he would send up some other wine.

He ventured on a bottle of port, one of sherry,
and two of champagne.

Dick smacked his lips over the port, which he
drank while the landlord was in the room.

“ This is very good stufl, Mr. Brooks." he
observed, looking at his glass with profound
acuteness in his eye; " I shall come this wa
again. Can I and my friend have a bed here
to-night T”

“ Certainly, sir," the other replied ; “ we have
at fair time only one room vacant, but it is a
double-bedded room."

"All right. My luggage is in the public
room," said Dick.

l.
Y
}

'>‘—1l‘he’-"‘common"

very flew?

" I am thirty-seven."
" Bur you luok seventy."
“ Well, sir, that's the triumph of art," was

the man's reply. “ I'll do it."
“I want you to make me look about sixty,” '

continued Turpin. “ I shall dress up as a quiet
pmndium-take l sort of bazman of the superior class. I will call

pills after dinner," said Dick, as if to bim- i you at seven."
“ Agreed," said Ned Larkin.
At seven next morning they were closeted in

Dick's bedroom, and at eight Mr. Larkin intro
duced his Mr. Andrews to the breakfast table.
Mr. Andrews consumed his morning meal with
rare gusto, and then ordered a fly to take him to
the “ Royal," where he had a customer to see.

On reaching the “ Royal," he asked after a
name‘, not ‘known in the neighbourhood -he
took cars ‘of that—aud finding he had not
arrived, '-walliedlinto the public room, where the
guests of that caravasserai were taking their

fill ‘classes had their hours.

_ people breakfasted at six,
and then class after class made it later, and the

eondescended to take their meals
at‘ten. - '

- -' But this was one hundred and fifty years ago.
Dick, now called Mr. Andrews, went to a side

table and ordered wine. ,

‘
"This drew attention to him ; but no one could

make out more than that he was a most

gentlemanly-looking man, a
.

l-ittle affected in
manner.
" ‘Lord Ilefiries and Mr. Gerald Johnson sat side
by side in careless conversation, laughing over
their food.

=After a time all the others, business men, rose
and left.
F"l‘he only ones who remained were the noble

man, the envious cousin, and Mr. Andrews.
He continued to sip his wine, and blink his

eye‘: with all the wisdom of an old owl.
ll “Any news from London? " asked Lord
Jefiries, in his usual insolent way.

P
f “ No-not since we heard that Queen Anne

was dead," replied Mr. Andrews, calmly.

- Mr. Gerald Johnson fairly roared. The noble
lord had been very patronising and protective,
and‘to see him snubbed was a treat.

" Do you know who I am, fellow 7" asked the
irate nobleman.

"Yes-I was sent at ‘Eel Pie House’
hen you were kicked out for cheating," was

the calm reply.

1 “ For cheating—scoundrel 7

"

3

l “ Well, I was only in the room a few minutes,
and I saw there was a jolly row," he went on.
“1,All I'k’now»is that you and Bryan Seymour,

the most utter unhung scoundrel in England, I

were turned out together."
Lord-Jeflries rose, perfectly pale with passion.

Mr. Andrews simply played with his pistol in an
ostentatious way.

Mr. Gerald Johnson looked on, utterly and

hopelessly puzzled.
" It's no use blustering, my lord," continued

1!" t
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Mr. Andrews.
of you to be frightened. But," rising, “ my
advice to any stranger is

,

don’t trust Lord
Jtfiries."

And he coolly walked out of the roorn, leaving
Lord Jetfries foaming with rage and Gerald
Johnson puzzled.

“ Impudent sort of fellow !" said the latter.
“ Yes," was the fierce rep!y; " I can’t make

i

out who he is—sorne low hanger-on or servant
at Eel Pie House. But there, let us talk of
something else. Have you made up your
mind 7"

“ I really don’t know," said Gerald Johnson ;

“ the afiair is rather risky."
“ A million and a half of money is worth try

ing for," replied Lord Jefiries, drily.
The discussion lasted some little time, and

then there entered the room, apparently, the
man who was addressed by Dick Turpin as Ned
Larkin.

“ Cochlear-ya crash many ramendmh," he said,
“which means ' there are many ups and downs
in this world.’ "

“ You are a doctor," laughed Lord Jeffries.
“ Yes ;" replied the other “ my name is

Gregory, learned in simples of all kinds. I can
kill or cure a man, just as the fancy takes

me."
"' Kill or cure l" remarked Lord Jefirles, with

a smile ; " which is the more expensive I"
“ It all depends," was the sage and solemn

answer. “ There is a mysterious powder known
to the profession which is called the powder qf
rucce-man.’ It is often useful to peo le who
want to get rid of inconvenient heirs-at» aw, and
such-like people. If a man stands in another's
way, if he is troublesome or inconvenient—say
a husband, or what not—this powder is invalu
able."

“ And without price l" sneered Lord Jefiries.
" Oh no. It is not so particularly dear where

the stake is large," the other went on. “ I have
sold it at a guinea an ounce, and I have sold it

at five hundred guineas. Heirs-apparent are not
very particular; at all events, I have not found
them so."

“ You are a strange fellow," said Lord Jeflries;
“what is its usual operation? Does it kill at
once?”

“ Oh, no. Of course, if given in a suficiently

strong dose, it will crush a man like a light
mng flash, but

if administered slowly and

b
y

4]l.)egr€.-s.
it will

taére
weeks, months, years even,

1-. regory wen on.
“ H'm," remarked Gerald Johnson, very white

and haggard. “ I know one or two whom I

should like to give such a dose to; but I am not

a rich man."
“ I sell it according to a man’s means," was the

calm and sordid reply.
" Oould you give me enough for fifty guineas

tokpgtea dlainglerous fi!1l€l11yti0Ill'in0£i:lIlO wsyi"as e era osing can on anxie y.
“ l could, ‘on certain conditions," remarked

Dr. Gregory.
" What are those conditions l" asked the young

man.
“ Well, fifty guiueas down, and an I.O.U. for

four hundred and fifty, payable at the death of
the party by whom you will gain an inherit
ance."

" That would

p
u
é me rather too much in your

power," observed erald Johnson.
" Well, it might hang us bot " drily remarked

" I know a great deal too much Dr. Gregory. “After all, I shall have totrust to
your honour."

“ That you may trust to," the other said. “ I

am a poor man, and very ambitious. Let me but
gain my ends, and a thousand, aye, ten thousand
will not frighten me l"

“ Sign," said Dr. Gregory, pulling out a paper
and writing a few words :—

“ On or after the death of my cousin, Lucy
Knowles, late Lucy Johnson, I promise to pay to
bearer the sum of one thousand guineas."

“ You know I " asked Gerald, in surprise.
“Well, sir, there is only one person by whose

death you can gain," resumed Dr. Gregory. _

“

liar
ladyship is not unknown to fame.”

e

ordered, and then after some discussion as to the =

future, the party broke up, the doctor handing .
the phial to Gerald.

Two hours later Mr. Gerald Johnson received
a note :

“ Sir Francis Knowles is requested by Lady
Knowles to ask Mr. Gerald Johnson why, being
in the neighbourhood with a

i friend, he does not
call! Lady Knowles would be pleased to see
himself and friend to lunch at two this day."

“ I think you'd better go," remarked Lord
Jeflries ; “it will look suspicious not to call.
Besides, who knows, it may give you the much
sought-for opportunity. You can do nothing
unless you are in personal contact with Lady
Knowles."

" True,” he answered, doggedly.
Five minutes later they were being driven to

Knowles Hall in the one fly of the “ Royal" Inn.
They were received with nrbanity, if not cor

diality, and ushered into the fine old library.
Sir Francis and Lady Knowles were alone

when they entered, but the next moment Captain
Howard was announced.

Lord Jeiiries started. He remembered Eel
Pie Island.

“ Ah l" said the jovial captain, bowing; “eh,
Lord Jefiriee, didn't I tell you this morning that

I saw you kicked out of Eel Pie Island, as you
will shortly be out of this house—eh, Mr. Gerald
— Vocito, vocitas, cocitari !"

" Dick Turpin I" screamed Lord Jeffries.
"At your service," replied the highwayman,

bowing; “ and now, Mr. Gerald, you had better
give up that bottle of coloured water which I

sold you to poison your cousin with."
Gerald Johnson stood appalled.
“ Yes," said Sir Francis, " my faithful friend

here recognised you both, and took youin hand ;

another faithful friend has gone for the oflicers
of justice. But as you are a relation of my wife,
you have your choice. Go away at once to the
plantations of Virginia, and never show your face
again in England, or, as sure as my name is

Knowles, you shall hang without mercy l As for
you, my lord, your infamy is so patent, nothing
can make it worse. Still, Iwill expose you in
every club. Go l "

And they went.
They had not gone a quarter of a mile when

they commenced qusrrelling.
The younger man accused the elder of being

the cause of his utter ruin, and from words
they came to blows. They wore swords.

These were drawn, and esriy in the evening
they were both found dying in the extreme end
of the wood.

Lady Knowles was deeply grieved. but he:
husband was secretly glad.

young man signed, a bottle of wine was _
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A TALE OF LOVE, MYSTERY, AND CRIME. .437~
Such deadly hostility, built on avarice and

hate and lust of gold, he knew would never be

auuaged, save by death.

CHAPTER CXCV.
ran EXPLANATION.

Sir Francis Knowles was indeed thankful to
Dick Turpin for the manner in which he had

Jbwnrted the vicious schemes of his wife's cousin.
“ That man," he said to‘ Colonel Grant and

Inid Jermyn, " is truly marvellous. No wonder

that vou have trusted him.”
“ He is a rough gem," replied Colonel Grant.

“Brought up under different. auspices he might
have been a Marlborough, a Saxe, anything,
with undaunted courage. a cool and collected
brain, a fertility of resource unrivalled. I never
knew any one to equal him."

“ You are right." said Sir Francis Knowles,
thoughtfully. “ \Vhnt can we do for him T

"
“ Well, tue man is inexplicable,” observed the

Blue Dwarf. who sat as usual behind a screen of
curtains. “ Money has no particular charm for
him; he has been used to having so much, that
it has lost all its power. He is at times looked
upon as a respectable farmer and cattle dealer,
has numerous children, his eldest daughter re
spectably married."

“ Would he not retire to his home if properly
provided for Z

"
asked Sir Fl‘;|l1CiS.

“No; he isatrue Bohemian. He is agood
father and husband, and yet has spent hundreds
on Miss Somerset--Baby Fanny, you know—who
helped to save _v\-it from ruin."

"Is Baby Fanny Dick's mistress?
"

" Reigning favourite for the time being,” con
tinued Colonel Grant, gravely. “ OI course, I
have nothing to say in her favour, but there are
worse women in the world. Now, as long as
Palmer—we will call him by that name—goes
on like this. we can do nothing for him."

“ No," sighed Sir Francis, “ but it seems a pity.
I am coming up to town for Christmas. Will
you be there I"

“ Yes l" answered the Earl of Elphick, warmly,
“ and l hope we shall see a great deal of you at
Seymour House."

“More perhaps than you will care for," re
lponded Sir Francis ; " my wife owns a large
amount of property in that neighbourhood, and
we shall live at Montague House."

And so they parted, Dick and Tom returning
to London by themselves.

Their task was ended.
All the adventures which their connection

with the Seymour family had brought about were
over.

They had made thousands, and Dick had
enough in ~the bank to purchase farms five
times as large as those he owned, but he could
not reconcile himself to quiet domestic happi
ness.

Excitement was as the breath of his nostrils.
He did not feel as if he could live without it.

On reaching London, the first thing the high
waymen did, was to establish themselves in
luxurious quarters near Piccadilly.

Dick sent for Baby Fanny, and Tom King for
some other lady acquaintance.

No experience of the present day can give any
idea of the recklessness of men with money in
those times.

Dick and Iom were only a reflex of the times

in which they lived-the times of ‘the Mohocks
and the Beaf-steak Club.

They invited some of the wildest characters in
London to join them.

It is impossible to give an idea of the extrava
gances and follies which were perpetrated on
such occasions. _

They were even more ridiculous and foolish
than they were evil.

'

Once Dick gave himself full swing, there was
no folly of which he was not capable.

Two days later -‘the friends went down to the
quiet residence of Mr. Palmer,_and made up
their minds to have a good rest.

'

Mrs. Palmer and the children were by this
time too used to these long absences not to treat
them as a matter of course; but they were very
glad to see their father and his friend.

As an excuse for his long absences, Dick
Turpin constantly sent home large remittances,
informing his wife that important ‘business de
tained him.

Of course nothing could be said to this,-as
Mrs. Palmer was a prudent woman, and thought
of her many children and their future wants.

At the end of ten days they went once more
to London. '

They had been summoned by Sapatbwato a
final interview.

Despite his odd ways and strange character,
the Blue Dwarf had won upon their affections.

Naturally of a kindly nature, but warped by
his sensitive feelings, which made him hide from
all mankind, Sapathwa a noble heart

He had been strongly impressed by the de
votion, courage, and talents of these two men,
especially of Dick Turpin.

They were ushered into the presence of the
strange being who had been their employer
some time, by Tim Roach.

“ My friends," he began, “my task is done.
Now that the relentless foes of Shelton Seymour
are dead and my cousin is safe, I shall retire
from the world. Before I do so I wish to be
convinced that I leave you happy and well.
You have a family 7"

“ Yes, sir,” replied Dick.
“For their sakes give up

life," continued Sapa
our old mode of

thwa. " on have money P"
“ I am a comparatively rich man," Dick said,

by way of reply.
“ Then, for the sake of your family, do listen

to my advice."
“ I am afraid, sir, I shall never be able to live

a quiet life," said Dick, hesitatingly.
"I have settled two hundred a year on you

and your family for life," resumed Sapathwa,
"and it would be a source of great gratification
to know that you were safe from the fate that
must sooner or later be yours if you continue to
break the laws of your country."

“ I will try it six months, sir," said Dick, “ if
only to show my deep gratitude for your many
kindnesses.”

“ Well, that will be something," the other
continued. “ You are not getting younger, and
will find in the pleasures of country life and the

society of your wife and children some compen
sation for the boisterous energy of your earlier
habits."

°

" I will try, sir."
“In my obscure retreat, for I shall never mix

with the world again,” said Sapatbwar in-a
grave and melancholy tone, “ it will please me
to hear of your succem and happiness.”
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s

They now sat down to a lunch prepared for the end of that time I hope to become reconciled
them, and ate the last meal they would enjoy to citizenship and settle."
together.

They then parted, with every indication of
mutual respect and afiection.

Dick and his friend were then conducted to

E
lli

e

liirawinggioolllza,
where all the elders of the

m' y await t em.
Colonel Grant spoke for all, and in warm and

eloquent words thanked them for their devotion
and trustiness.

He, too, urged the same arguments which had

lglerliflusegl
by Sapathwa, adding the ofier of a

‘g an estate.
Dick thanked them earnestly, and told them

thabhe was well satisfied with his worldly pos
sessions, and of his promise to Sspathwa

“ I will honestly try to lead a quiet life,
gentlemen," said Dick. “ I have a wife and
family who believe me to be a travelling dealer

3

cattle.
lmThey

haven't the remotest suspicion
my cal

'
g." '

" Think, then, what would be their feelings if

they
were to discover what you are," suggested

Co onel Grant.
“ My lad , my lords, and you, sir," said Dick

Tugin,
wit deep emotion, “ your kindness over

wh ms me. I shall never forget, and I promise
totry a rural and peaceful life for one year. At

" We shail be glad to hear of you, Palmer," the
Earl ot Elphick said, “ and whenever we can do
anything for you or yonrs command us."

Dick bowed. He was too much moved to speak.
Shortly after thev took their leave,and returned
that evening to Hendon.

With the subsequent career of Dick Turpin we
are not called upon to deal.

After they had left, the family collected to
gether. Sapathwa had decided to retire to a
little estate he had in the country, where, with
his books and a small garden, he could enjoy
that life of retirement he so much loved.

Tim Roach was to accompany them, and his
friends would always be welcome. S: .wa
lived many years and with time grew more con
tented with his lot.

His friends never wearied of paying him
visits, but he would never allow the children
that filled the nursery to see him.

The Earl of Elphick became a man of
eminence in his country, and formed one of a
very celebrated administration, going as ambas
sador to France, where he astonished the public
by his munificence and hospitality.

He was a worthy representative of THE
Bum Dwaar.

—-:~ "

grrrltn BY WILLIAM Cars. 32, B-»uv|-zmi»: $l"'.L:-.l.".'. l-'i.i.-er sru.-i;-r, Lo\oo.\'. l-1.0.
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